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LETTERS, 


No  1. 

TO  A  FEMALE  FRIEND, 

Written  abtnit  the  year  1780. 

I  VERILY  believe,  my  dear  E,  th^t  the 
pore  genuine  feelings  of  love^  are  as  nre  in  the 
world  as  the  pure  genuine  principles  cf  virtue 
and  piet^.  This  I  hope  will  account  for  the 
uncommon  style  of  all  my  letters  to  you.  By 
uncraEunon,  I  mean,  their  being  written  in  such  a 
serious  manner,  which,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  has 
made  me  often  afraid  lest  you  should  take  me 
for  some  zealous  bigot,  who  conversed  with  his 
mif  tress  as  he  would  converse  with  his  minister. 
I  don't  know  how  it  is,  my  dear ;  for  though, 
except  your  company,  there  is  nothing  on  earth 
gives  me  so  much  pleasure  as  writing  to  you,  yet 
it  never  gives  me  those  giddy  raptures  so  much 
talked  of  among  lovers.    I  have  often  thought 
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that  if  a  well  grounded  affection  be  not  really  a 
part  of  virtue,  'tis  something  extremely  akin  to 
it.  Whenever  the  thought  of  my  E.  warms  my 
heart,  every  feeling  of  humanity,  every  principle 
of  generosity,  kindles  in  my  breast.  It  extin- 
guishes every  dirty  spark  of  malice  and  envy, 
which  are  but  too  apt  to  infest  me.  I  grasp 
every  creature  in  the  arms  of  universal  benevo- 
lence, and  equally  participate  in  the  pleasures  of 
th^  happy,  and  sympathize  with  the  miseries  of 
the  unfortunate.  I  assure  you,  my  dear,  I  often 
look  up  to  the  divine  disposer  of  events,  with  an 
eye  of  gratitude  for  the  blessing  which  I  hope  he 
intends  to  bestow  on  me,  in  bestowing  you.  I 
sincerely  v^ish  that  he  may  bless  my  endeavours 
to  make  your  life  as  comfortable  and  happy  as 
possible,  both  in  sweetening  the  rougher  parts 
of  my  natural  temper,  and  bettering  the  un- 
kindly circumstances  of  my  fortune.  This,  my 
dear,  is  a  passion,  at  least  in  my  view,  worthy  of 
a  man,  and  I  will  add,  worthy  of  a  Christian. 
The  sordid  earth-worm  may  profess  love  to  a 
woman's  person,  whilst  in  reality  his  affection 
is  centered  in  her  pocket;  and  the  slavish 
drudge  may  go  a  wooing  as  he  goes  to  the 
horse-market,  to  chose  one  who  is  istout  and 
firm,  and  as  we  may  say  of  an  old  horse,  one 
who  will  be  a  good  drudge  and  draw  kin^y* 
I  disdain  their  dirty,  puny  ideas.  I  would  be 
heartily  out    of  Immour  with    myself,    if   I 
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thought  I  were  capable  of  having  so  poor  a  no« 
tiou  of  the  sex,  which  were  designed  to  crown 
the  pleasures  of  society.  Poor  devils !  I  don't 
envy  them  their  happiness  who  have  such  no- 
tions. For  my  part  I  propose*  quite  otlier 
pleasures  with  my  dear  partner. 


No  2. 
TO  THE  SAME. 
"My  Dear  E. 

* 

1  DO  not  remember,  in  the  course  of 
your  acquaintance  and  mine,  ever  to  have  heard 
your  opinion  on  the  ordinary  way  of  falling  in 
love,  amongst  people  of  om*  station  of  life :  I  do 
not  mean  the  persons  who  proceed  in  the  way 
of  bargain,  but  those  whose  affection  is  really 
placed  on  the  person. 

Though  I  be,  as  you  know  very  well,  but  a 
very  aukward  lover  myself,  yet  as  I  have  some 
opportunities  of  observing  the  conduct  of  others 
who  are  much  better  skilled  in  the  affair  of 
courtship  than  1  am,  I  often  think  it  is  owing 
to  lucky  chance  more  than  to  good  manage- 
ijaent,  that  there  are  not  more  unhappy  marriar- 
ges  than  usually  are. 

It  is  natural  for  a  young  fellow  to  like  the 
B  2 
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aoquaintance  of  the  females,  and  customary  for 
liim  to  keep  them  company  when    occasion 
serves :   some  one  of  them  is  more  agreeable  to 
him  than  the  rest ;  there  is  sometliing,  he  kno\v9 
not  Tvhat,  pleases  him,  he  knows  not  how,  in 
her  company.    This  I  take  to  be  what  is  calWd 
love  with  the  greatest  part  of  ns,  and  1  must 
own,  my  dear  E.  it  is  a  hard  game  such  a  one  as 
you  have  to  play  when  you  meet  with  such  a 
^ver.    You  cannot  refuse  but  he  is  sincere,  and 
yet,  though  you  use  him  ever  so  favorably,  per- 
haps in  a  few  months,  or  at  farthest  a  year  or 
two,  the  same  unaccountably  fancy  may  make 
him  as  distractedly  fond  of  another,  whilst  you 
are  quite  forgot.    I  am  aware  that  perhaps  the 
next  time  I  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you,  you 
Viay  bid  me  take  my  own  lesson  home,  and  tell 
me  that  the  passion  I  have  professed  for  you  is 
perhaps  one  of  those  transient  flashes   I  have 
been  describing ;  but  I  hope,  my  dear  E.  you 
will  do  me  thejdstice  to  believe  me,  when  I 
assure  you,  that  the  love  I  have  for  you  is 
founded  on  the  sacred  principles  of  virtue  and 
honour;  and  by  consequence,  so  long  as  you 
continue  possessed  of  those  amiable  qualities 
which  first  inspired  my  passion  for  you,  so  long 
must  I  continue  to  love  you.    Believe  me,  my 
dear,  it  is  love  like  this  alone  which  can  render 
the  married  state  happy.    People  may  talk  of 
flames  and  raptures  as  long  as  they  please ;  and 
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a  wann  fancyt  with  a  flow  of  youthful  spirits, 
may  make  them  feel  something  like  what  they 
describe ;  but  sure  I  am,  the  nobler  faculties  of 
the  mind,  with  kindred  feelings  of  the  heart, 
can  only  be  the  foundation  of  friendship ;  and  it 
has  always  been  my  opinion,  that  the  married  life 
was  only  friendship  in  a  more  exalted  degree. 

If  you  will  be  so  good  as  to  grant  my  wishes, 
and  it  should  please  providence  to  spare  us  to 
the  lastest  periods  of  life,  I  can  look  forward^ 
and  see,  that  even  then,  tiiough  bent  down  with 
wrinkled  age ;  even  then,  when  all  other  world- 
ly circumstances  will  be  indifferent  to  me,  1 
will  regard  my  E.  with  the  tenderest  affection ; 
tmd  for  this  plain  reason,  because  she  is  still  pos- 
sessed of  those  noble  qualities,  improve4  to  a 
much  higher  degree,  which  first  inspired  my 
affection  for  her. 

''  O !  hsjpfj  state,  when  souls  each  other  draw^ 
'*  When  love  is  liberty,  and  nature  law;" 

I  know,  were  I  to  speak  in  such  a  style  to 
many  a  girl,  who  thinks  herself  possessed  of  no 
small  share  of  sense,  she  would  think  it  ridicu- 
lous— ^but  the  language  of  the  heart  is,  my  dear 
E.  the  only  courtship  1  shall  ever  use  to  you. 

When  I  look  over  what  I  have  written,  1  am 
sensible  it  is  vastly  different  from  the  ordinary 
style  of  courtship— but  I  shall  make  no  apology 
—I  know  your  good  natiure  will  excuse  what 
your  good  sense  may  see  amisi^. 
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'    No.  3. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

My  Deae  E. 

I  HAVE  often  thought  it  a  peculiarly 
unlucky  ch-cumstance  in  love,  that  though  in 
every  other  situation  in  life,  telling  the  truth  v^ 
not  only  the  safest»  but  actually  by  far  the  ea^- 
est  way  of  proceeding ;  a  lover  is  never  under 
greater  difficulty  in  acting,  or  more  puzzled  for 
expression,  than  when  his  passion  is  sincere,  and 
his  intentions  are  honourable.  1  do  not  think 
that  it  is  very  difficult  for  a  person  of  ordinary 
capacity  to  talk  of  love  and  fondness,  which  are 
not  felt,  and  to  make  vows  of  constancy  and 
fidelity,  which  are  never  intended  to  be  per- 
formed, if  he  be  villain  enough  to  practice  such 
detestable  conduct :  but  to  a  man  whose  heart 
glows  with  the  principles .  of  integrity  and 
truth;  and  who  sincerely  loves  a  woman  of 
amiable  person,  uncommon  refinement  of  sen- 
timent, and  purity  of  manners — ^to  such  a  one, 
in  such  circumstances,  I  can  assure  you,  my 
dear,  from  my  own  feeUngs  at  this  present  mo- 
ment, courtship  is  a  task  indeed  Thete  is  such 
a  number  of  foreboding  fears,  and  distrustful 
anxieties  crowd  into  my  mind  when  I  am  in 
your  company,  or  when  I  sit  down  to  write  to 
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you,  that  what  to  speak  or  what  to  write  1  am 
altogether  at  a  loss. 

There  is  one  rule  which  I  have  hitherto  prao- 
tised^  and  which  I  shall  invariably  keep  with 
you,  and  that  is,  honestly  to  tell  you  the  plain 
truth.  There  is  something  so  mean  and  un- 
manly in  the  arts  of  dissimulation  and  false- 
hood, that  I  am  surprised  they  can  be  used  by 
any  one  in  so  noble,  so  generous  a  passion  as 
virtuous  love.  No,  my  dear  E.  1  shall  never 
endeavour  to  gain  your  favour  by  such  detestaV 
ble  practices.  If  you  will  be  so  good  and  so 
generous  as  to  admit  me  for  yoii  partner,  your 
companidn,  your  bosom  friend  through  life; 
there  is  nothing  on  this  side  of  eternity  shall 
give  me  greater  transport;  but  I  shall  never 
think  of  purchasing  your  hand  by  any  arts  un- 
worthy  of  a  man,  and  1  will  add,  of  a  Christian. 
There  is  one  thing,  my  dear,  which  I  earnestly 
request  of  you,  and  it  is  this ;  that  you  would 
soon  either  put  no  end  an  my  hopes  by  a  pe- 
remptory refusal,  or  cure  me  of  my  fears  by  a 
generous  consent. 

It  would  oblige  me  much  if  you  would  send 
me  a  line  or  two  when  convenient.  1  shall  only 
add  further,  that  if  a  behaviour  regulated 
(though  perhaps  but  very  imperfectly)  *by  the 
rules  of  honour  and  virtue,  if  a  heart  devoted  to 
love  and  esteem  you,  and  an  earnest  endeavour 
*o  promote  your  happiness ;  if  these  are  quali-i 
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ties  you  would  wish  in  a  friend,  in  a  husband ; 
I  hope  you  shall  ever  find  them  in  your  real 
friend  and  sincere  lover. 


No.  4. 
TO  THE  SAME. 

I  OUGHT  in  good  manners  to  have 
acknowledged  the  receipt  of  your  letter  before 
this  time,  but  my  heart  was  so  shocked  with 
the  contents  of  it,  that  I  can  scarcely  yet  coU 
I'ect  my  thoughts  so  as  to  write  to  you  on  the 
subject  I  will  not  attempt  to  describe  what  I 
felt  on  receiving  your  letter.  1  read  it  over  and 
over,  again  and  again,  and  though  it  was  in  the 
politest  language  of  refusal,  still  it  was  peremp- 
tory; *•  you  were  very  sorry  you  could  not 
"  make  me  a  return,  but  you  wish  me**  what 
without  you  I  never  can  obtain,  "  you  wish  me 
^  all  kind  of  happiness."  It  would  be  weak 
and  unmanly  to  say  that  withouj  you  I  never 
can  be  happy ;  but  sure  I  am,  that  sharing  life 
with  you,  would  have  ^ven  it  a  relish,  that» 
wanting  you,  I  never  can  taste. 

Yoiu:  uncommon  personal  advantages,  and 
your  superior  good  sense,  do  not  sq  much  strike 
me ;  these  possibly  in  a  few  instances  may  he 
met  with  in  others ;  but  that  amiable  goodness. 
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that  tender  feminine  softness,  that  endeaniig 
sweetness  of  disposition,  with  all  the  charming 
offspring  of  a  warm  feeling  heart — ^these  I  never 
agmn  expect  to  meet  with  in  such  a  degree  in 
this  world.  All  these  charming  qualities, 
heightened  by  an  education  much  beyond  any 
thing  I  have  ever  met  with  in  any  woman  1 
ever  dared  to  approach,  have,  made  an  impres- 
sion on  my  heart  that  I  do  not  think  the  world 
can  ever  efface.  My  imagination  had  fondly 
flattered  itself  with  a  wish,  I  dare  not  say  it 
ever  reached  a  hope,  that  possibly  I  might  one 
day  call  you  muie.  1  had  formed  the  most 
delightful  images,  and  my  fancy  fondly  brooded 
over  them ;  but  now  I  am  wretched  for  the  loss 
of  what  I  really  had  no  rig^ht  to  expect.  I  must 
now  think  no  more  of  you  as  »  mistress,  sHW  I 
presume  to  ask  to  be  admitted  as  a  friend.  As 
such  I  wish  to  be  allowed  to  wait  on  you,  and 
as  1  expect  to  remove  in  a  few  days  a  little  far- 
ther off,  and  you  I  suppose  will  perliaps  soon 
leave  this  place,  I  wish  to  see  you  or  hear  from 
you  soon ;  and  if  an  expression  should  perhaps 
escape  me  rather  too  warm  for  friendship,  I  hope 
you  will  pardon  it  in,  my  dear  Miss ,  (par- 
don me  the  dear  expression  for  once.) 
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T^o.  5. 

TO  HIS  FATHER,* 

Irvine,  Dec.  ZWi.  1781. 
Honoured  Sib, 

1  HAVE  purposely  delayed  writing,  in 
the  hope  that  I  should  have  the  pleasure  of  see- 
ing you  on  New-year's-day ;  but  work  comes  so 
hard  upon  us,  that  I  do  not  choose  to  be  absent 
on  that  account,  as  well  as  for  some  other  little 
reasons,  which  1  shall  tell  you  at  meeting.  My 
health  is  nearly  the  same  as  when  you  were 
here,  only  my  sleep  is  a  little  sounder,  and  on 
the  whole  I  am  rather  better  than  otherwise, 
though  I  mend  by  very  slow  degrees.  The 
weakness  of  my  ner\^es  .has  so  debilitated  my 
mind,  that  I  dare  neither  review  past  wanfc^ 
nor  look  forward  into  futurity;  for  the  least 
anxiety  or  perturbation  in  my  breast,  produces 
most  unhappy  effects  on  my  whole  frame.  Some- 
times, indeed,  when  for  an  hour  or  two  my 
spirits  are  a  little  lightened,  I  glimmer  a  little 
into  futurity :  but  my  principal,  and  indeed  my 


*  The  following  letter,  addressed  to  his  father,  was  written 
at  the  tune  when  the  Author  was  learning  the  business  of  a 
flax-dresser,  six  or  seven  years  before  his  name  had  been  heard 
of  out  of  his  own  family.  It  evinces  a  dignity  of  thought  and 
expression,  and  an  elevation  of  sentiment,  far  superior  to  what 
liiight  be  expected  frvm  one  in  his  humble  station. 
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•nly  pleasurable  employment,  is  looking  back^- 
wards  and  forwards  in  a  moral  and  religious 
way,  I  am  quite  transported  at  the  thought, 
that  ere  long,  perhaps  very  soon,  I  shall  bid  an 
eternal  adieu  to  all  the  pains,  and  uneasinesses, 
and  disquietude^  of  this  weary  life ;  for  1  assure 
you,  I  am  heartily  tired  of  it,  and  if  I  do  not 
very  much  deceive  myself,  I  could  contentedly 
and  gladly  resign  it. 

"  The  soul  uneasy  and  confined  at  home> 
*'  Rests  and  expatiates  in  a  life  to  come." 

It  is  for  this  re^ason  I  am  more  pleased  with 
the  15th.  16th.  and  17th.  verses  of  the  7th. 
chapter  of  Revelations,*  than  with  any  ten  time$ 
as  many  versess  in  the  whole  Bible,  and  would 
not  exchange  the  noble  enthusiasm  with  which 
they  inspire  me,  for  all  that  this  w^orld  has  to 
offer.  As  for  this  world,  I  despair  of  ever 
making  a  figure  in  it.  I  am  not  formed  for  the 
bustle  of  the  busy,  nor  the  flutter  of  the  gay, 
I  shall  never  again  be  capable  of  entering  into 
such  scenes.  Indeed  I  am  altogether  uncon- 
cerned at  the  thoughts  of  this  life.  I  forsee  that 
poverty  and  obscurity  probably  aiyait  me,  and 


*  "  Therefore  are  they  before  the  throne  of  God,  and  serve 
him  day  and  night  in  his  temple ;  and  he  tliat  sittcth  on  the 
throne  sliall  dwell  among  them.  They  shall  himger  no  more, 
neither  thirst  any  more ;  neither  shall  the  iun  light  on  them, 
nor  any  heat  For  the  lamb  that  is  in  the  midst  of  tlie  tlironc 
shall  feed  thera^  and  shall  lead  tliem  unto  living  fountains  <;!' 
"Waters ;  and  God  shall  wipe  away  all  tears  from  their  eyeS/* 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


(     12     ) 

I  am  in  some  measure  prepared,  and  daily  pre- 
paring to  meet  tliem.  I  have  but  just  time  and 
paper  to  return  you  my  grateful  thanks,  for  the 
lessons  of  virtue  and  piety  you  have  given  me, 
which  were  too  much  neglected  at  the  time  of 
giving  them,  but  which,  1  hope,  have  been  re- 
membered ere  it  is  yet  too  late,.  Present  my 
dutiful  respects  to  my  mother,  and  my  compli- 
ments to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Muir ;  and,  with  wishing 
you  a  merry  New-year's  day,  1  shall  conclude. 
I  am,  honoured  Sir, 

Your  dutiful  son, 

ROBERT  BURNS. 


No.  a 

To  Mr.  JOHN  MURDOCH,  Schoolmasteii, 

STAPLES  INN  BUILDINGS,  LONDON. 

Locfdee^  IStk.  January,  1783. 
Dear  Sie, 

As  I  have  an  opportunity  of  sending 
you  a  letter  without  putting  you  to  that  ex- 
pence,  which  any  production  of  mine  would  but 
ill  repay ;  1  embrace  it  with  pleasure  to  tell  you 
that  I  have  not  forgotten,  nor  ever  will  forget, 
the  many  obligations  I  lie  under  to  your  kind- 
ness and  friendship. 

1  do  not  doubt,  sir,  but  you  will  wish  to  know 
what  has  been  the  result  of  all  th^  pains  of  an 
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indulgent  father,  axid  a  masterly  teacher ;  and  I 
wish  I  could  gratify  your,  curiosity  with  such  a 
recital  as  you  would  be  pleased  with  ;  but  that 
is  what  I  am  afraid  will  not  be  the  case.      1 
faave»  indeed,  kept  pretty  dear  of  \icious  habits ; 
and  in  this  respect,  I  hope,  my  conduct  will  not 
disgrace  the  education  1  have  gotten ;   but  as  a 
man  of  the  world,  I  am  most  miserably  defi- 
cient   One  would  have  thought  that,  bred  as  I 
have  been,  under  a  father  who  has  figured  pretty 
well  as  un  homme  des  affaire^^  I  might  have 
been  what  the  world  calls,  a  pushing,  active  fel- 
low ;  but  to  tdl  you  the  truth,  sir,  there  is  hard- 
ly any  thing  more  my  reverse.    I  seem  to  be 
one  sent  into  tlie  world,  to  see,  and  observe ; 
and  I  very  easily  compound  with  the  knave 
who  tricks  me  of  my  money,  if  there  be  any 
thing  original  about  hirh,  which  shews  me  hu- 
man nature  in  a  diSerent  light  from  any  thing 
1  have  seen  before.     In  short,  the  joy  of  my 
heart  is  to    "study  men,  their  manners,  and 
their  ways;"    and  for  this  darling  subject,  I 
cheerfully  sacrifice  every  other  consideration.     I 
am  quite  indolent  about  those  great  concerns 
,that  set  the  bustling,  busy  sons  of  care  agog , 
and  if  I  have  to  answer  for  the  present  hour,  1 
am  very  easy  with  regard  to  any  thing  further. 
Even  the  last,  worst  shift  of  the  imfortunate 
and  the  wretched,  does  not  much  terrify  me :  I 
know  that  even  then,  my  talent  for,  what  conn- 
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try  folks  call  "  a  sensible  crack/*  when  once  it 
is  sanctified  by  a  hoary  head,  would  procure  me 
So  much  esteem,  that  even  then — 1  would  learn 
to  be  happy.*  However,  I  am  under  no  appre- 
hensions about  that,  for  though  indolent,  yet  so 
far  as  an  eictremely  delicate  constitution  per- 
niits,  I  ani  not  lazy ;  and  in  many  things,  espe- 
cially in  tavern  matters,  1  am  a  strict  economist ; 
not,  indeed,  for  the  sake  of  the  money ;  but  one 
of  the  principal  parts  in  my  composition  is'  a 
kind  of  pride  of  stomach ;  and  I  scorn  to  fear 
the  face  of  any  man  living :  above  every  thing, 
1  abhor  as  hell,  the  idea  of  sneaking  in  a  comer 
to  avoid  a  dun — ^possibly  some  pitiAil,  sordid 
wretch,  who  in  my  heart  I  despise  and  detest. 
'Tis  this,  and  this  alone,  that  endears  economy 
to  me.  In  the  matter  of  books,  indeed,  I  am 
very  profuse.  My  favourite  authors  are  of  the 
sentimental  kind,  such  as  Shenstone^  particularly 
*  his  Elegies ;  Thomson ;  Man  of  Feelings  a  book 
I  prize  next  to  the  Bible;  Man  of  the  World: 
Stenie,  especially  his  Sentimental  Journey  \ 
M'PhersoiCs  Ossian,  &c.  these  are  the  glorious 
models  afler  which  I  endeavour  to  form  my 
conduct;  and  'tis  incongruous,  'tis  absurd  t» 
suppose  that  the  man  whose  mind  glows  with 
sentiments  lighted  up  at  their  sacred  flame— the 


'*  The  hist  shift  alluded  to  here,  must  be  the  condition  rtt' 
ail  itinerant  beggar. 
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tnan  whose  heart  distends  with  benevolence  U> 
all  the  human  race — he  "  wlio  can  soar  above 
^  this  little  scene  of  things"— can  he  descend  to 
mind  the  paltry  concerns  about  which  the  ter- 
rsefilial  race  fret,  and  fume,  and  vex  themselves ! 

0  how  the  glorious  triumph  swells  my  heart !  I 
forget  that  1  am  a  poor  insignificant  devil,  un- 
noticed and  unknown,  stalking  up  and  down 
feirs  and  markets,  when  I  happen  to  be  in  them, 
reading  a  page  or  two  of  Mankind,  and  '*  catch- 
ing the  manners  living  as  thpy  rise,"  whilst  tlie 
men  of  business  jostle  me  on  every  side,  as  an 
idle  incumbrance  in  their  way. — But  I  dare  say 

1  have  by  this  time  tired  your  patience ;  so  I 
$haU  conclude  with  begging  you  to  give  Mrs. 
Murdoch — not  my  compliments,  for  that  is  a 
mere  common  place  story;  but  my  warmest, 
kindest  wishes  for  her  welf^tre;  and  accept  of 
tdlie  same  for  yourself,  from. 

Dear  Sir,  yours,  &c. 


The  following  is  taken  from  the  Manuscnpt  pro^^e 
presented  by  our  Bard  to  Mr.  Riddei 


No.  7. 

V/N  rummaging  over  some  old  papers  1 
lighted  on  a  MS.  of  my  early  years,  in  which  I 
had  determined  to  write  myself  out ;    as  I  >vas 
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placed  by  fortune  among  a  class  of  men  to  \VV)M 
my  ideas  would  have  been  nonsense.  I.ha& 
meant  that  the  book  should  have  lain  by  me,  in 
the  fond  hope,  that  some  time  or  other,  ^ven 
after  I  was  no  more,  my  thoughts  would  fall 
into  the  hands  of  somebody  capable  of  apprecia- 
ting their  value.     It  sets  off  thus : 

Observations^  Hints,  Songs,  Scraps  of  Poetry, 
«|c.  by  R.  B. — a  man  who  had  little  art  in  ma- 
king money,  and  still  less  in  keeping  it ;  but 
was,  however,  a  man  of  some  sense,  a  great  deal 
of  honesty,  and  unbounded  good  will  to  every 
creature,  rational  and  irrational.  As  he  was  but 
little  indebted  to  scholastic  education,  and  bred 
at  a  plough-tail,  his  performances  must  be 
strongly  tinctured  with  his  unpolished,  rustic 
way  of  life ;  but  as  I  believe  they  are  really  his 
own,  it  may  be  some  entertainment  to  a  curious 
observer  of  human  nature  to  see  how  a  plough- 
man thinks  and  feels,  under  the  pressure  of 
love,  ambition,  anxiety,  grief,  with  the  like 
cares  and  passions,  which,  however  diversified 
by  the  inodes  and  manners  of  life,  operate  pretty 
much  alike,  I  believe,  on  all  the  species. 

•♦  There  are  numbers  in  the  world,  who  do 
••  not  want  sense  to  make  a  figure,  so  much  as 
"  an  opinion  of  their  own  abilities,  to  put  them 
**  upon  recording  their  observations,  and  allow- 
*^  ing  tliem  the  same  importance  which  they  do 
"  to  tliosc  wliich  appear  in  pruit."      Shenstone. 
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''  Pleasing  when  youth  is  long  expired^  to  traoo 
'*  The  forms  our  pencu  or  our  pen  design'd  ( 

^  Such  was  our  youthful  air^  and  shape,  and  &ce, 
^  Such  the  soft  image  of  oiur  youthful  mind."      Skeustone. 

April,  178S. 

Notwithstanding  all  that  has  been  said  against 
love,  respecting  the  folly  and  weakness  it  leads 
ft  young  inexperienced  mind  into ;  still  I  think 
it  in  a  great  measure  deserves  the  highest  enco-i 
miums  that  have  been  passed  on  it.  If  any 
thing  on  earth  deserves  the  name  of  rapture  or 
tKmsport,  it  is  the  feelings  of  green  eighteen,  in 
the  company  of  the  mistress  of  his  heart,  when 
she  repays  him  with  an  equal  return  of  affection, 


Augnist. 

There  is  certainly  some  connexion  between 
love,  and  music,  and  poetry ;  and  therefore,  I 
have  always  thought  a  fine  touch  of  nature,  that 
passage  in  a  modern  love  composition, 

**  As  toward  her  cot  he  jogged  along 
"  Her  name  was  frequent  in  his  song." 

For  my  own  part,  I  never  had  the  least 
thought  or  inclination  of  turning  Poet;  till  I  got 
once  heartily  in  love ;  and  then  rhyme  and  song 
^vere,  in  a  manner,  the  spontaneous  lan^^age  ^i 
my  heart. 
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SepUmher, 

I  entirely  agree  with  that  judicious  philoso* 
pher,  Mr.  Smith,  in  his  excellent  Theory  "^  of 
Moral  Sentimeiits^  that  remorse  is  the  most 
painful  sentiment  that  can  embitter  the  human 
bosom.  Any  ordinary  pitch  of  fortitude  may 
bear  up  tolerably  well  under  those  calamities^ 
in  the  procurement  of  which,  we  ourselves  have 
had  no  liand;  but  when  our  own  follies,  or 
crimes,  have  made  us  miserable  and  wretched, 
to  bear  up  with  manly  firmness,  ai>d  at  the  same 
time  have  a  proper  pemtential  senseof  our  mis- 
conduct— ^is  a  glorious  effort  of  self-como^and. 

Of  all  ^e  nomerotts  ills  that  hurt  our  peace^ 

That  press  the  soul,  or  wring  the  mind  with  aqguifilh^ 

Beyond  comparison  the  worst  are  those 

That  to  our  Tolly,  or  our  guilt  we  owe. 

In  every  other  circumstance,  the  mind 

Has  this  to  say— ^'  It  was  no  deed  of  mine  j*' 

But  when  to  all  the  evil  of  misfortune 

This  sting  is  added—"  Blame  thy  foolish  self  V 

Or  worser  far,  the  pangs  of  keen  remorse  ; 

The  torturing,  gnawing  consciousness  of  guilf>«- 

Of  guilt,  perhaps  where  weVe  involved  others  ; 

The  young,  the  innocent,  who  fondly  loved  us. 

Nay  more,  that  very  love  their  cause  of  ruin ! 

O  burning  hell !  in  all  thy  store  of  torments 

There's  hot  a  keener  lash  I 

Lives  there  a  man  so  firm,  who,  while  his  hcilrt 

Feels  all  the  bitter  horrors  of  his  crime, 

Qsax  reason  down  its  agooiiing  throbs ; 
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I 

And  after  proper  purpose  of  amendment^ 
Can  firmly  force  his  jarring  thoughts  to  peace  ? 
O,  happy i  happy i  enviable  man! 
O  glorious  magnanimity  of  soul  I 


Marcky  1784; 

I  have  often  observed,  in  the  course  of  my 
experience  of  human  life,  that  every  man,  even 
the  worst,    has  something   good  about  him; 
though  very  often  nothing  else  than  a  happy 
temperament  of  constitution,  inclining  hinr  to 
this  or  that  virtue.      For  this  reason  no  man 
can  say  in  what  degree  any  other  person,  besides 
himself,  can  be,  with  strict  justice,  called  wicked. 
Let  any  of  the  strictest  character  for  regularity 
of  conduct  among  us,  examine  impartially  how 
many   vices  he  has  never  been  ^ilty  of,   not 
from  any  care  or  vigilance,  but  for  want  of  op- 
portunity, or  some  accidental  circumstance  in» 
tervening;    how  many  of  the   weaknesses  of 
mankind  he  has  escaped,  because  lie  was  out  of 
the  line  of  such  temptation :   and  what  often,  if 
not  always,  weighs  more  than  all  the  rest ;  how 
much  he  is  indebted  to  the  world's  good  opinion, 
because  the  world  does  not  know  all ;  1  say  any 
man  who  can  thus  think,  will  scan  the  failings, 
nay,  the  faults  and  crim*6s,  of  mankind  around 
him,  with  a  brother's  eye. 

D  3 
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I  havfe  often  courted  the  acquaintance  of  tliat 
part  of  mankind,  commohly  known  by  the  ordi- 
tiary  phrase  of  blackguards ;  sometimes  farther 
than  was  consistent  with  the  safety  of  my  cha- 
tacter :  those  who  by  thoughtless  prodigality,  or 
headstrong  passions,  have  been  driven  to  ruin. — 
Though  disgraced  by  follies,  nay  sometimes 
|<  stained  with  guilt,  *******  *^'? 
1  have  yet  found  among  them^  in  not  a  few  in- 
stanceS)  some  of  the  noblest  virtues,  magnani- 
mity, generosity,  disinterested  friendship,  and 
even  modesty. 


Aprit 

As  I  am  what  the  men  of  the  world,  if  thejt 
kn^w  such  a  man,  would  call  a  whimsical  mor« 
tal ;  I  have  various  sources  of  pleasure  and  en- 
joyment which  are,  in  a  manner,  pecuUar  t^ 
myself;  or  some  here  and  there,  such  other  out- 
of-^the-way  person.  Such  is  the  peculiar  plea* 
sure  I  take  in  the  season  of  winter,  more  than 
the  rest  of  the  year.  This,  1  beltev^,  may  be 
partly  owing  to  ntiy  misfortunes  giving  my  mind 
a  melancholy  cast ;  but  there  is  something  even 
in  the 

'*  Mighty  tempest,  and  the  hoary  waste 

*'  Abrupt  and  deep,  stretch'd  o*er  the  buried  earth*'— 

which  raises  the  mind  to  a  serious  sublimit}^ 
favourable  to  every  thing  great  and  noble.—* 
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^jDhere  is  scarcely  any  earthly  object  giv^  me 
more — ^I  do  not  know  if  I  should  call  it  plea^- 
sure — ^but  something  which  exalts  me,  some- 
thing which  enraptures  me — ^than  to  walk  in 
the  sheltered  side  of  a  wood,  or  high  plantation, 
in  a  doudy  wdnter-day,  and  hear  the  stormy 
wind  howling  among  the  trees,  and  raving  over 
the  plain.  It  is  my  best  season  for  devotion : 
my  mind  is  wrapt  up  in  a  kind  of  enthusiasm 
to  Him,  who,  in  the  pompous  language  of  the 
Hebrew  bard  **  walks  on  the  wings  of  the  wind.'* 
In  one  of  these  seasons,  just  after  a  train  of  mis- 
fortunes, I  composed  the  fd^owing. 

The  wintry  west  extendi  Hi  Mlsst,  &c. 

See  Poems,  p.  552. 


Shenstone  finely  observes,  th'at  love-verses 
■writ  without  any  real  passion,  are  the  most 
nauseous  of  all  conceits;  and  I  have  often 
thought  liiat  no  man  can  be  a  proper  critic  of 
love-compositian,  except  he  himself,  in  one  or 
more  instances,  have  been  a  warm  votary  of  this 
passion.  As  I  have  been  all  along  a  misierable 
dupe  to  love,  and  have  been  led  into  a  thousand 
weaknesses « and  follies  by  it,  for  that  reason  I 
put  the  more  confidence  in  my  critical  skill,  in 
distinguishing  foppery  and  conceit,  from  real 
passion  and  nature*  Whether  the  following 
song  will  stand  the  test,  I  will  not  pretend  to 
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say,  because  it  is  my  own;  only  I  can  say  it 
wjus,  at  the  time,  genuine  from  the  heart. 

Behind  yon  hills,  &c.         See  PoemSj  p,  385.   ^ 


I  think  the  whole  species  of  young  men  may 
be  naturally  enough   divided  into   two  grand 
classes,  which  I  shall  call  the  grave^  and  the 
merry ;  though,  by  the  bye,  these  terms  do  not 
with  propriety  enough  express  my  ideas.     The 
grave  I  shall  cast  into  the  usual  division  of  those 
who  are  goaded  on  by  the  love  of  money,  and 
those  whose  darling  wish  is  to  make  a  figure  irf 
the  world.    The  merry,  are  the  men  of  fieasure 
of  all  denominations;   the  jovial  lads  who  have 
too  much  fire  and  spirit,  to  have  any  settled  rule 
of  action ;  but  without  much  deliberation,  fol- 
low the  strong  impulses  of  nature :  the  thought* 
less,  the  careless,  the  indolent,  in  particular  fe, 
who  with  a  happy  sweetness  of  natiu^l  temper, 
and    a    cheerful    vacancy    of   thought,    steals 
through  life,  generally  indeed  in  poverty  and 
obscurity ;  but  poverty  and  obscurity  are  only 
evils  to  him  who  can   sit  gravely  down,  and 
make  a  repining  comparison  between  his  own 
situation  and  that  of  others ;   and  lastly,  to  grace 
the  quorum,  such  are,  generally,  those  whose 
heads  are  capable  of  all  the  towerings  of  genius, 
and  whose  hearts  are  warmed  with  all  the  deli- 
qacy  of  feeling. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


<     2S     ) 

As  the  grand  end  of  human  life,  is  to  cultivate 
itn  intercourse  with  that  Being  to  whom  we  owe 
lifev  with  every  enjoyment  that  can  rend«r  life 
ddightful ;  and  to  maintain  an  integritive  con- 
duct towards  our  fellow  creatiu-es ;  that  so,  by 
forming  piety  and  virtue  into  habit,  we  may  be 
fit  members  for  that  society  of  the  pious  and 
the  good,  which  reason  and  revelation  teach  us 
to  expect  beyond  the  grave :  I  do  not  see  that 
the  turn  of  mind,  and  pursuits  of  any  son  of 
poverty  and  obscurity,  are  in  the  least  more  ini- 
mical to  the  sacred  interests  of  piety  and  virtue, 
than  the,  even  lawful,  bustling  and  straining 
after  the  world's-  riches  and  honours ;  and  I  do 
not  see  but  that  he  may  gain  Heaven  as  well, 
(which  by  the  bye  is  no  mean  consideration) 
who  steals  through  the  vale  of  life,  amusing 
faimsdf  with  every  little  flower  that  fortune 
throws  in  his  way ;  as  he  who  straining  straight 
forward,  and  perhaps  bespattering  aU  about  him, 
gains  some  of  life's  little  eminences,  where,  after 
all,  he  can  only  see,  and  be  seen  a  little  more 
conspicuously,  than  what,  in  the  pride  of  his 
heart,  he  is  apt  to  term,  the  poor,  indolent  devil 
fae  has  left  behind  him. 


There  is  a  noble  sublimity,  a  heart  melting 
tenderness  in  some  of  our  ancient  ballads,  which 
sliew  them  to  be  the  work  o^  a  masterly  hand ; 
smd  it  has  oR^n  given  me  many  a  heart-aclie  ta 
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reflect  that  such  glorious  old  bards — ^bards  who^ 
vety  probably  owed  all  their  talents  to  native 
genius ;  yet  have  described  the  exploits  of  he- 
roes, the  pangs  of  disappointment,  and  the  melt- 
ings of  love,  with  such  fine  strokes  of  nature-^ 
that  their  very  names  (O  how  mortifying  to  a 
bard's  vanity !)  are  now  <*  buried  among  the 
wreck  of  things  which  were.** 

O  ye  illustrious  names  unknown  J  who  could 
feel  so  strongly,  and  describe  so  well ;  the  last, 
the  meanest  of  the  muses'  train — one  who  though 
far  inferior  to  your  flights,  'yet  eyes  your  path, 
and  with  trembling  %ving  w^uld  sometimes  soar 
afber  you — a  poor  rustic  bard  unknown,  pays 
this  sympatiietic  pang  to  your  memory.  Some 
of  you  teU  us^  with  all  the  charms  of  verse,  that 
you  have  been  unfortunate  in  the  world — un- 
£>rtunate  in  love :  he,  too^  has  felt  tiie  loss  of 
his  little  fortuMe,  the  loss  of  friends,  and,  worst  of 
all,  the  loss  Qf  the  woman  he  a4ored.  Like  you, 
all  his  consolation  was  his  muse :  she  taught  him 
in  rustic  measures  to  complain.  Happy,  could  he 
Iiave  done  it  with  your  strength  of  imagination 
and  flow  of  verse !  May  the  tuif  lie  lightly  on 
your  bones !  and  may  you  now  enjoy  that  solace 
and  rest,  which  this  world  gives  to  the  heart, 
tuned  to  all  the  feelings  of  poesy  and  love ! 


This  is  all,  worth  quoting,  in  my  MSS.  and 
laore  thsCh  all.  •  R.  B. 
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No  8. 

To  Mr.  AIKEN^ 

(The  Gentleman  to  whom  the  Cotter's  Salurdaj/ 
Night  is  addressed,) 

Sir,  Ayrshire^  1786. 

1  WAS  with  Wilson,  my  printer,  f  other 
day,  and  settled  all  our  by-gone  matters  be- 
tween us.  After  I  had  paid  him  all  demands,  I 
made  him  the  offer  of  the  second  edition,  on  the 
hazard  of  being  paid  out  of  the  first  and  readiest, 
which  he  declines.  By  his  account,  the  paper  of 
a  thousand  topics  would  cost  about  twenty-seven 
pounds,  and  the  printing  about  fifteen  or  sixteen: 
he  offers  to  agree  to  this  for  the  printing,  if  1 
wiD  advance  for  the  paper,  but  this,  you  know, 
is  out  of  my  power ;  so  farewell  hopes  of  a  second 
edition  tiU  I  grow  richer !  an  epocha,  which,  1 
Hankf  will  arrive  at  the  payment  of  the  British 
Bational  debt. 

There  is  scarcely  any  thing  hurts  me  so  ntuch 
in  being  disappointed  of  my  second  edition,  as 
iK)t  having  it  in  my  power  to  shew  my  gratitude 
to  Mr;  BaUantine,  by  publishing  my  poem*  of 
The  Brigs  of  Ayr.  1  would  detest  myself  as  a 
wtetch,  if  I  thought  I  were  capable  in  a  very 
long  life  of  forgetting  the  honest,  warm,  and 
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tender  delicacy,  with  whicH  he  enters  into  my 
inter^ts.  I  am  someknnes  pleased  with  myself 
in  my  grateful  sensations ;  but,  I  believe,  on  the 
whole,  1  have  very  little  merit  in  it,  as  my  gra- 
titude is  not  a  virtue,  the  consequence  of  reflec- 
tion ;  but  sheerly  the  instinctive  emotion  of  a 
heart,  too  inattentive  to  allow  worldly  maxims 
and  views  to  settle  into  selfish  habits. 

I  have  been  feeling  all  the  various  rotations 
and  movements  witliin,  respecting  the  excise. 
There  are  many  things  plead  strongly  against  it ; 
the  uncertainty  of  getting  soon  into  business ; 
the  consequences  of  my  follies,  which  may  per- 
haps make  it  impracticable  for  me  to  stay  sit 
Iiome ;  and  besides  I  have  for  some  time  becR 
pining  under  secret  wretchedness,  from  causes 
which  you  pretty  well  know — ^the  pang  of  dis- 
appointment, the  sting  of  pride,  with  some  wan- 
dering stabs  of  remorse,  which  never  iail  to  settle 
on  my  vitals  like  vultures,  when  attention  is 
not  called  away  by  the  calls  of  society,  or  the 
vagaries  of  the  muse.  Even  in  the  hour  of  so- 
cial mirth,  my  gaiety  is  tlie  madness  of  an  in- 
toxicated criminal  under  the  hands  of  the  exe- 
cutioner. All  these  reasons  urge  me  to  go 
abroad,  and  to  all  these  reasons  1  have,  only  one 
answer — tlie  feelings  of  a  fatlier.  This,  in  the 
present  mood  I  am  in,  overbalances  every  tJmig 
that  can  be  laid  in  the  scale  against  it. 
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You  may  perhaps  think  it  an  extravagant 
fancy,  but  it  is  a  sentiment,  which  strikes  home 
to  my  very  soul:  though  sceptical  iii  some 
points  of  our  current  belief,  yet,  I  think,  I  liave 
every  evidence  for  the  reality  of  a  life  beyond 
the  stinted  bourne  of  our  present  existence ;  if 
so  then,  how  should  I,  in  the  presence  of  that 
tremendous  Being,  the  Author  of  existence,  how 
should  I  meet  the  reproaches  of  those  who  stand 
to  me  in  the  dear  relation  of  children,  whom  I 
deserted  in  the  smiling  innocency  of  helpless  in- 
fancy ?  O,  thou  great  unknown  Power !  Thou 
almighty  God !  who  hast  lighted  up  reason  in 
my  breast,  and  blessed  me  with  immortality !  I 
liave  frequently  wandered  from  that  order  and 
regularity  necessary  for  the  perfection  of  thy 
works,  yet  thou  hast  never  left  me  nor  forsaken 

Since  I  wrote  the  foregoing  sheet,  I  have  seen 
something  of  the  storm  of  mischief  tliickening 
over  my  folly-devoted  head.  Should  you,  my 
friends,  my  benefactors,  be  successful  in  your 
applications  for  me,  perhaps  it  may  not  be  in  my 
power,  in  that  way,  to  reap  the  fruit  of  your 
friendly  efforts.  What  I  have  written  in  the 
preceding  pages  is  the  settled  tenor  of  my  pre- 
sent  resolution ;  but  should  inimical  circumstan- 
ces forbid  me  closing  with  your  kind  offer,  or 
-enjoying  it  only  threaten  to  entail  faither  mi- 
sery— *♦♦*♦♦* 
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To  tell  the  truth,  I  have  little  reasbn  for  this 
last  complaint ;  as  the  world,  in  general,  has  been 
kind  to  me  fully  up  to  my  deserts.     I  was,  for 
some  time  past,  fast  getting  into  the  pining,  dis- 
trustful, snarl  of  the  misanthrope.   I  saw  myself 
alone,  unfit  for  the  struggle  of  life,  shrinking  at 
every'  rising  cloud  in  the  chance-directed  atmos- 
phere of  fortune,  while,  all  def^iceless,  I  looked 
about  in  vain  for  a  cover.     It  never  occurred  to 
me,  at  least,  never  with  the  force  it  deserved,  that 
this  world  is  a  busy  scene,  and  man  a  creature 
destined  for  a  progressive  struggle;  and  that, 
however  I  might  possess  a  warm  heart  and  in- 
offensive manners,  (which  last,  by  the  bye,  was 
rather  more  than  I  could  well  boast ;)  still,  more 
than  these  passive  qualities,  there  was  something 
to  be  done.    When  all  my  school-fellows  and 
youthful  compeers  (those  misguided  few  except? 
ed,  who  joined,  to  use  a  Gentoo  phrase,  the 
hallachores  of  the  human  race)  were  striking  off 
with  eager  hope  and  earnest  intent,  in  some  one 
or  other  of  the  many  paths  of  busy  life,  I  wa« 
^«  standing  idle  in  the  market  place,"  or  only  left 
the  chace  of  the  butterfly  from  flower  to  flower, 
to  hunt  fancy  from  whim  to  whim. 

«      «      4^      «      »      «      « 

You  see,  Sir,  that  if  to  know  one's  errors  were 
a  probability  of  mending  them,  I  stand  a  fair 
chance ;  but,  according  to  the  reverend  West- 
minster divines,   though  conviction  must  pre- 
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cede  conversion,  it  is  very  far  from  always  im- 
jdyingit.* 


No.  9. 

To  Mks.  dun  lop,  of  Dunlop. 
Madam,  Ayrshire,  1786. 

1  AM  truly  sorry  1  was  not  at  home 
yesterday,  when  I  was  so  much  honoured  with 
your  order  for  my  copies,  and  incomparably  more 
by  the  handsome  compliments  you  are  pleased 
to  pay  my  poetic  abilities.  I  am  fully  persua- 
ded that  there  is  not  any  class  of  mankind  so 
feelingly  alive  to  the  titillations  of  applause  as 
the  sons  of  Parnassus ;  nor  is  it  easy  to  conceive 
how  the  heart  of  a  poor  bard  dances  with  rap- 
ture, when  those,  whose  character  in  life  gives 
them  a  right  to  be  polite  judges,  honour  liim 
with  their  approbation.  Had  you  been  thorough- 
ly acquainted  with  me,  Madam,  you  could  not 
have  touched  my  darling  heart-chord  more 
sweetly  than  by  noticing  my  attempts  to  cele- 
brate your  .illustrious  ancestor,  the  Saviour  oj 
his  CoitnUfy. 


*  This  letter  was  evidently  written  under  the  distress  of 
mind  occasioned  by  our  Poet's  separation  from  Mrs  Bums. 
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**  Greats  patriot  hero !  fll-requited  chief  !^ 

The  first  book  I  met  with  in  my  early  years, 
which  1  perused  with  pleasure,  was,  The  Life  of 
Hannibal;  the  next  was.  The  History  of  Sir 
William  Wallace :  for  several  of  my  earlier  years 
I  had  few  other  authors ;  and  many  a  solitary 
hour  have  1  stole  out,  after  the  laborious  voca* 
tions  of  the  day,  to  shed  a  tear  over  their  glori- 
ous, but  unfortunate,  stories.  In  those  boyish 
days  I  remember,  in  particular,  being  struck 
mth  that  part  of  Wallace's  story  where  these 
lines  occur — 

*'  Syne  to  the  Leglen-wood,  when  it  was  late, 
''  To  make  a  silent  and  a  safe  retreat" 

I  chose  a  fine  summer  Sunday,  the  only  day 
my  line  of  life  allowed,  and  walked  half  a  dozen 
of  miles  to  pay  my  respects  to  the  Leglen-wood, 
with  as  much  devout  enthusiasm  as  ever  pilgrim 
did  to  I^oretto;  and,  as  I  explored  every  den 
and  dell  where  I  could  suppose  my  heroic  coun- 
tryman to  have  lodged,  I  recoDect  (for  even 
then  I  was  a  rhymer)  that  my  heart  glowed 
with  a  wish  to  be  able  to  make  a  song  on  him 
ill  some  measure  equal  to  his  merits. 
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No.  10. 

To  Mes.  STEWART,  of  Staik. 

Madam,  1786* 

1  HE  hurry  of  my  preparations  for  going 
abroad  has  hindered  me  from  performing  my 
promise  so  soon  as  1  intended.  I  have  here  sent 
you  a  parcel  of  songs,  &c.  which  never  made 
their  appearance^  except  to  a  friend  or  two  at 
most.  Perhaps  some  of  them  may  be  no  great 
entert^ment  to  you,  but  of  that  I  am  far  from 
being  an  adequate  judge.  The  song,  to  the  tune 
of  Etrick  banks,  you  will  easily  see  the  impro- 
priety of  exposing  much,  even  in  manuscript. 
I  think,  myself,  it  has  some  merit ;  both  as  a 
toferable  description  of  one  of  nature's  sweetest 
scenes^  a  July  evening;  and  one  of  the  finest 
pieces  of  nature's  workmanship,  the  finest  indeed 
we  know  any  thing  of,  an  amiable,  beautiful 
young. woman;  but  I  have  no  common  friend 
to  procure  me  that  permission,  without  which  I 
would  not  dare  to  spread  the  copy. 

I  am  quite  aware.  Madam,  what  task  the 
world  would  assign  me  in  this  letter.  The  ob- 
scure bard,  when  any  of  the  great  condescend 
to  take  notice  of  him,  should  heap  the  altar 
with  the  incense  of  flattery.    Their  high  ances- 
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try,  their  own  great  and  godlike  qualities  and 
actions^  should  be  recounted  with  the  most  ex- 
aggerated  description.  This,  madam,  is  a  task 
for  which  I  am  altogether  unfit.  Besides  a  cer- 
tain disqualifying  pride  of  heart,  I  know  nothing 
of  your  connexions  in  life,  and  have  no  access  to 
where  your  real  character  is  to  be  found — ^tlie 
company  of  your  compeers :  and  more,  I  am 
afraid  that  even  the  most  refined  adulation  is  by 
no  means  the  road  to  your  good  opinion. 

One  feature  of  your  character  I  shall  ever 
with  grateful  pleasure  remember ;  the  reception 
I  got  when  I  had  the  honour  of  waiting  on  you 
at  Stair.  I  am  little  acquainted  with  politeness, 
but  I  know  a  good  deal  of  benevolence  of  tem- 
per, and  goodness  of  heart.  Surely  did  those  in 
exalted  stations  know  how  happy  they  could 
make  some  classes  of  their  inferiors  by  conde- 
scension and  affability,  they  would  never  stand 
so  high,  measuring  out  with  every  look  the 
height  of  their  elevation,  but  condescend  as 
sweetly  as  did  Mrs.  Stewart  of  Stair.* 


•  The  Song  inclosed  is   "  The  Lass  of  Ballodimylc." — 
See  Poems,  p.  529. 
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No.  11. 

Dr.  BLACKLOCK 

To  the  REV.  G.  LAWRIE. 
Reverend  and  Dear  Sir, 

1  OUGHT  to  have  acknowledged  your 
iavour  long  ago,  not  only  as  a  testimony  of 
your  kind  remembrance,  but  as  it  gave  me  an 
opportunity  of  sharing  one  of  the  finest,  and, 
perhaps,  one  of  the  most  genuine  entertain- 
ments,  of  which  the  human  mind  is  susceptible. 
A  number  of  avocations  retarded  my  progress  in 
reading  the  Poems;  at  last,  however,  I  have 
finished  that  pleasing  perusal.  Many  instances 
have  I  seen  of  nature's  force  and  beneficence,' 
exerted  under  numerous  and  formidable  disad- 
vantages ;  but  none  equal  to  that  with  which 
you  have  been  kind  enough  to  present  me. — 
There  is  a  pathos  and  delicacy  in  his  serious 
Poems ;  a  vein  of  wit  and  humour  in  those  of  a 
more  festive  turn,  wTiich  cannot  be  too  much 
admired,  nor  too  warmly  approved ;  and  I  think 
I  shall  never  open  the  book  without  feeling  my 
astonishment  renewed  and  increased.  It  wai» 
my  wish  to  have  expressed  my  approbation  in 
verse;    but  whether  from   declining  life  ar  a 
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temporary  depression  of  spirits,  it  is  at  present 
out  of  my  power  to  accomplish  that  agreeable 
intentipn. 

Mr.  Stewart,  professor  of  morals  in  this  uni* 
versity,  had  formerly  read  me  three  of  the 
Poems,  and  1  had  desired  him  to  get  my  name 
inserted  among  the  subscribers ;  but  whether 
this  was  done  or  not  I  never  could  learn.  I 
have  little  intercourse  with  Dr.  Blair,  but  will 
take  care  to  have  the  Poems  communicated  to 
him  by  the  intervention  of  some  mutual  friend; 
It  has  been  told  me  by  a  gentleman,  to  wh<HB  I 
shewed  the  performances,  and  who  sought  i^ 
copy  with  diligence  and  ardour,  that  the  whole 
impression  is  already  exhausted.  It  were  there- 
fore much  to  be  wished,  for  the  sake  of  the 
young  man,  that  a  second  edition,  more  numer- 
ous tlian  the  former,  could  immediately  be  print- 
ed;  as  it  appears  certain  that  its  intrinsic  merits 
and  the  exertion  of  the  author's  friends,  might 
give  it  a  more  universal  circulation  than  any 
thing  of  the  kind,  which  has  been  published 
within  my  memory.* 


•  The  reader  will  perceive  that  this  is  the  letter,  which 
produced  the  determination  of  our  bard  to  give  up  his  sdieme 
of  going  to  the  West-Indies,  aud  to  try  the  fate  of  a  new  edi«« 
tion  of  his  Poems  in  Edinburgh.  A  copy  of  this  letter  wat- 
tent  by  Mr.  Lawrie  to  Mr.  G.  Hamilton,  and  by  him  oommuni- 
oated  to  Bunii,  among  whose  (lapers  it  was  found. 
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No.  12. 
FROM  SIR  JOHN  VVHITEFOORD. 

Edinburgh,  Uh.  December^  1786. 
Sir, 

I  RECEIVED  your  letter  a  few  days 
ago.    1  do  not  pretend  to  much  interest,  but 
what  I  have  I  shall  be  ready  to  exert  in  procur- 
ing the  attainment  of  any  object  you  have  in 
view.     Your  character  as  a  man,  (forgive  my 
reversing  your  order)  as  well  as  a  Poet,  entitle 
you,  I  think,  to  the  assistance  of  every  inhabit- 
ant of  Ayrshire.      I  have  been  told  you  wished 
to  be  made  a  ganger ;  I  submit  it  to  your  consi*- 
deration,  whether  it  would  not  be  more  desira- 
ble, if  a  sum  could  be  raised  by  subscription 
for  a  second  edition  of  your  Poems,  to  lay  it  out 
in  the  stocking  of  a  small  farm.   I  am  persuaded 
it  would  be  a  line  of  life  much  more  agreeable 
to  your  feelings,  and  in  the  end  more  satisfactory. 
When  you  have  considered  this,  let  me  know, 
and  whatever  you  determine  upon,  I  will  endea- 
vour to  promote  as  far  as  my  abilities  will  permit. 
With  compliments  to  my  friend,  the  doctor, 
1  am,  your  friend  and  well  wisher, 

JOHN  WIIITEFOORD. 
P.  S.  I  shall  take  it  as  a  favour  when  you  at 
any  time  send  me  a  new  production. 
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No.  13. 

From ' 

22rf.  December,  1786. 
jDeah  Sir, 

1  LAST  week  received  a  letter  from  Dr. 
Blacklock,  in  which  he  expresses  a  desire  of  see- 
ing you.  I  write  this  to  you,  that  you  may 
lose  no  time  in  waiting  upon  him,  should  you 
not  yet  have  seen  him. 

1  rejoice  to  hear,  from  all  corners,  of  your 
rising  fame,  and  I  wish  and  expect  it  may  tower 
still  higher  by  the  new  publication.  But,  as  a- 
friend,  I  warn  you  to  prepare  to  meet  with  your 
share  of  detraction  and  envy — a  train,  that  always 
accompany  great  men.  For  your  comfort  I  am 
in  great  hopes  that  the  number  of  your  friends 
and  admirers  will  increase,  and  that  you  have 
some  chance  of  ministerial,  or  even  *  *  •  •  pa- 
tronage. Now,  my  friend,  such  rapid  success  is 
very  uncommon,  and  do  you  think  yourself  in 
no  danger  of  suffering  by  applause  and  a  full 
purse  ?  Remember  Solomon's  advice,  which  he 
spoke  from  experience,  "  stronger  is  he  that  con- 
quers,'* &c.  Keep  fast  hold  of  your  rural  sim- 
plicity and  purity,  like  Telemachus,  by  Mentar^s 
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aid  in  Calypso's  isle,  or  even  in  that  of  Cyprus. 
1  hope  you  have  also  Minerva  with  you.  I 
need  not  tell  you  how  much  a  modest  diffidence 
and  invincible  temperance  adorn  the  most  shin- 
ing talents,  and  elevate  the  rnind^  and  exalt  and 
refine  the  imagination  even  of  a  Poet. 

I  hope  you  will  not  imagine  I  speak  from 
suspicion  or  evil  report.  I  assure  you  I  speak 
from  love  and  good  report,  and  good  opinion, 
and  a  strong  desire  to  see  you  shine  as  much  in 
the  sunshine  as  you  have  done  in  the  shade; 
and  in  the  practice  as  you  do  in  the  theory  of 
virtue.  This  is  my  prayer  in  return  for  your 
elegant  composition  in  verse.  All  here  join  in 
compliments  and  good  wishes  for  your  further 
prosperity. 


No-  14. 
To  Mr.  CHALMERS. 

Edinbtirgh,  27th.  December,  178(). 
My  Dear  Friend, 

I  CONFESS  I  have  sinned  the  sin  for 
which  there  is  hardly  any  forgiveness,  ingratitude 
to  friendship,  in  not  writing  you  sooner ;  but  of 
all  men  living  I  had  intended  to  send  you  an 
entertaining   letter,  and  by  all  the  plodding. 
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stupid,  powers,  that  in  nodding,  conceited^ 
majesty  preside  over  the  dull  routine  of  business 
— a  heavily-solemn  oath  this !  I  am,  and  have 
been,  ever  since  I  came  to  Edinburgh,  as  unfit 
to  write  a  letter  of  humour  as  to  write  a  com- 
mentary  on  the  Revelaiions. 

To  make  you  some  amends  for  what,  before 
you  reach  this  paragraph,  you  will  have  suffered, 
I  inclose  you  two  poems  I  have  carded  and  spun 
since  I  past  Glenbuck.  One  blank  in  the  ad- 
dress to  Edinburgh,  "  Fair  B "*  is  the  hea- 
venly Miss  Burnet,  daughter  to  Liord  Monbod- 
do,  at  whose  house  I  have  had  the  honour  to  be 
more  than  once.  There  has  not  been  any  thing 
nearly  like  her,  in  all  the  combination  of  beauty, 
grace,  and  goodness,  the  great  Creator  has  form- 
ed, since  Milton's  Eve  on  the  first  day  of  her 
existence. 

1  have  sent  you  a  parcel  of  subscription-bills, 
and  have  written  to  Mr.  BaUentine  and  Mn 
Aiken  to  call  on  you  for  some  of  them,  if  they 
want  them.  My  direction  is,  care  of  Andrew 
Bruce,  merchant,  Bridge-street. 
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No.   15. 
To  THE  EARL  OF  EGLINTON. 

Edinburgh,  Januat^y  1787. 
My  Lord, 

As  I  have  but  slender  pretentions  to 
philosophy,  I  cannot  rise  to  the  exalted  ides  of 
ft  citizen  of  the  world ;  but  have  all  those  na- 
tional prejudices,  which  I  believe  glow  peculiar- 
ly strong  in  the  breast  of  a  Scotchman.  There 
is  scarcely  any  thing,  to  which  1  am  so  feelingly 
alive  as  the  honour  and  welfare  of  my  country ; 
and,  as  a  Poet,  I  have  no  higher  enjoyment  than 
nn^g  her  sons  and  daughters.  Fate  had  cast 
my  station  in  the  veriest  shades  of  life;  but 
never  did  a  heart  pant  more  ardently,  that  mine, 
to  be  distinguished:  though,  till  very  lately,  1 
looked  in  vain  on  every  side  for  a  ray  of  light. 
Jt  is  easy  th«i  to  guess  how  much  I  was  grati- 
fied* with  the  countenance  and  approbation  of 
one  of  my  country's  most  illustrious  sons,  when 
Mr.  Wauchope  called  on  me  yesterday  on  the 
port  of  your  lordship.  Your  munificence,  my 
lord,  certainly  deserves  my  very  grateful  ac- 
knowledgments;  but  your  patronage  is  a 
bounty  peculiarly  suited  to  my  feelings.  I  am 
not  master  enough  of  the  etiquette  of  life  to 
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know,  whether  there  be  not  some  impropriety 
in  troubling  your  lordship  witii  my  tlianks,  but 
my  heart  whispered  me  to  do  it.  From  the 
emotions  of  my  inmost  soul  1  do  it.  Selfish  in- 
gratitude I  hope  I  am  incapable  of;  and  mer- 
cenary servility,  I  trust,  I  shall  ever  have  as 
much  honest  pride  as  to  detest 


No,  16 
To  Mrs.  DUN  LOP. 

Edinburgh  15th.  January,  1787- 


Madam, 


Y  OURS  of  the  9th  current,  which  I  am 
this  moment  honoured  with,  is  a  deep  reproach 
to  me  for  ungrateful  neglect.  I  will  tell  you 
the  real  truth,  for  I  am  miserably  aukward  at  a 
fib — ^I  ^Wshed  to  have  written  to  Dr.  Moore  be- 
fore I  wrote  to  you:  but,  though  every  day 
since  I  received  yours  of  Dec.  80th.  the  idea, 
the  wish,  to  write  to  him  has  constantly  pressed 
on  my  thoughts,  yet  I  could  not  for  my  soul  set 
about  it.  I  know  his  fame  and  character,  and  I 
am  one  ,of  "the  sons  of  little  men."  To  write  him 
a  mere  matter^f-fact  affair,  like  a  merchant's 
order,  would  be  disgracing  the  little  character  1 
have ;  and  to  write  the  author  of  The  View  o/* 
Society  ami  Manners,  a  letter  of  sentiment — 1 
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declare  every  artery  runs  cold  at  the  thought. 
I  shall  try,  however,  to  write  to  him  to-morrow 
or  next  day.  His  kind  interposition  iii  my  be- 
half I  liave  already  experienced,  as  a  gentleman 
waited  on  roe  the  other  day,  on  the  part  of  Lord 
EgUnton,  with  ten  guineas,  by  way  of  sub- 
scription for  two  copies  of  my  next  edition. 

The  word  you  object  to  in  the  mention  I 
have  made  of  my  glorious  countryman  and  your 
immortal  ancestor,  is  indeed  borrowed  from 
Thomson ;  but  it  does  not  strike  me  as  an  im- 
proper epithet.  I  distrusted  my  own  judgment 
on  your  finding  fault  with  it,  and  appUed  for 
the  opinion  of  some  of  the  literati  here,  who 
honour  me  with  their  critical  strictures,  and  they 
all  allow  it  to  be  proper,  'f he  song  you  ask  I 
cannot  recollect,  and  I  have  not  a  copy  of  it. 
I  have  not  composed  any  thing  on  the  great 
Wallace,  except  what  you  have  seen  in  print ; 
and  the  inclosed,  which  I  will  print  in  this  edi- 
tion.* You  will  see  I  have  mentioned  some 
others  of  the  name.  When  I  composed  my 
Virion,  long  ago,  I  had  attempted  a  description 
of  Koyle ;  of  which  the  additional  stanzas  are  a 
part,  as  it  originally  stood.  My  heart  glows 
with  a  wish  to  be  able  to  do  justice  to  the  merits 
of  the  Saviour  of  his  Country,  which  sooner  or 
later  I  shall  at  least  attempt. 

*  Stanzas  in  The  Vision,  beginning  "  By  stately  tower  or 
S«]ace  fair/'  and  ending  with  the  font  Duan.  ^«c  Poems,  p,  91. 

No.  2.  G 
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You  are  afraid  1  shall  grow  intoxicated  witli 
my  prosperity  as  a  Poet :  alas,  madam,  1  know 
myself  and  the  world  too  well.  I  do  not  mean 
any  airs  of  aflPected  modesty ;  I  am  willing  to 
believe  that  my  abilities  deserved  some  notice ; 
but  in  a  most  enlightened,  informed  age  and 
nation,  when  poetry  is  and  has  been  the  study 
of  men  of  the  first  natural  genius,  aided  with  all 
the  powers  of  polite  learning,  polite  books,  and 
polite  company — to  be  dragged  forth  to  the  full 
glare  of  learned  and  polite  observation,  with  all 
my  imperfections  of  aukward  rusticity,  and 
crude  unpolished  ideas  on  my  head — 1  assure 
you,  madam,  I  do  not  dissemble  when  I  tell 
you,  I  tremble  for  the  consequences.  The  no- 
velty of  a  Poet  in  my  obscure  situation,  without 
any  of  those  advantages  which  are  reckoned 
necessary  for  that  character,  at  least  at  this  time 
of  day,  has  raised  a  partial  tide  of  public  notice, 
which  has  borne  me  to  a  height,  where  I  am 
absolutely,  feelingly  certain,  my  abilities  are  in- 
adequate to  support  me ;  and  too  surely  do  1 
see  that  time  when  the  same  tide  will  leave  me^ 
and  recede  perhaps  as  far  below  the  mark  of 
truth. 

Your  patronising  me  and  interesting  yourself 
in  my  fame  and  character  as  a  Poet,  I  rejoice  in ; 
it  exalts  me  in  my  own  idea ;  and  whetlier  you 
cat!  or  cannot  aid  me  in  my  subscription  is  a 
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trifle.  Has  a  paltry  subscription-bill  any  channd 
to  the  heart  of  a  haxd,  compared  with  the  pa- 
tronage of  the  descendant  of  the  immortal  Wal^ 
law? 


No.  17. 
To  Dr.  MOORE. 
SiK,  1787. 

Mrs.  DUNLOP  has  been  so  kind  as 
to  send  me  extracts  of  letters  she  has  bad  from 
you,  where  you  do  the  rustic  feard  the  honour  of 
noticing  him  and  his  works*  Those  who  have 
felt  the  anxieties  and  solicitudes  of  authorship  can 
only  know  what  pleasure  it  gives  to  be  noticed 
in  such  a  manner,  by  judges  of  tiie  first  character. 
Your  criticisms,  sir,  I  receive  with  reverence; 
only  I  am  sorry  they  mostly  came  too  late:  a 
peccant  passage  or  two  that  I  would  certauily 
have  altered  were  gone  to  the  press. 

The  hope  to  be  admired  for  ages  is,  in  by  far 
the  greatest  part  of  those  even  wlio  are  authors 
of  repute,  an  unsubstantial  dream.  For  my 
part,  my  first  ambition  was,  and  still  my  strong- 
est wish  is,  to  please  my  compeers,  the  rustic 
inmates  of  the  hamlet,  while  ever-changing  lan- 
guage and  manners  shall  allow  me  to  be  relislied 
and  understood.  I  am  very  willing  to  admit 
G  2 
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that  I  have  some  poetical  abilities ;  and  as  few 
if  any  writers,  either  moral  or  poetical,  are  in- 
timately acquainted  with  the  classes  of  mankind 
among  whom  1  have  chiefly  mingled,  I  may 
have  seen  men  and  manners  in  a  different  phasis 
from  what  is  common,  which  may  assist  origin- 
ality of  thought.  Still  I  know  very  well  the 
novelty  of  my  character  has  by  far  the  greatest 
share  in  the  learned  and  polite  notice  I  have 
lat^y  had :  and  in  a  language  where  Pope  and 
Churchill  have  raised  the  laugh,  and  Slienstone 
and  Gray  drawn  tlie  tear ;  where  Thomson  and 
Beattie  have  painted  the  landscape,  and  Lyttle- 
ton  and  Collins  described  the  heart,  1  am  not 
vain  enough  to  hope  for  distinguished  poetic 
fame. 

No.  18. 
FROM   Dr.   MOORE. 

Clifford-street,  Jarmary  23(/.  1787. 

SiK, 

1  HAVE  just  received  your  letter,  by 
which  1  find  I  have  reason  to  complain  of  my 
friend  Mrs.  Dunlop,  for  transmitting  to  you  ex- 
tracts from  my  letters  to  her,  by  much  too  freely 
and  too  carelessly  written  for  your  perusal.  I 
must  forgive  her,  however,  in  consideration  of 
her  good  intention,  as  you  will  forgive  me,  I 
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bope,  for  the  freedom  I  use  with  certain  expres- . 
jsions,  in  consideration  of  my  admiration  of  the 
poems  in  general.  If  I  may  judge  of  the  author'* 
disposition  from  his  works,  with  all  the  other 
good  qualities  of  a  poet,  he  has  not  the  irritable 
temper  ascribed  to  that  race  of  men  by  oile  of 
their  own  number,  whom  you  have  the  happi- 
ness  to  resemble  in  ease  and  curious  felicity  of 
expression.     Indeed  the  poetical  beauties,  how- 
ever original  and  brilliant,  and  lavishly  scattered, 
are  not  all  I  admire  in  your  works ;   the  love  of 
your  native  country,  that  feeling  sensibility  to 
all  the  objects  of  humanity,  and  the  independent 
spirit  which  breathes  through  the  whole,  give 
me  a  most  favourable  impression  of  the  Poet, 
and  have  made  me  often  regret  that  I  did  not 
see  the  poems,  the  certain  effect  of  which  would 
have  been  my  seeing  the  author,  last  summer, 
when  I  was  longer  in  Scotland  than  I  have  been 
for  many  years. 

I  rejoice  very  sincerely  at  the  encouragement 
you  receive  at  Edinburgh,  and  I  think  you  pe- 
euliarly  fortunate  in  the  patronage  of  Dr.  Blair, 
who  I  am  informed  interests  himself  very  much 
for  you.  I  beg  to  be  remembered  to  him ;  no- 
body can  have  a  warmer  regard  for  that  gentle- 
man than  1  have,  which,  independent  of  the 
worth  of  his  character,  would  be  kept  alive  by 
the  memory  of  our  common  friend,  the  late  Mr» 
George  B e. 
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Before  I  received  your  letter,  I  sent  inclosed 

in  a  letter  to a  sonnet  by  Miss  Williams, 

a  young  poetical  lady  which  she  wrot6  on  read- 
ing your  Mountain  Daisy ;  perhaps  it  may  not 
displease  you»* 

1  have  been  trying  to  add  to  the  ntraiber  of 
your  subscribers,  but  find  many  of  my  acquaints 
ance  are  ahready  among  them.  1  have  only  to 
add,  that  with  every  sentiment  of  esteem,  and 
the  most  cordial  good  wishes, 
I  am. 

Your  obedient  humble  servant, 

J.  MOORE. 


*  The  sonnet  is  as  fellows : 

While  soon  ^  the  garden's  flaunting  fiowenT  decays 

And  scatter'd  on  the  earth  neglected  lie^ 
The  "  Mountain  Daisy,' ^  cherished  by  the  ray 

A  Poet  threw  from  heaven,  diall  never  die. 
Ah,  like  that  lonely  flower  the  Poet  rose  f 

'Mid  penury's  bare  soil  and  bittter  gale  ; 
tie  felt  each  storm  that  on  the  mountain  blows. 

Nor  ever  knew  the  shelter  of  the  vale. 
By  genius  in  her  native  vigour  nurst. 

On  nature  with  impassioned  lock  he  gazed  ; 
Then  through  the  cloud  of  adverse  fortune  burst. 

Indignant,  and  in  light  unborrow'd  blazed. 
Sootiai  from  rude  affliction  shield  thy  bard. 
His  heaven-taught  numbers  Fame  herself  will  guari. 
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No-  19. 
To    Dr.    MOORR 

Edinburgh,  loth.  February^  1787- 
Revkbend  Sir, 

Jl  ARDON  my  seeming  neglect  in  delay- 
ing  so  long  to  acknowledge  the  honour  you  have 
done  me,  in  your  kind  notice  of  me,  January 
2Sd.  Not  many  months  ago  I  knew  no  other 
employment  than  following  the  plough,  nor 
could  boast  any  thing  higher  than  a  distant  ac- 
quaintance with  a  country  clergyman.  Mere 
greatness  never  embarrasses  me;  I  have  nothing 
to  ask  from  the  great,  and  I  do  not  few  their 
judgment;  but  genius,  polished  by  learning, 
and  at  its  proper  point  of  elevation  in  the  eye 
of  the  world,  this  of  late  1  frequently  meet  with, 
and  tremble  at  its  approach*  I  scorn  the  affec- 
tation of  seeming  modesty  to  cover  self-conceit 
That  I  have  some  merit  I  do  not  deny ;  but  I 
see  with  frequent  wringings  of  heart,  that  the 
novelty  of  my  character,  and  the  honest  national 
prejudice  of  my  countrymen,  have  borne  me  to 
a  fadght  altogether  untenable  to  my  abilities. 

For  the  honour  Miss  W.  has  done  me,  please, 
sr,  retiMn  her  in  my  name  my  most  grateful 
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thanks*  I  have  more  than  once  thought  of  pay- 
mg  her  in  kind,  but  have  hitherto  quitted  the 
idea  in  hopeless  despondency.  I  had  never  be- 
fore heard  of  her ;  but  the  other  day  I  got  her 
poems,  which  for  several  reasons,  some  belong- 
ing to  the  head,  and  others  the  oiTspring  of  the 
heart,  give  me  a  great  deal  of  pleasure.  1  have 
little  pretensions  to  critic  lore ;  there  are  1  think 
two  characteristic  features  in  her  poetry — the 
unfettered  wild  flight  of  native  genius,  and  the 
querulous,  sombre  tenderness  of  "  time  settled 
sorrow," 

I  only  know  what  pleases  me,  often  without 
being  able  to  tell  why. 


No.  20. 
FROM    Dr.    MOORE. 

Cliford^street,  28th.  Fcbniartj,  1787. 
Deah  Sia^ 

Your  letter  of  the  15th.  gave  me  a 
great  deal  of  pleasure.  It  is  not  surprising  that 
you  improve  in  ccwrectness  and  taste,  consider- 
ing where  you  have  been  for  some  time  pa$t.~- 
And  I  dare  swear  there  is  no  danger  of  your  ad- 
mitting any  polish  wliich  might  w^eaken  the 
Tigour  of  your  native  poweis. 
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i  am  glad  tx)  perceive  that  you  disdain  the 
nauseous  affectation  of  decrying  your  own  merit 
as  a  Poet,  an  affectation  which  is  displayed  with 
ni09t  ostentation  by  those  who  have  the  greatest 
share  of  self-conceit,  and  which  only  adds  unde- 
ceiving falsehood  to  disgusting  vanity.  For  you 
to  deny  the  merit  of  your  poems  would  be  ar- 
raigning the  fixed  opinion  en  of  the  public. 

As  the  new  edition  of  my  Vieiv  of  Society  is  not 
yet  ready,  I  have  sent  you  the  former  edition, 
which  1  beg  you  will  accept  as  a  small  mark  of 
my  esteem.  It  is  sent  by  sea  to  the  care  of  Mr. 
Creech,  and  along  with  these  four  volumes  for 
yourself.  1  liave  also  sent  my  Medical  Sketches 
in  one  volume,  for  my  friend  JMrs.  Dunlop,  of 
Dunlop:  this  you  will  be  so  obliging  as  to 
transmit,  or  if  you  chance  to  pass  soon  by  Dun- 
lop, to  give  to  her. 

1  am  happy  to  hear  that  your  subscription  is 
«o  ample,  and  shall  rejoice  at  every  piece  of  good 
fortune  that  befalls  you.  For  you  are  a  very 
great  favourite  in  my  family ;  and  this  is  a  liigh- 
er  compliment  than  perhaps  you  are  aware  of 
It  includes  almost  all  the  professions,  and  of 
course  is  a  proof  that  your  writings  are  adapted 
to  various  tastes  and  situations.  i>Iy  youngest 
son,  who  is  at  Winchester  school,  writes  to  me, 
that  he  is  translating  some  stanzas  of  your  Hal- 
low E'en  into  Latin  verse,  for  the  benefit  of  his 
comrades.     This  union  of  taste  partly  proceeds^ 
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tio  doubt,  from  the  cement  of  Scottish  partiality^ 
with  which  they  are  all  somewhat  tinctured. 
Even  your  translator^  who  left  Scotland  too 
early  in  life  for  recollection,  is  not  without  it 

I  remain,  with  great  sincerity, 
Your  obedient  servant, 
J.  MOOKS: 


No.  21. 
To  THE  EARL  OF  GLrENCAIRN. 

My  Lokd,  Edinburgh,  1787. 

I  WANTED  to  purchase  a  profile  of 
your  Lordship,  which  I  was  told  was  to  be  got 
in  town;  but  I  am  truly  sorry  to  see  that  a 
blundering  painter  has  spoiled  a  <^  human  face 
divine.''  The  enclosed  stanzas  I  intended  to 
have  written  below  a  picture  or  profile  of  your 
Lordship,  could  I  have  been  so  happy  as  to  pro- 
cure one  with  any  thing  of  a  likeness. 

As  I  will  soon  return  to  my  shades,  I  wanted 
to  have  something  like  a  material  object  for  my 
gratitude ;  I  wanted  to  have  it  in  my  power  to 
say  to  a  friend,  there  is  my  noble  patron,  my 
generous  benefactor.  Allow  me,  my  Lord,  to 
publish  these  verses.  I  conjure  your  Lordship 
ty  the  honest  throe  of  gratitude,  by  the  gener* 
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Qus  wish  of  benevolence,  by  all  the  powers  and 
feelings  which  compose  the  magnanimous  mind, 
do  not  deny  me  this  petition.*  I  owe  much  to 
your  Lordship ;  and  what  has  not  in  some  other 
instances  always  been  the  case  with  me^  tlie 
weight  of  the  obligation  is  a  pleasing  load.  I 
trust  I  have  a  heart  as  independent  as  your 
Lordship'^,  than  which  I  can  say  nothing  more; 
and  I  would  not  be  beholden  to  favours  that 
would  crucify  my  feelings.  Your  dignified 
character  in  life,  and  manner  of  supporting  that 
character,  are  pattering  to  my  pride;  and  I 
would  be  jealous  of  the  purity  of  my  grateful 
attachment,  where  I  was  under  the  patronage  of 
one  of  the  much  favoured  sons  of  fortune. 

Almost  every  Poet  has  celebrated 'his  patrons, 
particularly  when  they  were  names  dear  to  fame, 
and  illustrious  in  their  country ;  allow  me  then, 
my  Lord,  if  you  think  the  verses  have  intrinsic 
merit,  to  tell  the  world  how  much  I  have  the 
bonour  to  be. 

Your  Lordship*s  highly  indebted. 

And  ever  grateful,  humble  servant* 


*  It  does  not  appear  tliat  the  Earl  granted  xbi»  request^  ncjr 
luve  the  verses  alluded  to  been  found  among  the  manuscript**^ 


II  2 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


(     52     ) 

No.  22- 

To  THE  EARL  or  BUCHAN. 

My  Lokd, 

1  HE  honour  your  Lordship  has  done 
m<?>  l>y  your  notice  and  advice,  in  yours  of  the 
1st.  instant,  I  shall  ever  gratefully  remember. 

"  Pniise  from  thy  lips  'tis  mine  with  joy  to  boast, 
"  They  l^est  can  give  it  who  deserve  it  most." 

Your  liOrdship  touches  the  darling  chord  of 
my  licart,  V/hen  you  advise  me  to  fire  my  muse 
at  Scottish  story  and  Scottish  scenes.  I  wish 
for  nothing  more  than  to  make  a  jlei.surely  pil- 
grimage through  my  native  country ;  to  sit  and 
nuise  on  tliose  once  hard-contended  fields,  where 
Caledonia,  rejoicing,  saw  her  bloody  lion  borne 
thi'ough  broken  ranks  to  victory  and  fame ;  and 
catching  the  inspiration  to  pour  the  deathless 
names  in  song.  But,  my  Lord,  in  the  midst  of 
these  entluisiastic  reveries,  a  long  visaged,  dry, 
moral-looking  phantom  strides  across  my  imagi- 
nation,  and  pronounces  these  emphatic  words, 
/,  idsdovi^  (Itvell  idik  prudence. 

This,  my  Lord,  is  unanswerable.  1  must  re- 
turn to  my  humble  station,  and  woo  my  rustic 
jnuse  in  my  wonted  way  at  the  plough-tail. — 
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Still  my  Lord^  while  the  drops  of  tfe  warm  my 
Iicart,  ^^ratitude  to  that  dear-loved  country  m 
v/hich  i  boast  my  birth,  and  gratitude  to  those 
her  distinguished  sons,  who  have  honoured  me 
so  much  with  their  patronage  and  approbation, 
«!iall,  while  stealing  through  my  humble  sliades, 
ever  distend  my  bosom,  and  at  times  draw  forth 
the  swelling  tear. 


No.  23. 

ZSxt  Property  in  favour  of  Mr.  Eobert  Burnf:^ 

to  erect  and  keep  up  a  Headstone^  in 

memory  of  Poet  Fergusson,  1787. 


Session-house,  within  the  Kirk  ofCanongatey 
the  twenty  second  day  of  February^  one 
tliousand  seven  hundred  eighty  seven  years. 

Sederunt  of  the  Managers  of  the  Kirk  and  Kirk 
Yard  funds  of  Canongate. 

Mr  HICH  day,  the  treasurer  to  the  said 
funds  produced  a  letter  from  IVIr.  Robert  Bums, 
of  date  the  sixth  current,  which  was  read  and 
appointed  to  be  engrossed  in  their  sederunt 
book,  and  of  which  letter  the  tenor  follows. — 
^*  To  the  honourable  baillies  of  Canongate, 
^  Edinburgh.     Gentlemen^  I  am  sorry  tp  be 
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•*  told  that  the  remains  of  Robert  Fergusson,  the 
"  so  justly  celebrated  Poet,  a  man  whose  talents 
"  for  ages  to  come  will  do  honour  to  our  Cale- 
**  doiiian  name,  lie  in  your  church-yard  among 
*•  the  ignoble  dead,  unnoticed  and  unknown. 

"  Some  memoiial  to  direct  the  steps  of  the 
•*  lovers  of  Scottish  song,  when  they  wish  to 
"  shed  a  tear  over  the  ♦*  narrow  house'*  of  the 
•*  bard  who  is  no  more,  is  surely  a  tribute  due 
^  to  Fergusson's  memory  :  a  tribute  I  wish  to 
«  have  the  honour  of  paying. 

"  1  petition  you  then,  gentlemen,  to  permit 
**  me  to  lay  a  simple  stone  over  his  reverend 
"  ashes,  to  remain  an  unalienable  property  to 
«  his  deathless  fame.  I  have  the  honour  to  be> 
•'  gentlemen,  your  very  humble  servant,  (sic 
«*  suhscribitur) 

ROBERT  BURNS.- 

Thereafter  the  said  managers,  in  consideration 
of  the  laudable  and  disinterested  motion  of  Mr. 
Burns,  and  the  picpriety  of  his  request,  did,  and 
hereby  do,  unanimously,  grant-power  and  liber- 
ty to  the  said  Robert  Burns,  to  erect  a  headstone 
at  the  grave  of  the  said  Robert  Fergusson,  and 
to  keep  up  and  preserve  the  same  to  his  memory 
in  all  time  coming.  Extracted  forth  of  the  re- 
cords of  the  managers  by 

WILI4IAM  SPROTT^  Clerk. 
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No,  24- 

To - 

My  Deae  Sir, 

You  may  think,  and  too  justly,  that  t 
am  a  selfish,  ungrateful  fellow,  having  received 
so  many  repeated  instances  of  kindness  from  you» 
and  yet  never  putting  pen  to  paper  to  say,"  thank 
you ;  but  if  you  knew  what  a  devil  of  a  life  my 
conscience  has  led  me  on  that  account,  yomr 
good  heart  would  think  yourself  too  much  a- 
venged.  By  the  bye,  there  is  nothing  in  the 
whole  frame  of  man,  which  seems  to  me  so  im- 
accountable  as  that  thing  called  conscience.  Had 
the  troublesome  yelping  cur  powers  efficient  to 
prevent  a  mischief,  he  might  be  of  use ;  but  at 
the  be^nning  of  the  business,  his  feeble  eflPorts 
are  to  the  workings  of  passion  as  the  infant  frosts 
of  an  autumnal  morning  to  the  unclouded  fer- 
vour of  the  rising  sun :.  and  no  sooner  are  the 
tumultuous  doings  of  the  wicked'  deed  over, 
than,  amidst  the  bitter  native  consequences  of 
fijfly,  in  the  very  vortex  of  our  horrors,  up  starts 
C(»i6ci6nce  and  harrows  us  with  the  feelings  of 

I  have  inclosed  you,    by  way  of  expiation, 
»me  verse  and  prose,  that  if  they  merit  a  pla^e 
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in  your  truly  entertaining  niscellany,  you  cr^ 
welcome  to.  The  prose  extract  is  liicraliy  as 
Mr.  Sprott  sent  it  me. 

TJie  Inscription  on.  the  stone  is  as  fellows : 

HERE  LIES  ROBERT  FERGUSSCIT,  POET. 
Bom  September  5th.  1751— Died  l6tii.  October,  17V.. 

No  sculptured  marble  here,  nor  pompous  lay, 
'*  No  storied  urn,  nor  animated  buat," 

This  simple  stone  directs  pale  Scotia's  way 
To  pour  her  sorrows  o'er  her  Poet's  dust. 

071  the  other  side  oftlie  stone  is  as  follows ; 

"  By  special  grant  of  the  managers  to  Ro- 
"  bert  Bums,  who  erected  this  stone,  this  burial- 
"  place  is  to  remain  for  ever  sacied  to  the  me- 
"  mory  of  Robert  Fergusson." 


No.  25, 

Extract  of  a  Letter  from . 

%th.  March,  1787. 

1  AM  truly  happy  to  know  you  have 
fdund  a  friend  in  *********;  his  patronage  of 
you  does  him  great  honour.  He  is  truly  a  good 
man.  By  far  the  best  1  ever  knew,  or  perhaps 
ever  shall  know  in  this  world.  But  I  must  not 
speak  all  I  think  of  him,  lest  I  should  be  thought 
partial. 
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So  yoii  have  obtained  liberty  from  the  ma- 
gistrates to  erect  a  stone  over  Fergusson's  grave  ? 
I  do  not  doubt  it;  such  things  have  been,  as 
Shakespeare  says,  "  in  the  olden-time.** 

''  The  Feet's  fate  is  here  in  emblem  shewn, 
"  He  ask'd  for  bread,  and  he  received  a  stone." 

It  is  1  believe  upon  poor  Butler's  tomb  that 
this  is  written.  But  how  many  brothers  of 
Parnassus,  as  well  as  poor  Butler  and  poor  Fer- 
gusson,  have  asked  for  bread,  and  been  served 
with  the  same  sauce. 

The  magistrates  gave  you  liberty,  did  they  ? 
Oh,  generous  magistrates !  *•♦'♦♦♦*  cele- 
brated over  the  three  kingdoms  for  his  public 
spirit,  ^ves  a  poor  Poet  liberty  to  raise  a  tomb 
to  a  poor  Poet's  memory  I  most  generous  f  *  * 
♦  •  •  ♦  •  once  upon  a  time  gave  that  same 
Poet  the  mighty  sum  of  eighteen  pence  for  a 
copy  of  his  works.  But  then  it  must  be  consi- 
dered that  the  Poet  was  at  this  time  absolutely 
starving;  and  besought  his  aid  with  all  the  ear- 
nestness of  hunger.  And  over  and  above  he  re- 
ceived a  •••♦•♦••  worth  at  least  one 
third  of  the  value,  in  exchange,  but  which  I 
believe  the  Poet  afterwards  very  ungratefully 
expunged. 

Next  week  I  hope  to  have  the  pleasure  of 

seeing  you  in  Edinburgh^  and,  as  my  stay  will 

be  for  eight  or  ten  days,  1  wish  you  or  •  *  *  *  * 

would  take  a  snug  well  aired  bed-room  for  me^ 
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where  I  may  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you 
over  a  mommg  cup  of  tea.  But  by  all  accounts 
it  will  be  a  matter  of  some  difficulty  to  see  you 
at  all,  unless  your  company  is  bespoke  a  week 
before  hand.  There  is  a  great  rumour  here  con- 
cerning your  great  intimacy  with  the  Dutchess 
of  i  and  other  ladies  of  distinction.    1  am 

reallj^  tpld  that  "  cards  to  invite  fly  by  thousands 
**  each  night  f  and  if  you  had  one,  1  suppose 
there  wpuld  also  be  «  bribes  to  your  old  secre- 
tary." It  seems  you  are  resolved  to  make  hay 
while  the  sun  shines,  and  avoid  if  possible  the 
fate  of  poor  Fergusson,  ♦♦*♦*•*••** 
•  *  Qucerenda  pecunia  primum  est,  virtus  post 
nummos,  is  a  good  maxim  to  thrive  by:  you 
seemed  to  despise  it  while  in  this  country,  but 
probably  some  philosopher  in  Edinburgh  has . 
taught  you  better  sense. 

Pray  are  you  yet  engraving  as  weU  as  print- 
ing?— are  you  yet  seized 

"  With  itch  of  picture  in  the  front, 

"  With  bays  and  wicked  rhyme  upon't" 

But  I  must  give  up  this  trifling  and  attend  t& 
matters  that  more  concern  myself;  so  as  the 
Aberdeen  wit  says,  Adieu  dryly,  we  sal  drink 
phan  we  meet* 

*  llie  writer  is  mistaken  in  supposing  the  magistrates  of 
Edinburgh  had  any  share  in  the  transaction  respecting  the 
monument  erected  for  FergiJsson :  this,  it  is  evident,  passed. 
between  Bums  and  the  Kirk  Session  of  the  CjmoQgato. 
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No.  26. 
fo  Mrs.  DUNLOP. 

Edinburgh,  March  22d.  1787. 
Madam, 

1  READ  your  letter  with  watery  eyes. 
A  little,  veiy  little  while  ago,  I  had  scarce  a 
Jriend  but  the  stubborn  pride  of  my  own  bosom ; 
now  I  am  distinguished,  patronised,  befriended 
by  you.  Your  friendly  advices,  I  will  not  give 
them  the  cold  name  of  criticisms,  I  receive  with 
reverence.  I  have  made  some  small  alterations 
in  what  I  before  had  printed.  I  have  the  advice 
of  some  very  judicious  friends  among  the  literati 
here,  but  with  them  I  sometimes  find  it  neces- 
sary to  claim  the  privilege  of  thinking  for  my- 
self. The  noble  Earl  of  Glencaim,  to  whom  I 
owe  more  than  to  any  man,  does  me  the  honour 
of  giving  me  his  strictures :  his  hints,  with  re- 
spect to  impropriety  or  indelicacy,  I  follow  im- 
plicitly. 

You  kindly  interest  yourself  in  my  future 
views  and  prospects ;  there  I  can  give  you  na 
light.     It  is  all 

*^  Dark  as  was  Chaos  «re  the  infant  sun 
"  Was  roU'd  together,  or  had  try'd  his  beams 
'^  Athwart  the  gloom  profound." 
I  2 
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The  appellation  of  a  Scottish  bard,  is  by  far 
my  highest  pride ;  to  continue  to  deserve  it  isf 
my  most  exalted  ambition.  Scottish  scenes  and 
Scottish  story  are  the  themes  I  could  wish  to 
sing.  I  have  no  dearer  aim  than  to  have  it  in 
my  power,  unplagued  with  the  routine  of  busi- 
ness, for  which  heaven  knows  1  am  unfit  enough, 
to  make  leisurely  pilgrimages  tlirough  Caledo- 
nia ;  to  sit  on  the  fields  of  her  battles ;  to  wan- 
der on  the  romantic  banks  of  her  rivers ;  and  to 
muse  by  the  stately  towers  or  venerable  ruins« 
once  the  honoured  abodes  of  her  heroes. 

But  these  are  all  Utopian  thoughts :  I  have^ 
dallied  long  enough  with  life ;  'tis  time  to  be  in 
earnest.  I  have  a  fond,  an  aged  mother  to  care 
for ;  and  some  other  bosom  ties  perhaps  equally 
tender.  Where  the  individual  only  suflfers  by 
the  consequences  of  his  own  thoughtlessness^ 
indolence,  or  folly,  he  may  be  excusable ;  nay 
shining  abilities,  and  some  of  the  nobler  virtues, 
may  half  sanctify  a  heedless  character ;  but  where 
God  and  nature  have  entrusted  the  welfare  of 
others  to  his  care;  where  the  trust  is  sacred, 
and  the  ties  are  dear,  that  man  must  be  far  gone 
in  selfishness,  or  strangely  lost  to  reflection^ 
whom  tiliese  connexions  will  not  rouse  to  ex- 
ertion. 

1  guess  that  I  shall  clear  between  two  and  three 
hundred  pounds  by  my  authorship ;  with  that 
sum  I  intend,  so  far  as  I  may  be  said  to  have 
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aiiy  intention,  to  return  to  my  old  acquaintance, 
the  plough,  and,  if  I  can  meet  with  a  lease  by 
which  I  can  live,  to  commence  farmer.  1  do 
not  intend  to  give  up  poetry:  being  bred  to 
labour  secures  me  independence,  and  the  muses 
are  my  chief,  sometimes  have  been  my  only, 
enjoyment.  If  my  practice  second  my  resolu- 
tion, I  shall  have  principally  at  heart  the  serious 
business  of  life;  but  while  following  my  plough, 
or  building  up  my  shocks,  I  shall  cast  a  leisure 
glance  to  that  dear,  that  only  feature  of  my 
character,  which  gave  me  the  notice  of  my 
country,  and  the  patronage  of  a  Wallace. 

Thus,  honoured  madam,  I  have  given  you 
the  bard,  his  situation,  and  his  views,  native  as 
they  are  in  his  own  bosom. 


No.  27- 
TO  THE  SAME. 

Edinburgh^  15th.  April,  1787. 


Madam, 


1  HERE  is  an  affectation  of  gratitude 
which  I  dislike.  The  periods  of  Johnson  and 
the  pauses  of  Sterne  may  hide  a  selfish  heart. 
For  my  part,  madam,  1  trust  I  have  too  much 
pride  for  servility,  and  too  little  prudence  for 
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selfishness.  I  have  this  moment  broken  open 
your  letter,  but 

''  Kude  am  I  in  speech, 
**  And  therefore  little  can  I  grace  my  cause 
"  In  speaking  for  myself—" 

so  I  shall  not  trouble  you  with  any  fine  speeches 
and  hunted  figures.  1  shall  just  lay-  my  hand 
on  my  heart,  and  say,  I  hope  I  shall  ever  have 
the  truest,  the  warmest,  sense  of  your  goodness. 

I  come  abroad,  in  print,  for  certain,  on  Wed- 
nesday. Your  orders  I  shall  punctually  attend 
to ;  only  by  the  way,  1  must  tell  you  that  1  was 
paid  before  for  Dr.  Moore's  and  Miss  W.'s 
copies,  through  the  medium  of  Commissioner 
Cochrane  in  this  place,  but  that  we  can  settle 
when  1  have  the  honour  of  waiting  on  you. 

Dr.  Smith*  was  just  gone  to  London  the 
morning  before  I  received  your  letter  to  him. 


No.  28. 
To    De.    MOORE. 

Edinburgh,  23d.  April,  1787. 

I  RECEIVED  the  books,  and  sent  the 
one  you  mentioned  to  IVIrs.  Dunlop.  I  am  ill 
skilled  in  beating  the  coverts  of  imagination  for 
metaphors  of  gratitude.    I  thank  you,  sir,  for 


*  Dr,  Adam  Smith, 
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the  honour  you  have  done  me ;  and  to  my  latest 
hour  will  warmly  remember  it.  To  be  highly 
pleased  with  your  book  is  what  I  have  in  com- 
mon with  the  world ;  but  to  regard  these  vo- 
lumes  as  a  mark  of  the  author's  friendly  esteem^ 
is  a  still  more  supreme  gratification. 

1  leave  Edinburgh  in  the  course  of  ten  days 
or  a  fortnight,  and,  after  a  few  pilgrimages  over 
some  of  the  classic  ground  of  Caledonia,  Cowden 
KnoweSy  Banks  ofVarroWy  Tweed,  <§c.  I  sliall 
return  to  my  rural  shades,  in  all  likelihood 
never  more  to  quit  them.  I  have  formed  many 
intimacies  and  friendships  here,  but  I  am  afraid, 
^ey  are  all  of  too  tender  a  construction  to  bear 
carriage  a  hundred  and  fifty  miles.  To  the  rich^ 
the  great,  the  fashionable,  the  polite^  I  have  no 
equivalent  to  offer ;  and  I  am  afraid  my  meteor 
appearance  will  by  no  means  entitle  me  to  a 
settled  correspondence  with  any  of  you,  who  are 
the  permanent  lights  of  genius  and  literature. 

My  most  respectful  compliments  to  Miss  W., 
If  once  this  tangent  flight  of  mine  were  over, 
and  I  were  returned  to  my  wonted  leisurely 
motion  in  my  old  circle,  1  may  probably  endea- 
vour to  return  her  poetic  compliment  in  kind 
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No.  29. 

EXTRACT  OF  A  LETTER 
To  Mrs:  DUNLOR 

Edinburgh,  iQth.  April,  1787 

Y  OUR  criticisms,  madam,  I  understand 

very  well,  and  could  have  wished  to  have  pleas- 
ed you  better.  You  are  right  in  your  guess 
that  I  am  not  very  amenable  to  counsel.  Poets, 
much  my  superiors,  have  so  flattered  those,  who 
possessed  the  adventitious  qualities  of  wealth 
and  power,  that  I  am^  determined  to  flatter  na 
created  being,  either  in  prose  or  in  verse. 

I  set  as  little  by  ♦****,  Lords,  Clergy,  Critics^ 
&c.  as  all  these  respective  gentry  do  by  my  bard- 
ship.  1  know  what  I  may  expect  from  the 
world,  by  and  bye ;  illiberal  abuse,  and  perhaps 
contemptuous  neglect. 

•  I  am  happy,  madam,  that  some  of  my  own 
favourite  pieces  are  distinguished  by  your  par- 
ticular approbation.  For  my  Dream,  which  ha^ 
unfortunately  incurred  your  loyal  displeasure,  I 
hope  in  four  weeUs,  or  less,  to  have  the  honour 
of  appearing  at  Dunlop,  in  its  defence,  in  person. 
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No.  30. 
EXTRACTS.* 

Edinburgh,  Aprils  Qth.  1 787. 

As  I  have  seen  a  good  deal  of  human- 
life  ill  Edinliurgh,  a  great  many  characters 
-which  are  new,  to  one  bred  up  in  the  shades  of 
Mfe  as  I  have  been,  I  am  determined  to  take 
down  my  remarks  on'  the  spot.  Gray  observesy 
in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Palgrave,  that  "  half  a  word 
'*  fixed,  iTpon  or  near  the  spot,  is  worth  a  cart 
*•  load  of  recollection.'*  I  don't  know  how  it  is 
with  the  world  in  general,  but  with  me,  making 
my  remarks,  is  by  no  means  a  solitary  pleasure. 
I  want  some  one  to  laugh  with  me,  some  one  to  be 
grave  with  me,  some  one  to  please  me  and  help 
my  discrimination  with  his  or  her  own  remark ; 
and  at  times,,  no  doubt,  to  admire  my  aeuteness 
and  penetration.  The  world  are  so  busied  witb 
selfish  pursuits,  ambition,  vanity,  interest,  or  plea-» 
sure,  that  very  few  think  it  worth  their  while 
to  make  any  observation  on  what  passes  around 
them,  except  where  that  observation  is  a  sucker, 
•r  branch  of  tire  darling  plant  they  are  rearing 
■  ■  — — "^ —  ■  ■ .      .,.   .1  ...■,..., ,      ,,..,, 

*  The  following  are  Extracts  from  a  book  which  our  Author 
procured  in  .the  spring  of  1787^  for  the  purpose,  as  he  himself 
informs  us,  of  recordwg  in  it  whatever  seemed  worthy  of  ^h^ 
serration. 

•  N».  a.  K 
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in  their  fancy.  Nor  am  1  sure,  notwithstanding 
all  the  sentimental  flights  of  novel-writers,  and 
the  sage  philosophy  of  moralists,  whether  w^e  are 
capable  of  so  intimate  and  cordial  a  coalition  of 
friendship,  as  that  one  man  may  pour  out  his 
bosom,  his  every  thought  and  floating  fancy,  his 
very  inmost  soul,  with  unreserved  confidence  to 
another,  without  hazard  of  losing  part  of  that 
respect  which  man  deserves  from  man ;  or,  from 
the  unavoidable  imperfections  attending  human 
nature,  of  one  day  repenting  his  confidence. 

For  these  reasons,  I  am  determined  to  make 
these  pages  my  confidant.  I  will  sketch  every 
character  that  any  way  strikes  me,  to  the  best  of 
my  power,  with  unshrinking  justice.  I  will  in- 
sert anecdotes,  and  take  down  remarks,  in  the 
old  law  phrase,  withoutfeud  or  favour. ^^Where 
1  hit  on  any  thing  clever,  my  own  applause  will 
in  some  measure  feast  my  vanity ;  and,  begging 
Patroclus*  and  Achates'  pardon,  I  think  a  lock 
and  key  a  security,  at  least  equal,  to  the  bosom 
of  any  friend  whatever. 

My  own  private  story  likewise,  my  love- 
adventures,  my  rambles ;  the  frowns  and  smiles 
of  fortune  on  my  hardship ;  my  J)oems  and  frag* 
ments  tliat  must  never  see  the  light,  shall  be 
occasionally  inserted. — In  short,  never  did  four 
shillings  purchase  so  much  friendship,  since  con- 
fidence went  first  to  market,  or  honesty  was  set 
up  to  sale. 
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To  these  seemingly  invidious,  but  too  just 
ideas  of  human  friendship^  I  would  cheerfully 
make  one  exception — the  connexion  between 
two  persons  of  different  sexes,  when  their  inter- 
jests  are  united  and  absorbed  by  the  tie  of  love — 

When  thought  meets  thought,  ere  from  the  lips  it  part. 
And  each  warm  wish  springs  mutual  from  the  heart. 

There,  confidence,  confidence  that  exalts  them 
the  more  in  one  another's  opinion,  that  endears 
them  the  more  to  each  others  hearts,  unreserved- 
ly *  reigns  and  revels."  But  this  is  not  my  lot, 
and  in  my  situation,  if  I  am  wise,  (which  by  the 
bye  I  have  no  great  chance  of  being,)  my  fate 
should  be  cast  with  the  Psalmist's  sparrow,  "  to 
**  watch  alone  on  the  house  tops." — ^Oh,  the 
pity! 

#         «         * 

There  are  few  of  the  sore  evils  under  the 
«un,  give  me  more  uneasiness  and  chagrin,  than 
the  comparison  how  a  man  of  genius,  nay,  of 
avowed  worth,  is  received  every  where,  with  the 
reception  which  a  mere  ordinary  character,  de- 
corated with  the  trappings  and  futile  distinctions 
of  fortune,  meets.  1  imagine  a  man  of  abilities, 
his  breast  glowing  with  honest  pride,  conscious 
that  men  aie  born  equal,  still  giving  lionour  to 
"xjckcym  honour  is  due ;  he  meets  at  a  great  man's 
table  a  Squire  something,  or  a  Sir  somebody; 
he  knows  the  noble  landlord  at  heart,  gives  the 
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bard,  or  whatever  he  is,  a  share  of  his  good 
wishes  beyond  perhaps  any  one  at  table:  yet 
how  will  it  mortify  him  to  see  a  fellow,  whose 
abilities  would  scarcely  have  made  an  eigkU 
penny  tailor^  and  whose  heart  is  not  worth  three 
farthings,  meet  with  attention  and  notice,  that 
are  withheld  from  the  son  of  genius  and  poverty? 

The   noble  G has  wounded  me  to  the 

toul  here,  because  I  dearly  esteem;  respect,  and 
love  him.  He  shewed  so  much  attention,  en- 
grossing attention,  one  day,  to  the  only  block- 
head at  table,  (the  whole  company  consisted  of 
his  Lordship,  dunderpate,  and  myself)  that  I 
was  within  half  a  point  of  throwing  down  my 
gage  of  contemptuous  defiance;  but  he  shook 
my  hand,  and  looked  so  benevolently  good  at 
parting.  God  bless  him  !  though  I  should  never 
see  him  more,  I  shall  love  him  until  my  dying 
day  !  I  am  pleased  to  think  I  am  so  capable  of 
the  throes  of  gratitude,  as  I  am  miserably  defi- 
cient in  some  other  virtues. 

With I  am  more  at  my  ease.    I  never 

respect  him  with  humble  veneration ;  but  when 
he  kindly  interests  himself  in  my  welfare,  or  still 
more,  when  he  descends  fi-om  his  pinnacle,  and 
meets  me  on  equal  ground  in  conversation,  my 
heart  overflows  with  what  is  called  liking. — 
When  he  neglects  me  for  the  mere  carcase  of 
gi-eatness,  or  when  his  eye  measures  the  diifer- 
ence  of  our  points  of  elevation,  I  say  to  myself 
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^vith  scarcely  any  emotion^  What  do  I  otre  for 
iiiii),  or  his  pomp  either  ? 

#        4^        41        •         #        •        • 

Saturday,  May  6tk.  Left  Edinburgh— 
I^ainmer-muir-hills,  miserably  dreary  in  general, 
Jbiit  at  times  very  picturesque. 

Lanson-edge,  a  glorious  view  of  the  Merse. 
Reach  Berrywell.  *  ♦  *  The  family-meet- 
ing with  my  compagnon  de  voyage^  very  char- 
ming ;  particularly  the  sister.     *    ♦    * 

Sunday.  Went  to  church  at  Dunse. — 
Heard  Dr.  Bowmaker.    ♦    ♦    ♦ 

Monday.  Coldstream — ^glorious  river  Tweed 
— clear  and  majestic — ^fine  bridge — dine  at  Cold- 
stream, with  Mr.  Ainslie,  and  Mr.  Foreman. 
Beat  Mr.  Forema  in  a  dispute  about  Voltaire. 
Drink  tea  at  Lenel-House,  with  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Brydone,  *  *  ♦  Reception  extremely  flatter- 
iiig.    Sleep  at  Coldstream. 

Tuesday.  Breakfast  at  Kelso — charming 
situation  of  the  town — ^fine  bridge  over  the 
Tweed.  Enchanting  views  and  prospects  on 
both  sides  of  tlie  river,  especially  on  the  Scotch 
side.  *  *  *  Visit  Roxburgh  Palace — ^fine  situ- 
ation of  it.  Ruins  of  Roxburgh  Castle — a  holly 
bush  growing  wherenJames  the  second  was  acci- 
dentally killed  by  the  bursting  of  a  cannon.  A 
small  old  religious  ruin,  and  a  fine  old  garden 
planted  by  the  religious,  rooted  out  and  destroyed 
by  a  Hottentot,  a  irwitre  d^ hotel  of  the  Duke's! 
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—Climate  aiid  soil  of  Berwickshire,  and  even 
Roxburghshire,  superior  to  Ayrshire — bad  roads 
— turnip  and  sheep-hnsbandry,  their  great  im- 
provements. *  *  ♦  Low  markets,  conse- 
quently low  lands — ^magnifience  of  farmers  and 
farm-houses.  Come  up  the  Tiviot,  and  up  the 
Jed  to  Jedburgh  to  lie,  and  so  wish  myself  good 
night. 

Wednesday.  Breakfast  with  Mr.  Fair.  *  •  * 
Charming  romantic  situation  of  Jedburgh,  with 
gardens  and  orchards,  intermingled  among  the 
houses,  and  the  ruins  of  a  once  magnificent 
cathedral.  All  the  towns  here  have  the  appear- 
ance of  old  rude  grandeur,  but  extremely  idle — 
Jed  a  fine  romantic  little  river.  Dined  with  Capt. 
Rutherford,  *  *  *  return  to  Jedburgh.  Walk 
tip  the  Jed  with  some  ladies  to  be  shewn  I^ove- 
lane,  and  Blackburn,  two  fairy  scenes.  Intro- 
duced to  Mr.  Potts,  writer,  and  to  Mr.  Sommer- 
ville,  the  clergyman  of  the  parish,  a  man  and  a 
gentleman,  but  sadly  addicted  to  punning. 

4»        «        «        »        «        •        # 

Jedburgh,  Saturday.  Was  presented  by 
the  magistrates  with  the  fi^edom  of  the  town. 

Took  farewell  of  Jedburgh  with  some  me- 
lancholy sensations. 

Monday,  May  14ith.  Echo.  Dine  with  the 
farmer's  club— all  gentlemen  talking  of  high 
matters — each  of  them  keeps  a  hunter  from  30L 
to  50L  \  alue,  and  attends  the  fox-hunting  club 
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in  the  country.  Go  out  with  Mr.  Ker,  one  of 
the  club,  and  a  friend  of  Mr.  Ainslic's,  to  sleep. 
In  his  mind  and  manners,  Mr.  Kcr  is  astonish- 
ingly like  my  dear  old  friend  Robert  Muir — 
Every  thing  in  his  house  elegant.  He  offers  to 
accompany  me  in  my  English  tour. 

Tuesday.  Dine  with  Sir  Alexander  Don ; 
a  very  wet  day.  »  •  •  Sleep  at  Mr.  Ker's 
again,  and  set  out  next  day  for  Molross — ^\'isit 
Dryburgh,  a  fine  old  ruined  abbey  by  the  way. 
Cross  the  Leader  and  come  up  the  Tweed  to 
Melross.  Dine  there,  and  visit  that  far-famed 
glorious  ruin — Come  to  Selkirk  up  the  banks  of 
Ettrick.  The  whole  country  hereabouts,  botli 
on  Tweed  and  Ettrick,  remarkably  stoney.* 


•  The  intentions  of  the  Poet  in  procuring  tin's  book,  were 
very  imperfectly  executed.  He  has  inserted  in  it  few  or  no 
inciilents,  but  several  observations  and  reflections,  of  whicli  the 
greater  part  that  are  proper  for  the  public  eye,  will  be  found 
interwoven  in  his  Letters.  The  most  curious  particulars  in 
the  book  are  the  delineations  of  the  characters  he  met  with. — 
These  are  not  numerous ;  but  tliey  are  chiefly  of  persons  of 
difdnction  in  the  republic  of  letters,  and  nothin^r  but  the  de- 
Ecacy  and  respect  due  to  living  characters,  prevents  us  from 
committing  them  to  the  press.  Thoupfh  it  appears  that  in  hiy 
conversation  he  was  sometimes  disposed  to  sarcastic  remarks 
on  the  men  with  whom  he  lived,  notliing  of  this  kind  i^  dis- 
coverable in  these  more  deliberate  efforts  of  his  understanding, 
which,  while  they  exhibit  great  clearness  of  discrimination « 
manifest  also  the  wish,  as  well  as  the  power,  to  bestow  high 
and  generous  praise. 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


(  n  } 

No.  31. 

TO  THE 

HEVEREND  Dr.  HUGH  BLAIK. 

Lanm-viarket,  Edinburghy  2d.  May,  17ST- 
Rbv.  and  much  respected  Sra, 

1  LEAA^E  Edinburgh  to-morrow  morn- 
ning,  but  could  not  go  without  troubling  you 
with  half  a  line,  sincerely  to  thank  you  for  the- 
kindness,  patronage,  and  friendship,  you  have 
shewn  me.  I  often  felt  the  embarrassment  or 
my  singular  situation;  drawn  forth  from  the 
veriest  shades  of  life  to  the  glare  of  remark; 
and  honoured  by  the  notice  of  those  illustrious 
names  of  my  country,  whose  works,  while  they 
are  applauded  to  the  end  of  time,  will  ever  in- 
struct and  mend  the  heart.  Howevet*  the  me- 
teor-like novelty  of  my  appearance  in  the  world 
might  attract  notice,  and  honour  me  with  the 
accquaintance  of  the  permanent  lights  of  genius 
and  literature,  those  who  are  truly  benefactors 
of  the  immortal  nature  of  man ;  I  knew  very- 
well,  that  my  utmost  merit  was  far  unequal  to 
the  task  of  preserving  that  character  when  once 
the  novelty  was  over :  I  have  made  up  my  mind 
that  abuse,  or  almost  even  neglect  will  not  sur- 
prize me  m  my  quarters. 
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I  have  «ent  you  a  proof  impression  of  Beugo'ji 
work  for  me«  done  on  Indian  paper,  as  a  trifling 
but  sincere  testimony  with  what  heart-warm 
^gratitude  1  am,  &c. 


No.  32. 
FROM  Dr.  BLAIR. 

Argyle^qiuire,  Edinburgh,  Ith.  May^  1787, 

Dear  Sib« 

1  WAS  favoured  this  forenoon  with  your 
very  obli^g  letter,  together  with  an  impression 
of  your  portrait,  for  which  1  return  you  my  best 
thanks.  The  success  you  have  met  with  I  do 
not  think  was  beyond  your  merits ;  and  if  I  have 
bad  any  small  hand  in  contributing  to  it,  it  gives 
me  great  pleasure.  I  know  no  way  in  which  li- 
terary persons  who  are  advanced  in  years  can  do 
more  service  to  the  world,  than  in  forwarding 
the  efforts  of  rising  genius,  or  bringing  forth  un- 
known merit  from  obscurity.  I  was  the  first 
person  who  brought  out  to  the  notice  of  the 
world  the  poems  of  Ossian ;  first,  by  the  Frag^ 
ments  of  ancient  Poetry,  which  I  published,  and 
afterwards,  by  my  setting  on  foot  the  undertak- 
ing for  collecting  and  publishing  the  Works  of 
Ossian ;  and  1  have  always  considered  this  as  a 
meritorious  action  of  my  life. 
No.  3.  L 
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Your  situation,as  you  say,  was  indeed  vezy  sin- 
:;.ilar;  and  in  being  brought  out  all  at  once  £rom 
;  :e  shades  of  deepest  privacy  to  so  great  a  share 

r  public  notice  and  observation,  you  had  to 
;  'and  a  severe  triaL  1  am  lu^py  that  you  have 
:  t.x)d  it  so  well ;  and,  as  far  as  I  have  known  or 
[  eard,  though  in  tiiie  midst  of  many  temptations, 
\  ithout  reproach  to  your  character  and  beha- 
\  lour. 

You  are  now  I  presume  to  retire  to  a  more 
]  iivate  walk  of  life;  and  I  trust  will  conduct 

ourself  there  with  industry,  prudence  and  ho- 
v.our.  You  have  laid  the  foundation  for  just 
I  iibKc  esteem.    In  the  midst  of  those  employ- 

lents,  which  your  situation  will  render  proper, 

::>u  will  not  I  hope  neglect  to  promote  that 
i  iteem,  by  cultivating  your  genius,  and  attend- 
:  \g  to  such  productions  of  it  as  may  raise  your 
^  .laracter  still  higher.    At  the  same  time  be  not 

i  too  great  a  haste  to  come  forward.     Take 

.'lie  and  leisure  to  improve  and  mature  your 

i  ients.     For  on  any  second  productiou  you 

/ive  the  world,  your  fiite,  as  a  Poet,  will  very 

luch  depend.    There  is  no  doubt  a  gloss  of 

:  )velty,  which  time  wears  off.     As  you  very 

, :  operly  hint  yfomself,  you  are  not  to  be^surpriz- 

\  if  in  your  roral  retreat  you  do  not  find  your- 
.   If  surrounded  with  that  glare  of  notice  and 

pplause  wliidi  here  shone  upon  you.  No  man 
L  :ii  be  a  good  Poet  widiojut  being  somewhat  of  a 
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philosopher.    He  must  lay  his  acoount,  that  ai 
one,  who  exposes  himself  to  public  observatic 
will  occasionally  meet  with  the  attacks  of  illib: 
al  censure,  which-  it  is  always  best  to  overlc 
and  despise.     He  will  be  inclined  sometimes  ; 
court  retreat,  and  to  disappear  from  public  vie 
He  will  not  afiect  to  shine  always ;  that  he  m\ 
at  proper  seasons  come  forth  with  more  adv:.; 
tage  and  energy.     He  will  not  think  hims. 
neglected  if  he  be  not  always  praised.  .  I  hr 
taken  the  liberty  you  see  of  an  old  man  to  giv 
advice  and  make  reflections,  which  your  o  ; 
good  sense  will  1  dare  say  render  unnecessf. 

As  you  mention  your  being  just  about    : 
leave  tawn,  you  are  going,  I  should  suppose.  ' 
Dumfries-shire  to  look  at  some  of  Mr.  Mill: 
farms.     I  heartily  wish  the  offers  to  be  m: 
you  there  may  answer ;  as  I  am  persuaded  y 
will  not  easily  find  a  more  generous  and  bcl  « 
hearted  proprietor  to  live  under,  than  Mr.  I  ' 
ler.     When  you  retimi,  if  you  come  this  v., 
I  will  be  happy  to  see  you,  and  to  know  c 
ceming  your  future  plans  of  life.     You  will ;  . 
me  by  the  22d.  of  this  month,  not  in  my  he 
in  Argyle-square,    but  at  a  country    housv 
Restalrig,   about  a  mile  east  frbai  Edinbui 
near  the  Musselburgh  road.     Wishing  yoii 
success  and  prosperity,  I  am,  with  real  re, 
and  esteem.        Dear  Sir,  Yours  sincerely, 

HUGH  BLAl 

L2 
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No.  3S. 
FROM  De.   MOORE. 

Clifm-d^Street,  May  23d.  17»7. 
Dear  Sir, 

1  HAD  the  pleasure  of  your  ktter  by 
Mr.  Creech,  and  soon  after  he  sent  me  the  new 
edition  of  your  poems.  You  seem  to  think  it 
incumbent  on  you  to  send  to  each  subscriber  a 
number  of  copies  propoiiionate  to  his  subscrip- 
tion money,  but  you  may  depend  upon  it,  few 
subscribers  expect  more  than  one  copy  whatever 
they  subscribed;  1  must  inform  you  however 
that  I  took  twelve  copies  for  those  subscribers, 
for  whose  money  you  were  so  accurate  as  to  send 
me  a  receipt,  and  Lord  Eglintoun  told  me  he 
had  sent  for  six  copies  for  himself,  as  he  wished 
to  give  five  of  them  in  presents. 

Some  of  the  poems  you  have  added  in  this 
last  edition  are  very  beautiful,  particularly  the 
Winter  Nighty  the  Address  to  Edirdmigh,  Greent 
grow  the  Rashes^  and  the  two  songs  immediately 
following :  the  latter  of  which  is  exquisite.  By 
the  way,  I  imagine,  you  have  a- peculiar  talent 
for  such  compositions,  which  you  ought  to  in- 
dulge.   No  kind  of  poetry  demands  more  deU* 
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cacy  or  lugher  polisbing.  Horace  i*  more  ad*^ 
mired  on  accou&t  of  his  Odes  tlian  all  his  other 
writings.  But  nothing  now  addled  is  equal  to^ 
your  Vision,  and  Cotter'9  Smturday  Night  In 
these  are  united  fine  imagery,  natural  dx\^  pathe- 
tic description,  with  sublimity  of  language  and 
thought.  It  is  evident  that  you  already  possess 
a  great  variety  of  expression  and  command  of 
the  English  language,  you  ought  therefore  to 
deal  more  sparingly,  for  tlie  future,  in  the  pro- 
vindal  dialect^— why  should  you,  by  using  that, 
limit  the  number  of  your  admirers  to  those  who 
understand  the  Scottish,  when  you  can  extend 
it  to  all  persons  of  taste  who  understand^  the 
English  language.  In  my  opinion  you  should 
plan  some  larger  work  than  any  you  have  as  yet 
attempted^  \  mean  reflect  upon  some  proper 
subject,  and  arrange  the  plan  in  your  mind, 
without  beginning  to  execute  any  part  of  it  till 
you  have  studied  most  of  the  best  English  Poets, 
and  read  a  little  more  of  history, — ^The  Greek 
and  Roman  stories  you  can  read  in  some  abridge- 
ment, and  soon  become  master  of  the  most  brilli- 
ant facts,  which  must  highly  delight  a  poetical 
mind.  You  should  also,  and  very  soon  mwy  be- 
come master  of  the  heathen  mythology,  to  which 
there  are  everlasting  allusions  in  all  tlie  Poets/ 
and  which  in  itself  is  charmingly  fanciful.  What 
will  require  to  be  studied  with  more  attention, 
h  modem  history ;  that  is  the  history  of  Franqc 
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and  Great  Britain,  from  the  beginning  of  Henry 
the  seventh's  reign.  I  know  very  well  you  have 
n  mind  capable  of  attaining  knowledge  by  a 
shorter  process  than  is  commonly  used,  arid  I  am 
certain  you  are  capable  of  making  a  better  use 
0f  it,  when  attained,  than  is  generally  done. 

I  b^  you  will  not  give  yourself  the  trouble 
of  writing  to  me  when  it  is  inconvenient,  and 
make  no  apology  when  you  do  write  for  having 
postponed  it — ^be  assured  of  this,  however,  that 
I  shall  always  be  happy  to  hear  from  you.  I 
think  my  iHend  Mr.  — —  told  me  that  you  had 
some  poems  in  manuscript  by  you,  of  a  satirical 
and  humorous  nature,  (in  which  by  the  way  I 
think  you  very  strong)  which  your  prudent 
friends  prevailed  on  you  to  omit;  particularly  one 
called  Somehody's  Confession ;  if  yoti  will  entrust 
me  with  a  sight  of  any  of  these,  1  will  pawn  my 
word  to  give  no  copies,  and  will  be  obliged  to 
you  for  a  perusal  of  them. 

I  understand  you  intend  to  take  a  farm,  and 
make  the  useful  and  respectable  business  of  hus- 
bandry your  chief  occupation ;  this  I  hope  will 
not  prevent  your  making  occasional  addresses  to 
the  nine  ladies  who  have  shewn  you  such  favour, 
one  of  whom  visited  you  in  the  auM  clay  higgin. 
Virgil,  before  you,  proved  to  the  world  that 
there  is  nothing  in  the  business  of  husbandry  ini- 
mical to  poetry ;  and  1  sincerely  hope  that  you 
jpay  afford  oti  example  of  a  good  Poet  being  a 
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successful  farmer.  I  fear  it  wiU  not  be  in  nqr 
power  to  visit  Scotland  this  season:  when  I  do, 
ril  endeavour  to  find  you  out«  for  I  heartily 
wish  to  see  and  converse  with  you.  If  ^ver 
your  occasions  call  you  to  this  place»  I  make  no 
doubt  of  your  paying  me  a  visit,  and  you  may 
d^nd  on  a  very  cordial  welcome  from  this 
family.  I  am»  dear  Sir, 

Your  fiiend  and  obedient  servant, 

X  MOOREL 


No,  34^ 
FROM  Ma.  JOHN  HUTCHINSON. 

Jamaica^  SL  Annes^  14£&.  Jtme^  1787. 
Sib, 

I  RECEIVED  youis,  dated  Edinburgh, 
2d.  Januaxy,  17879  wherein  yon  acquamt  me 
joa  were  engaged  with  Mr«  Douglas,  of  Vtxt 
Antomo,  for  three  years,  at  Airty  pounds  cter- 
ling  a  year;  :and  I  am  happy  some  unexpected  ' 
accidents  intervened  that  prevented  your  saHmg 
with  the  vessel,  as  I  have  gxeat  season  to  tlimk 
3Ir.  Douglas's  employ  would  by  no  means  have 
answered  your  expectations.  1  recdved  a  copy 
^your  publications,  fox  wfaidi  I  return  you  my 
thanks,  and  it  is  my  own  opinion,  as  well  as  that 
of  sudi  of  my  firfends  as  hap|  seen  them,  Hief 
most  excdlent  in  their  kind;  although  some 
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could  have  wished  they  had  been  in  the  Englidi 
rtyle,  as  they  allege  the  Scottish  dialect  is  now 
becoming  obsolete,  and  thereby  the  elegance  and 
beauties  of  your  poems  are  in  a  great  measure 
lost  to  far  the  greatest  part  of  the  community. 
Nevertheless  there  is  no  doubt  you  had  suffi- 
cient reasons  for  your  conduct,  periiaps  the 
wishes  of  some  of  the  Scottish  nobility  and  geti- 
try,  your  patrons,  who  will  always  relish  their 
own  old  country  style ;  and  your  own  inclina- 
tions for  the  same.  It  is  evident  from  several  pas- 
sages in  your  works,  you  are  as  capable  of  writ- 
ing in  the  English  as  in  the  Scottish  dialect,  and 
1  am  in  great  hopes  yOur  genius  for  poetry,  from ' 
the  specimen  you  have  already  given,  will  turn 
out  botfi  for  profit  and  h(Hiour  to  yourself  -and 
country.  I  can  by  no  means  advise  you  now  to 
think  of  coming  to  the  West  Indies,  as,  I  assure 
you,  there  is  no  encouragement  fpr  a  man  of 
learning  and  genius  here ;  and  am  very  confident 
you  can  do  far  better  in  Great  Britain,  than  in 
Jamaica.  I  am  glad  to  hear  my  friends  are  w^U^ 
and  shall  always  be  happy  to  hear  from  you  at 
all  convenient  opportunities,  wishing  you  suc- 
cess in  all  your  undertakings.  I  will  esteem  it 
a  particular  favour  if  you  will  said  me  a  copy  of 
the  other  edition  you  are  now  prinl^g, 
I  am,  with  respect, 

•    Dey ^ir,  yours^  &c, 

JOHN  HUTCHINSON, 
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No.  35. 

AX  EXTRACT  OF  A  LETTER, 

To  Mr.  AINSLIE. 

ArrachaSj  near  Crochairbas^  by 
Sir,  Lockleary,  June  28, 1787. 

1  WRITE  you  this  on  my  tour  through 
a  country  where  savage  streams  tumble  over 
savage  mountains,  thinly  overspread  with  savage 
flocks,  which  starvingly  support  as  savage  inha- 
bitants. My  last  stage  was  Inverary — ^to-mor- 
row night's  stage,  Dumbarton.  I  ought  sooner 
to  have  answered  your  kind  letter,  but  you 
know  I  am  a  man  of  many  sins. 


Sir, 


No.  36. 

Mauchline,  2d.  August,  1787. 


rOR  some  months  past  I  have  been 
rambling  over  the  country,  but  I  am  now  con- 
fined with  some  lingering  complaints,  origina- 
ting, as  I  take  it,  in  the  stopiach.  To  divert 
my  spirits  a  little  in  this  miserable  fog  of  ennui, 
I  have  taken  a  whim  to  give  you  a  history  of 
myself.  My  nanie  has  made  some  little  noise 
Vo.  3,  M 
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in  this  country ;  you  have  done  me  the  honour 
to  interest  yourself  very  warmly  in  my  behalf; 
and  I  think  a  faithful  account  of  what  character 
of  a  man  I  am,  and  how  I  came  by  that  charac- 
ter, may  perhaps  amuse  you  in  an  idle  moment. 
I  will  give  you  an  honest  narrative,  though  I 
know  it  will  be  often  at  my  own  expense ;  for 
1  assure  you,  Sir,  I  have,  like  Solomon,  whose 
character,  excepting  in  the  trifling  affair  of  wis- 
dom,  I  sometimes  think  I  resemble ;  I  have,  I 
say,  like  him  turned  my  eyes  to  be/iold  madness 
and  Jhlly,  and  like  him  too,  frequently  shaken 
hands  with  their  intoxicating  friendship.  •  * 
*  *  Afler  you  have  perused  these  pages^  should 
you  think  them  trifling  and  impertinent,  I  only 
beg  leave  to  tell  you,  that  the  poor  author  wrote 
them  under  some  twitching  qualms  of  conscience, 
arising  from  a  suspicion  that  he  was  doing  what 
he  ought  not  to  do ;  a  predicament  he  has  more 
than  once  been  in  before. 

I  have  -not  the  most  distant  pretentions  to 
assume  that  character  which  the  pye-coated 
guardians  of  escutcheons  call,  a  Gentleman. 
When  at  Edinburgh  last  winter,  I  got  acquaint- 
cd  in  the  herald's  office,  and  looking  through  that 
granary  of  honours,  I  there  found  almost  every 
name  of  the  kingdom ;  but  for  me, 

"  My  ancient  but  ignoble  bloed 
"  Ha«  crept  thro'  scoundreU  ever  since  the  flood. 

Gules,  Purpure,  Argent,  &c.  quite  disowned  m6. 
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My  father  was  of  the  north  of  Scotland,  the 
«on  of  a  farmer,  and  was  thrown  hy  early  mis- 
fortunes on  the  world  at  large;  where,  after 
many  years  wanderings  and  sojournings,  he 
-picked  up  a  pretty  large  quantity  of  observation 
and  experience,  to  which  I  am  indebted  for  most 
of  my  little  pretensions  to  wisdom, — I  have  met 
with  few  who  understood  meriy  their  manjiers, 
and  their  ways^  equal  to  him ;  but  stubborn, 
ungainly  integrity,  and  headlong  ungovernable 
irrasdbility,  are  disqualifying  circumstances; 
consequently,  I  was  born  a  very  poor  man's  son. 
For  the  first  six  or  seven  years  of  my  Ufa,  my 
father  was  gardener  to  a  worthy  gentleman  of 
small  estate  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Ayr.  Had 
he  continued  in  that  station,  I  must  have  march* 
ed  off  to  be  one  of  the  httle  underlings  about  a 
iarm-house;  but  it  was  his  dearest  wish  and 
prayer  to  have  it  in  his  power  to  keep  his  child- 
ren under  his  own  eye,  till  they  could  discern 
between  goad  and  «vil;  so«  with  the  assistance 
of  his  generous  master,  my  father  ventured  on 
a  small  farm  on  his  estate.  At  those  years  I  was 
by  no  means  a  favourite  with  any  body.  I  was 
a  good  deal  noted  for  a  retentive  memory,  a 
rtubborn  sturdy  something  in  my  disposition, 
and  an  enthusiastic  ideot  piety. — I  say  ideot 
piety,  because  1  was  then  but  a  diild.  Though 
it  cost  the  schoolmaster  some  thrashings,  I  made 
an  excellent  English  scholar ;  and  by  the  time  1 
M  2 
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was  ten  or  eleven  years  of  age,  1  was  a  critic  in 
substantives,  verbs,  and  particles.  In  my  in- 
fant and  boyish  days  too,  I  owed  much  to  an 
old  woman  who  resided  in  the  family,  remarka^ 
ble  for  her  ignorance,  credulity,  and  superstition. 
She  had,  I  suppose,  the  largest  collection  in  the 
country  of  tales  and  songs  concerning  devils, 
ghosts,  fairies,  brownies,  witches,  warlocks,  spun- 
kies,  kelpies,  elf-candles,  dead-lights,  wraiths, 
apparitions,  cantraips,  giants,  inchanted  towers, 
dragons,  and  other  trumpery.  This  cultivated 
the  latent  seeds  of  poetry ;  but  had  so  strong  an 
effect  on  my  imagination,  that  to  this  hour,  in 
my  nocturnal  rambles,  I  sometimes  keep  a  sharp 
look  out  in  suspicious  places ;  and  though  no- 
body  can  be  more  sceptical  than  1  am  in  such 
matters,  yet  it  often  takes  an  effort  of  philoso- 
phy to  shake  off  these  idle  terrors.  The  earliest 
composition  that  I  recollect  taking  pleasure  in, 
was  The  Vision  of  Mirza,  and  a  hymn  of  Addi- 
son's, beginning.  How  are  thy  Servants  hlest^  O 
Lord !  1  particularly  remember  one  half-stanza, 
which  was  music  to  my  boyish  ear — 

"  For  though  on  dreadful  whirls  we  hung 
"  High  on  the  broken  wave." — 

1  met  with  these  pieces  in  Masson's  English  CoU 
lection^  one  of  my  school-books.  The  two  first 
books  I  ever  read  in  private,  and  which  gave 
me  more  pleasure  than  any  two  books  I  ever 
read  since,  were,  The  Life  of  HannibaU  and  The 
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History  of  Sir  William  Wallace.  Hannibal  gave 
my  young  ideas  such  a  turn,  that  I  used  to  strut 
in  raptures  up  and  down  after  the  recruiting 
drum  and  bag-pipe,  and  wish  myself  tall  enough 
to  be  a  soldier;  while  the  story  of  Wallace 
poured  a  Scottish  prejudice  into  my  veins, 
which  will  boil  along  there,  till  the  flood-gates 
of  life  shut  in  eternal  rest. 

Polemical  divinity  about  this  time  was  put- 
ting the  country  half  mad ;  and  I.  ambitious  of 
shining  in  conversation  parties  on  Sundays  be- 
tween sermons,  at  funerals,  &c  used,  a  few  years 
afterwards,  to  puzzle  Calvinism  with  so  much 
heat  and  indiscretion,  that  I  raised  a  hue  and 
cry  of  heresy  against  me,  which  has  not  ceased 
to  this  hour. 

My  vicinity  to  Ayr  was  of  some  advantage 
to  me.  My  social  disposition,  when  not  check- 
ed by  some  modification  of  spited  pride,  was, 
like  our  catechism  definition  of  infinitude,  mth- 
out  hounds  or  limits.  I  formed  several  connex- 
ions with  other  younkers  who  possessed  superior 
advantages;  the  youTigling  actors  w^lio  were 
busy  in  the  rehearsal  of  parts  in  which  they 
were  shortly  to  appear  on  the  stage  of  life, 
whare,  alas,  I  was  destined  to  drudge  behind  the 
scenes.  It  is  not  commonly  at  this  green  age 
that  our  young  gentry  have  a  just  sense  of  the 
immense  distance  between  them  and  their  rag- 
ged play-fellows.    It  takes  a  few  dashes  into  the 
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ivorld,  to  give  the  young  great  man  that  proper, 
decent,  unnoticing  disregard  for  the  poor,  insig-> 
nificant  stupid  devils,  the  mecharacs  and  pea- 
Mntry  around  him,  who  were  perhaps  born  in 
the  same  village^  My  young  superiors  never 
insulted  the  clouterly  appearance  <rf  my  plcnigh* 
boy  carcase,  the  two  extremes  of  which  were 
often  exposed  to  all  the  indemeneies  of  all  the 
seasons.  They  woulrf  give  me  stray  volumes 
of  books ;  among  them,  even  then,  I  could  pick 
up  some  observations;  and  one,  whose  heart  I  am 
sure  not  even  the  Munny  Beguvi  scenes  have 
tainted,  helped  me  to  a  little  French.  Farting 
with  these  my  young  fnends  and  benelactorsy 
^  they  occasionally  went  off  for  the  East  or 
West  Indies,  was  often  to  me  a  sore  affiiction, 
but  I  was  soon  called  to  more  serious  evils.  My 
father's  generous  master  died ;  the  farm  proved 
a  ruinous  bargain ;  and  to  clench  the  misfortune; 
we  fell  into  the  hands  of  a  factor,  who  sat  for 
the  picture  I  have  drawn  of  one  in  my  Tcde  of 
Twa  Dogs.  My  father  was  advanced  in  life 
when  he  mamed;  I  was  the  eldest  of  seven 
children,  and  he,  worn  out  by  early  hardships^ 
was  unfit  for  labour  My  father's  spirit  was  soon 
irritated,  but  not  easily  broken.  There  was  a 
freedom  in  liis  lease  in  two  years  more,  and  to 
weather  these  two  years,  we  retrenched  our  ex- 
penses. We  lived  very  poorly :  1  was  a  dex- 
trous ploughman  for  my  age;  and  the  next^dd- 
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est  to  me  wag  a  Iwother  (Gilbert)  who  could 
drive  the  plough  very  well,  and  help  me  to 
thrash  the  com.  A  novel-writer  might  perhaps 
have  viewed  these  scenes  with  some  satisfaction, 
but  so  did  not  I ;   my  indignation  yet  boils  at 

the  recollection  of  the  s ^1  factor's  insolent 

threatening  letters,  which  used  to  set  us  all  in 
tears. 

This  kind  of  life — the  cheerless  gloom  of  a^ 
hermit,  with  the  Unceasing  moil  of  a  galley- 
slave,  brought  me  to  my  sixteenth  year ;  a  little 
before  which  period  I  first  committed  the  sin  of 
Rhyme*  You  know  our  country  custom  of 
coupling  a  man  and  woman  together  as  partners 
in  the  labours  of  harvest  In  my  fifteenth  au- 
tumn,  my  partner  was  a  bewitching  creature,  a 
year  younger  than  myself.  My  scarcity  of  Eng- 
lish  denies  me  the  power  of  doing  her  justice  in 
that  language,  but  you  know  the  Scottish  idiom ; 
she  was  a  bonnie,  sweet,  sonsie  lass.  In  short 
Ae  altogether  unwittingly  to  herself,  initiated 
me  in  that  delicious  passion,  which  in  spite  of 
acid  disappointment,  gin-horse  prudence,  and 
book-worm  philosophy,  I  liold  to  be  the  first  of 
human  joys,  our  dearest  blessing  here  below ! 
How  she  caught  the  contagion  I  cannot  tell: 
you  medical  people  talk  much  of  infection  fi-oni 
breathing  the  same  air,  the  touch,  &c.  but  I  ne- 
ver expressly  said  I  loved  her. — Indeed  I  did 
not  know  myself  why  I  liked  so  much  to  loiter 
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behind  with  her,  when  returning  in  the  evening 
from  pur  labours ;  why  the  tones  of  her  voice 
made  my  heart-strings  thrill  like  an  ^olian 
harp ;  and  particularly  why  my  pulse  beat  such 
a  furious  ratan  when  I  looked  and  fingered  ovei' 
her  little  hand  to  pick  out  the  cruel  nettle-stings 
and  thistles.  Among  her  other  love-inspiring 
qualities,  she  sung  sweetly ;  and  it  was  her  fa- 
vourite reel  to  which  I  attempted  giving  an  em- 
bodied vehicle  in  rhyme.  J  was  not  so  pre- 
sumptuous as  to  imagine  that  I  could  make 
verses  like  printed  ones,  composed  by  men  who 
had  Greek  and  Latin ;  but  my  girl  sung  a  song 
which  was  said  to  be  composed  by  a  small  coun- 
try laird's  son,  on  one  of  his  father's  maids,  with 
whom  he  was  in  love ;  and  I  saw  no  reason  "why 
1  Height  not  rhyme  as  well  as  he ;  for  excepting 
that  he  could  smear  sheep,  and  cast  peats,  his 
father  living  in  the  moorlands,  he  had  no  more 
scholar-craft  than  myself 

Thus  with  me  began  love  and  poetiy ;  which 
at  times  have  been  my  only,  and  till  within  the 
last  twelve  months,  have  been  my  highest  en- 
jojTnent.  My  father  struggled  on  till  he  reached 
the  freedom  in  his  lease,  when  he  entered  on  a 
larger  farm,  about  ten  miles  further  in  the  coun- 
try. The  nature  of  the  bargain  he  made,  waa 
such  as  to  throw  a  little  ready  money  into  his 
hands  at  the  commencement  of  his  lease,  other- 
wise the  afffc'ir  would  liave  been  impracticable. 
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For  four  years  we  lived  comfbrtahly  here,  but  a 
difference  commencing  between  him  and  hi» 
landlord  as  to  terms,  after  three  years  tos^ng 
and  whirling  in  the  vortex  of  litigation,  my  father 
was  just  saved  from  the  horrors  of  a  jail,  by  a 
consumption,  which,  after  two  years  promises, 
kindly  stepped  in,  and  carried  him  away,  to 
xokere  the  xcic/ced  cease  frow  troubling,  and 
where  the  weary  are  at  rest ! 

It  is  during  the  time  that  we  lived  on  tliis 
farm,  that  my  little  story  is  most  eventfuL  1 
was,  at  the  beginning  of  this  period,  perhaps  the 
most  ungainly  aukward  boy  in  the  parish — ^no 
solitaire  was  less  acquainted  with  the  ways  of 
the  world.  What  I  knew  of  ancient  story  was 
.gathered  from  Salmon's  and  Guthrie's  geogra- 
phical grammars ;  and  the  ideas  i  had  formed  of 
modem  manners,  of  literature,  and  criticism,  1 
got  from  the  Spectator.  These,  with  Papers 
Works,  some  plays  of  Shakespeare,  Tull  and 
Dickson  on  Agricidture,  The  Pantheon,  Lochias 
Essay  on  the  Human  Understanding,  Stacks 
house's  History  of  the  Bible,  Justice's  Briifsh 
Gardener's  Directory,  Boyle's  Lectures,  Allan 
Ramsay's  Works,  Taylor's  Scripture  Doctrine 
of  Original  Sin,  A  Select  Collection  of  English 
Songs,  and  Harvey's  Meditations,  bad  formed 
the  whole  of  my  reading,  llie  collection  of 
Kwigs  was  my  vade  mecum.  I  pored  over  them 
driving  my  cart,  or  walking  to  labour,  song  by 
Ko.  3.  X 
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song,  verse  by  verse ;  carefully  noting  the  tnie 
tender,  or  sublime,  from  affectation  and  fustian. 
I  am  convinced  I  owe  to  this  practice  much  of 
my  critic-craft,  such  ^s  it  is. 

In  my  seventeenth  year,  to  give  my  manners 
a  brush,  I  went  to  a  country  dancing-school. — 
My  father  had  an  tmaccountable  antipathy  a- 
gainst  these  meetings,  and  my  going  was  what 
to  this  moment  I  repent,  in  opposition  to  his 
wishes.  My  father,  as  I  said  before,  was  subject 
to  strong  passions ;  from  that  instance  of  disobe- 
dience in  me,  he  took  a  sort  of  dislike  to  me, 
which,  I  believe,  was  one  cause  of  the  dissipation 
which  marked  my  succeeding  years;  I  say  dis- 
sipation, comparatively  with  the  strictness,  and 
regularity  of  presbyterian  country  life;  ibr 
though  tlie  will-o-wisp  meteors  of  thoughtless 
whim  were  almost  the  sole  lights  of  my  path, 
yet  early  ingrained  piety  and  virtue  kept  me, 
for  several  years  afterwards,  within  the  line  of 
innocence.  The  great  misfortune  of  my  life  was 
to  want  an  aim.  1  had  felt  early  some  stirrings 
of  ambition,  but  they  were  the  blind  groping* 
of  Homer's  Cyclops  round  the  walls  of  his  cave. 
I  saw  my  father's  situation  entailed  on  me  per- 
petual labour.  The  only  two  openings  by 
which  1  could  enter  the  temple  of  fortune,  was 
the  gate  of  niggardly  oeconomy,  or  the  path  of 
little  chicaning  bargain-making.  The  first  is 
so  contracted  an  aperture  I  never  could  squeeze 
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myself  into  it — ^the  last  I  always  hated — ^three 
was  contamination  in  the  very  entrance ! — Thus 
abandoned  of  aim  or  view  in  life,  with  a  strong 
appetite  for  sociability,  as  well  from  native  hi- 
larity, as  from  a  pride  of  observation  and  re- 
mark; a  constitutional  melancholy  or  hypo- 
chondriasm  that  made  me  fly  solitude ;  add  to 
these  incentives  to  social  life,  my  reputation  for 
bookish  knowledge,  a  certain  wild  logical  talent, 
and  a  strength  of  thought,  something  like  the 
rudiments  of  good-sense,  and  it  will  not  seem 
-surprising  that  I  was  generally  a  welcome  guest 
where  I  visited,  or  any  great  wonder  that  always 
where  two  or  three  met  together,  there  was  I 
among  them.  But  far  beyond  all  other  impulses 
of  my  heart,  was  un  penchant  a  /'  adorable  moitice 
du  genre  huTnain,  My  ^eart  was  completely 
tinder,  and  was  eternally  lighted  up  by  some 
goddess  or  other ;  and  as  in  every  other  warfiire 
in  this  world,  my  fortune  was  various;  some- 
times I  was  received  with  favour,  and  sometimes 
1  was  mortified  with  a  repulse.  At  the  plough, 
scythe,  or  reap-hook,  1  feared  no  competitor, 
and  thus  1  set  absolute  want  at  defiance ;  and  as 
I  never  cared  farther  for  my  hibours  than  while 
I  was  in  actual  exercise,  1  spent  the  evenings  in 
the  way  after  my  own  heart.  A  country  lad 
seldom  carries  on  a  love-adventure  without  an 
assisting  confidant.  I  possessed  a  curiosity,  zeal, 
and  intrepid  dexterity,  that  recommended  uic  as 
N  2 
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a  proper  second  on  these  occasionts,  and  I  dare 
say,  I  felt  as  much  pleasure  in  being  in  the  cecvet 
of  half  the  loves  of  the  parish  of  Tarbolton,  as 
ever  did  statesman  in  knowing  the  intrigues  of 
half  the  courts  of  Europe. — The  very  goose-fea- 
ther in  my  hand,  seems  to  know  instinctively 
the  well-worn  path  of  my  imagination,  the  fa- 
vourite theme  of  my  song ;  and  is  with  difficulty 
restrained  from  giving  you  a  couple  of  paragraphs 
on  the  love-adventures  of  my  compeers,  the 
humble  inmates  of  the  farm-house  and  cottage : 
"but  the  grave  sons  of  science,  ambition,  or  ava- 
rice, baptize  these  things  by  the  name  of  Follies. 
To  the  sons  and  daughters  of  labour  and  poverty 
they  are  matters  of  the  most  serious  nature ;  to 
them  the  ardent  liope,  the  stolen  interview,  the 
tender  farewell,  are  the  greatest  and  most  deli- 
cious parts  of  their  enjoyments. 

Another  cirt^umstance  in  my  life  which  made 
some  alteration  in  my  mind  and  manners,  was, 
that  1  spent  my  nineteenth  summer  on  a  smug- 
gling coast,  a  good  distance  from  home,  at  a  no- 
ted school,  to  learn  mensuration,  surveying, 
dialling,  &c.  in  which  I  made  a  pretty  good 
progress.  But  I  made  a  greater  progress  in  the 
knowledge  of  mankind.  The  contraband  trade 
w  as  at  that  time  very  successful,  and  it  some- 
times happened  to  me  to  fall  in  with  those  who 
carried  it  on.  Scenes  of  swaggering  riot  and 
roaring  dissipation  were  till  this  timenew  to  me. 
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but  I  was  no  enemy  to  social  life.  Here,  though 
i  learnt  to  fill  my  glass,  and  to  mix  without  fear 
in  a  drunken  squabble,  yet  I  went  on  with  a 
high  hand  with  my  geometry ;  till  the  sun  en- 
tered Virgo,  a  month  which  is  always  a  carnival 
in  ray  bosom,  w^hen  a  charming  jillcttc^  who 
liA'ed  next  door  to  the  school,  overset  my  trigo- 
noi]cietry,  and  set  me  off  at  a  tangent  from  the 
sphere  of  my  studies.  I  however  struggled  on 
with  my  sines  and  co-sines  for  a  few  days  more ; 
but  stepping  into  the  garden  one  charming  noon 
to  take  the  sun's  altitude,  there  I  met  my  angel 

**  Like  Proserpine  gathering  flowers, 
"  Hcrselfa  fairer  flower." — 

It  was  in  vain  to  think  of  doing  any  more 
good  at  school.  The  remaining  week  I  staid  I 
did  nothing  but  craze  the  faculties  of  my  soul 
about  her,  or  steal  out  to  meet  her ;  and  the  t\\^ 
last  nights  of  my  stay  in  the  coijutry,  had  sleep 
been  a  mortal  sin,  the  image  of  this  modest  and 
innocent  girl  had  kept  me  guiltless. 

I  return^  home  very  considerably  improved. 
My  reading  was  enlarged  with  the  very  impor- 
tant addition  of  Thomson's  and  Shenstone^s 
Works;  I  had  seen  human  nature  in  a  new 
phasis ;  and  I  engaged  several  of  my  school- 
fellows to  keep  up  a  literary  correspondence 
with  me.  This  improved  me  in  composition. 
1  had  met  with  a  collection  of  lettei-s  by  the 
wits  of  Queen  Anne's  reign,  and  I  pored  over 
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thorn  most  devoutly.  I  kept  copies  of  any  of 
my  own  letters  that  pleased  me,  and  a  compari- 
son between  them  and  the  composition  of  most 
of  my  correspondents,  flattered  my  vanity*  I 
carried  this  whim  so  far,  that  though  I  had  not 
three  farthings  worth  of  business  in  the  worlds 
yet  almost  every  post  brought  me  as  many  let^ 
ters  as  if  I  had  been  a  broad  plodding  son  of 
day-book  and  ledger. 

i\Iy  life  flowed  on  much  in  the  same  course 
till  my  tT~enty-third  year.  Vive  V  amour ^  et  vive 
la  bagatelle^  were  my  sole  principles  of  action. 
The  addition  of  two  more  authors  to  my  library 
gave  me  great  pleasure ;  Sterne  and  M^Kenzie 
— Tristram  SJiandy  and  The  Man  of  Felling 
were  my  bosom  favourites.  Poesy  was  still  a 
darling  walk  for  my  mind,  but  it  was  only  in- 
dulged in  according  to  the  humour  of  the  hour, 
I  had  usually  half  a  dozen  or  more  pieces  on 
liand ;  I  took  up  one  or  other  as  it  suited  the 
momentary  tone  of  the  mind,  and  dismissed  the 
work  as  it  bordered  on  fatigue  JNIy  passions, 
when  once  lighted  up,  raged  like  so  many  devils^ 
till  they  got  vent  in  rhyme;  and  then  the  con- 
ning over  my  verses,  like  a  spell,  soothed  all 
into  quiet !  None  of  the  rhymes  of  those  days 
are  in  print,  except  Winter^  a  Dirge,*  the  eldest 
of  my  printed  pieces ;  Tlie  Death  of  poor  Mail* 
7/7',f  John  Barleycorn 4  and  songs  first,  second, 

•  See  Poems,  p.  143.    t  Poems,  p.  70.    J  Poems,  p.  57«. 
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and  third.*  Song  second  was  tlie  ebullition  of 
that  passion  which  ended  the  foreraentioned 
school-business. 

My  twenty-third  year  was  to  me  an  important 
anu  Partly  through  whim,  and  partly  that  I 
wished  to  set  about  doing  something  in  life,  I 
jomed  a  flax-dresser  in  a  neighbouring  town, 
(Irvin)  to  learn  his  trade.  This  was  an  unlucky 
affabr.  My  •  *  •  and  to  finish  the  whole, 
as  we  were  giving  a  welcoming  carousal  to  the 
new  year,  the  shop  took  fire  and  burnt  to  ashes, 
and  I  was  left  like  a  true  Poet,  not  ^  worth  a  six- 
pence. \ 

I  was  obliged  to  give  up  the  scheme;  the 
clouds  of  misfortune  were  gathering  thick  round 
my  father*s  head ;  and  what  was  worst  of  all,  he 
was  visibly  far  gone  in  a  consumption :  and  to 
crown  my  distresses,  a  belle Jillc,  whom  1  adored, 
and  who  had  pledged  her  soul  to  meet  me  in  the 
field  of  matrimony,  jilted  me,  with  peculiar  cir- 
cumstances  of  mortification.  The  finishing  evil 
that  brought  up  the  rear  of  this  infernal  file,  was 
my  oonsiitutiorial  melancholy  being  increased  to 
such  a  degree,  that  for  three  months,  I  was  in  a 
state  of  mind  scarcely  to  be  envied  by  the  hope- 
less vnretches  who  have  got  their  mittimus — 
Depart  Jrom  niCy  ye  curbed ! 

From  this  adventure  1  learned  something  of 
a  town  life ;  but  the  principal  thing  which  gave 

*  See  Poexns,  p.  381,  383,  385. 
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Biy  mind  a  turn^  was  a  friendship  1  Ibrmed  with 
a  young  fellow,  a  very  noble  characteF,  but  a 
hapless  son  of  misfortune.  lie  was  the  son  of 
a  simple  mechanic;  but  a  great  man  in  the 
neighbourhood  taking  him  under  his  patronage, 
gave  him  a  genteel  educatk>n,^  with  a  view  of 
bettering  his  situation  in  life.  The  patron  dying 
just  as  he  was  ready  to  launch  out  into  the 
world,  the  poor  fellow  in  despair  went  to  sea ; 
where,  after  a  variety  of  good  and  ill  fortune,  a 
little  before  I  was -acquainted  with  him,  he  had 
been  set  on  shore  by  an  American  privateer,  on 
the  wild  coast  of  Connaught,  stripped  of  every 
thing-  I  cannot  quit  this  i>oor  fellow's  story 
without  adding,  tliat  he  is  at  this  time  master  of 
a  large  West-lndiaraan  belonging  to  the  Thames. 
His  mind  was  fraught  with  independence^ 
magnanimity,  and  every  manly  virtue.  I  loved 
and  admired  him  to  a  degree  of  enthusiasm,  and 
of  course  strove  to  imitate  him.  In  some  measure 
1  succeeded:  I  had  pride  before,  but  he  taught 
it  to  flow  in  proper  channels.  His  knowledge 
of  the  world  was  vastly  superior  to  mine,  and 
I  was  all  attention  to  learn.  He  was  the  only 
man  1  ever  saw,  who  wae  a  greater  fool  than 
myself,  where  woman  was  the  presiding  star; 
but  he  spoke  of  illicit  love  with  the  levity  of  a 
sailor,  which  hitherto  I  had  regarded  with  hor- 
ror. Here  his  friendship  did  me  a  mischief,  and 
the  consequence  was,  that  soon  after  1  resumed 
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the  plough,  I  wrote  the  Poeft  Welcome*  My 
reading  only  increased  while  in  this  town  by 
two  stray  rolumes  of  Pamela^  and  one  of  Fer- 
dinand Count  Fathom,  which  gave  me  some 
idea  of  novels.  Rliyme,  except  some  religious 
pieces  that  are  in  print,  1  had  given  up ;  but 
meeting  with  Fergusson's  Scottish  Poems^  1 
strung  a-new  my  wildly-sounding  lyre  with 
emulating  vigour.  When  my  father  died,  his 
all  went  among  the  hell-hounds  that  growl  in 
the  kennel  of  justice ;  but  we  made  a  shift  to 
collect  a  little  money  in  the  family  amongst  us, 
ivith  which,  to  keep  us  together,  my  brother 
and  I  took  a  neighbouring  farm.  My  brother 
"wanted  my  hair-brained  ima^nation^  as  well  as 
my  social  and  amorous  madness ;  but  in  good 
sense,  and  every  sober  qualification,  he  was  far 
my  superior. 

I  entered  on  this  farm  with  a  full  resolution. 
Come,  go  tOf  I  will  be  wise !  I  read  farming 
books,  I  calculated  crops ;  I  attended  markets ; 
and  in  short,  in  spite  of  the  devil,  and  the  world, 
mnd  the  flesh,  I  believe  I  should  have  been  a 
wise  man ;  but  the  first  year,  firom  unfortunate- 
ly buying  bad  seed,  the  second  from  a  late  har- 
vest, we  lost  half  our  crops.  This  overset  all 
my  wisdom,  and  I  returned,  like  the^dog  to  hi&- 


*  Rob  the  Rhyrncr'i  Welcome  to  his  Ba»tard  Child,    See 
Poems,  p.  316. 
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V0mit,  and  the  sow  that  was  washed^  to  her  waU 
lowing  in  tlie  mire, 

I  now  began  to  be  known  in  the  neighbour- 
hood  as  a  maker  of  rhymes.  The  first  of  my 
poetic  offspring  that  saw  the  light,  was  a  bur- 
lesque lamentation  on  a  quarrel  between  two 
reverend  Calvinists,  both  of  them  dramatis  pe7^- 
sonas  in  my  Holy  Fair.  I  had  a  notion  myself, 
that  the  piece  had  some  merit ;  but  to  prevent 
the  worst,  I  gave  a  copy  of  it  to  a  friend  who 
was  very  fond  of  such  things,  and  told  him  tliat 
I  could  not  guess  who  was  the  author  of  it,  but 
that  I  thought  it  pretty  clever.  With  a  certain 
description  of  the  clergy,  as  well  as  laity,  it  met 
with  a  roar  of  applause.  Holy  Willie's  Prayer 
next  made  its  appearance,  and  alarmed  the  kirk- 
session  so  much,  that  they  held  several  meetings, 
to  look  over  their  spiritual  artillery,  if  haply  any 
of  it  might  be  pointed  against  profane  rhymers. 
Unluckily  for  me,  my  wanderings  led  me  on 
another  side,  within  point  blank  shot  of  their 
heaviest  metal.  This  is  the  unfortunate  story 
that  gave  rise  to  my  printed  poem,  TJie  Lament. 
Tliis  was  a  most  melancholy  affair,  which  I  can- 
not  yet  bear  to  reflect  on,  and  had  very  neai-ly^ 
given  me  one  or  two  of  the  principal  qualifica- 
tions for  a  ^)lace  among  those  who  have  lost  the 
chart,  and  mistaken  the  reckoning  of  Rationality. 
r  gave  up  my  part  of  the  farm  to  my  brother ; 
in  truth  it  was  only  nominally  mine ;  and  made 
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what  little  preparation  was  in  my  power  for 
Jamaica.  But,  before  leaving  my  native  coun- 
try for  ever,  I  resolved  to  publish  my  Poems. 
I  weighed  my  productions  as  impartially  as  was 
in  my  power ;  I  thought  they  had  merit ;  and  it 
was  a  delicious  idea  that  I  should  be  called  a 
•lever  follow,  even  though  it  should  never  reach 
my  ears — a  poor  negro-driver — or  perhaps  a 
victim  to  that  inhospitable  clime,  and  gone  to 
the  world  of  spirits !  I  can  truly  say,  that  pauvre 
inconnu  as  I  then  was,  I  had  pretty  nearly  as 
high  an  idea  of  myself  and  of  my  works,  as  I 
have  at  this  moment,  when  the  public  has  deci- 
ded in  their  favour.  It  ever  was  my  opinion, 
that  the  mistakes  and  blunders,  both  in  a  rational 
and  religious  point  of  view,  of  which  we  see 
thousands  daily  guilty,  are  owing  to  their  igno- 
rance of  themselves. — To  know  myself  had  been 
all  along  my  constant  study.  1  weighed  myself* 
alone ;  I  balanced  myself  with  others ;  I  watch- 
ed every  means  of  information,  to  see  how  much 
ground  I  occupied  as  a  man  and  as  a  Poet :  I 
studied  assiduously  nature's  design  in  my  form-, 
ation ;  where  the  lights  and  shades  in  my  cha- 
racter were  intended.  I  was  pretty  confident 
my  Poems  would  meet  with  some  applause ;  but 
at  the  worst,  the  roar  of  the  Atlantic  would 
deafen  the  voice  of  censure,  and  the  novelty  of 
West-Indian  scenes  make  me  forget  neglect.  I 
threw  off  six  hundred  copies,  of  which  I  had  got 
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liubscriptions  for  about  three  hundred  and  fifty. 
— My  vanity  was  highly  gratified  by  the  recep- 
tion I  met  with  from  the  public :  and  besides, 
I  pocketed,  all  expences  deducted,  nearly  twenty 
pounds.  This  sum  came  very  seasonably,  as  1 
was  thinking  of  indenting  myself,  for  want  of 
money  to  procure  my  passage.  As  soon  as  I 
was  master  of  nine  guineas,  the  price  of  wafting 
me  to  the  torrid  zone,  I  took  a  steerage  passage 
in  the  first  ship  that  was  to  sail  from  the  Clyde, 
for, 

*'  Hungry  ruin  had  me  in  the  wind." 

I  had  been  for  some  days  skulking  from  covert 
to  covert,  under  all  the  terrors  of  a  jail ;  as  some 
ill-advised  people  had  uncoupled  the  merdlesg 
pack  of  the  law  at  my  heels.  I  had  taken  the 
last  farewell  of  my  few  friends ;  my  chest  was 
on  the  road  to  Greenock,  I  had  composed  the 
last  song  T  should  ever  measure  in  Caledonia, 
The  gloomy  night  is  gatheriagfast*  when  a 
letter  from  Dr.  Blacklock  to  a  friend  of  mine, 
overthrew  all  my  schemes,  by  opening  new  pro- 
spects to  my  poetic  ambition.  The  doctor  be- 
longed to  a  set  of  critics,  for  whose  applause  I 
had  not  dared  to  hope.  His  opinion,  that  I 
would  meet  with  encouragement  in  Edinbiurgh 
for  a  second  edition,  fired  me  so  much,  that 
away  I  posted  for  that  city,  without  a  single 

*  See  Poems,  p.  392. 
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acquaintance,  or  a  single  letter  of  introduction. 
The  baneful  star  tliat  had  so  long  shed  its  blast- 
ing influence  in  my  zenith,  for  once  made  a  revo- 
hition  to  tlic  nadir ;  and  a  kind  Providence  pla- 
ced me  under  the  patronage  of  one  of  the  noblest 
of  men,  the  Earl  of  Glencairn.  Oublie  moi, 
graTid  Dieu,  si  Jamais  Je  V  oublie ! 

I  need  relate  no  farther.  At  Edinburgh  1 
was  in  a  new  world ;  I  mingled  among  many- 
classes  of  men,  but  all  of  them  new  to  me,  and  1 
was  all  attention  to  catch  the  characters  and  the 
manners  living  as  they  rise.     Whether  I  have 

profited,  time  will  shew. 

•         •   .     «        •        « 

My  most  respectful  compliments  to  Miss  W. 
Her  very  elegant  and  friendly  letter  I  cannot 
answer  at  present,  as  my  presence  is  requisite  in 
Edinburgh,  and  I  set  out  to-morrow. 


No.  37. 
To  Mu.  WALKER,  Blair  ofAthole. 

Inverness,  5th.  Dec.  1787. 
My  Dear  Sir, 

I  HAVE  just  time  to  write  the  forego- 
ing,* and  to  tell  you  that  it  was  (at  least  most 
part  of  it)  the  effiision  of  an  half-hour  I  spent 

•  The  Humble  Petition  of  Bniar- water  to  the  Duke  of 
Athole.     See  Poems^  p.  238. 
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at  Bruar.  I  do  not  mean  it  was  extempore^  for 
I  have  endeavoured  to  brush  it  up  as  well  as  Mr. 
N — ^"s  chat,  and  the  jogging  of  the  chaise  would 
allow.  It  eases  my  heart  a  good  deal,  as  rhyme 
is  the  coin  with  which  a  Poet  pays  his  debts  of 
honour  or  gratitude.  What  I  owe  to  the  noble 
family  of  A  thole,  of  the  first  kind,  I  shall  ever 
proudly  boast ;  what  1  ow^  of  the  last,  so  help 
me  God  in  my  hour  of  need!  I  shall  never 
forget. 

The  "little  angel-band!"   I  declare  I  prayed 
for  them  very  sincerely  to-day  at  the  fall  of  Fyars. 
I  shall  never  forget  the  fine  family  piece  I  saw 
at  Blair :   the  amiable,  the  truly  noble  duchess, 
with  her  smiling  little  seraph  in  her  lap,  at  the 
head  of  the  table :    the  lovely   **  olive  plants,"* 
as  the  Hebrew  bard  finely  says,  round  the  happy 
mother:    the  beautiful  Mrs.  C — ;    the  lovely, 
sweet  Miss  C.  &c.     I  wish  I  had  the  powers  of 
Guido  to  do  th^m  justice !    My  Ix)rd  Duke's 
kind  hospitality — ^markedly  kind  indeed.     Mr," 
G—  of  F — 's  charms  of  conversation— ^Sir  W. 
M — *s  friendship.     In  short,  the  recollection  of 
all  that  polite,  agreeable  company  raises  an  ho« 
nest  glow  in  my  bosom. 
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No.  38. 
To  Mr.  gilbert  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  17lh.  September.  17S7. 
My  Deau  Beothek. 

1  ARRIVED  here  safe  yesterday  even- 
ing after  a  tour  of  twenty-two  days,  and  travel- 
ling near  six  hundred  miles,  windings  included. 
My  farthest  stretch  was  about  ten  miles  beyond 
Inverness,  I  went  thro*  the  heart  of  the  High- 
lands  by  Crieff,  Taymouth,  the  famous  seat  of 
Lord  Breadalbane,  down  the  Tay,  among  cas- 
ttdes  and  druidical  circles  of  stones,  to  Dunkeld^ 
a  seat  of  the  Duke  of  Athole;  thence  cross  Tay 
and  up  one  of  his  tributary  streams  to  Blair  of 
Athole,  another  of  the  duke*s  seats,  where  I  had 
fte  honour  of  spending  nearly  two  days  with  his 
grace  and  family :  thence  many  miles  through  a 
wild  country,  among  cliffs  grey  with  eternal 
9iowSp  and  gloomy  savage  glens,  till  I  crossed 
Spey  and  went  down  the  stream  through  Strath- 
spey, so  famous  in  Scottish  music;  Badenoch, 
fcc  till  1  reached  Grant  Castle,  where  1  spent 
half  a  day  with  Sir  James  Grant  and  family ;  and 
then  crossed  the  country  for  Fort  George,  but 
called  by  the  way  at  Cawdor,  the  ancient  seat^of 
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Macbeth;  there  I  saw  the  identical  bed,  in 
which  tradition  says  king  Duncan  was  murder- 
ed :  lastly  from  Fort  George  to  Inverness. 

I  returned  by  the  coast,  through  Nairn,  Forres, 
and  so  on,  to  Aberdeen ;  thence  to  Stonehive, 
where  James  Burness,  from  Montrose,  met  me 
by  appointment.  I  spent  two  days  among  our 
relations,  and  found  our  aunts  Jean  and  Isabel 
still  alive,  and  hale,  old  women.  John  Caird, 
though  bom  the  same  year  with  our  father, 
Avalks  as  vigorously  as  I  can :  they  have  had 
several  letters  from  his  son  in  New  York.  Wil- 
liam Brand  is  likewise  a  stout  old  fellow ;  but 
further  particulars  1  delay  till  I  see  you^  which 
will  be  in  two  or  three  weeks.  The  rest  of  my 
stages  are  not  worth  rehearsing :  warm  as  1  was 
from  Ossian's  country,  where  I  had  seen  his 
very  grave,  what  cared  I  for  fishing-towns  or 
fertile  carses  ?  I  slept  at  the  famous  Brodie  of 
Brodie's  one  night,  and  dined  at  Gordon  Castle 
next  day  with  the  duke,  duchess,  and  family. — 
1  am  thinking  to  cause  my  old  mare  to  meet  me^ 
by  means  of  John  Ronald,  at  Glasgow ;  but  you 
shall  hear  farther  from  me  before  I  leave  Edin- 
burgh. My  duty  and  many  compliments  from 
the  north  to  my  mother;  and  my  brotherly 
compliments  to  the  rest.  I  have  been  trying  for 
a  birth  for  William,  but  am  not  likely  to  be 
successful.    FarewelL 
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No.  39. 

FROM  Mr.  W***. 

Athok  House,  lath.  Sept.  1787. 

Y  OUR  letter  of  the  5th.  reached  me  onfy 
on  the  11th ;   what  auk  ward  route  it  had  taken 
I  know  not ;  but  it  deprived  me  of  the  pleasure 
of  writing  to  you  in  the  manner  you  proposed, 
as  you  must  have  left  Dundee  before  a  letter 
could  possibly  have  got  there.     I  hope  your 
disappointment  on  being  forced  to  leave  us  was 
as  great  as  appeared  from  your  expressions.  This 
is  the  best  consolation  for  the  greatness  of  ours. 
I  still  think  with  vexation  on  that  ill-timed  in- 
disposition  which  lost  me  a  day's  enjoyment  of 
a  man   (1  speak  without  flattery)  possessed  of 
those  very  dispositions  and  talents  1  most  ad- 
mire; one    ♦♦♦*•**♦♦•* 
♦    *    *    *    You  know  how  anxious  the  Duke 
ivas  to  have  another  day  of  you,  and  to  let  Mr. 
X)undas  have  the  pleasure  of  your  conversation 
as  the  best  dainty  with  which  he  could  entertain 
an  honoured  guest.     You-  know  likewise  the 
eagerness  the  ladies  shewed  to  detain  you ;   but 
perhaps  yoii  do  not  know  the  scheme  which  they 
devised,  with  their  usual  fertility  in  resources. 
One  of  the  servants  was  sent  to  your  driver,  ta 
4.  P 
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bribe  him  to  loosen  or  pull  off  a  shoe  from  one 
of  his  horses,  but  the  ambush  failed.  Proh 
mirum!  Tlie  driver  was  hicorruptible.  Your 
verses  have  given  much  delight,  and  I  think 
will  produce  their  proper  effect.*  They  pro- 
duced a  powerful  one  immediately,  for  the 
morning  after  I  read  them,  we  all  set  out  in 
procession  to  the  Bniar,  where  none  of  the  ladies 
had  been  these  seven  or  eight  years,  and  again 
enjoyed  them  there.  The  passages  we  most  ad- 
mired are  the  description  of  the  dying  trouU. 
Of  the  high  fall  "  twisting  strength,"  is  a  happy 
picture  of  the  upper  part.  The  characters  of  the 
birds,  "  mild  and  mellow'*  is  the  thrush  itself. 
The  benevolent  anxiety  for  their  happiness  and 
safety  I  highly  approve.  The  two  stanzas  be- 
ginning "  Here  haply  too" — darkly  dashingy  is 
most  descriptively  Ossianic. 

Here  I  cannot  deny  myself  the  pleasure  of 
mentioning  an  incident  which  happened  yester- 
day at  the  Bruar.  As  we  passed  the  door  of  a 
most  miserable  hovel,  an  old  woman  curtsied  to 
us,  with  looks  of  such  poverty  and  such  con- 
tentment, that  each  of  us  involuntarily  gave  her 
some  money.  She  was  astonished,  and  in  the 
confusion  of  her  gratitude  invited  us  in.     Miss 


•  The  Humble  Petition  of  Bruar-water  to  the  Duke  of 
Athole.     See  Poems,  p.  ^3%, 
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C.  and  I,  that  we  might  not  hurt  her  delicacy, 
entered — ^but,  good  God !  what  wretchedness !  It 
was  a  cow-house,  her  own  cottage  had  been 
burnt  last  winter.  The  poor  old  creature  stood 
perfectly  silent — ^looked  at  Miss  C.  then  at  the 
money,  and  burst  into  tears — jSIiss  C.  joined  her, 
and  with  a  vehemence  of  sensibility  took  out 
her  purse,  and  empied  it  into  the  old  woman's 
lap.  What  a  charming  scene !  A  sweet  accom- 
plished girl  of  seventeen  in  so  angelic  a  situation. 
Take  your  pencil  and  paint  her  in  your  most 
glewing  tints.  Hold  her  up  amidst  the  dark- 
ness of  this  scene  of  human  woe,  to  the  icy 
dames  that  flaunt  through  the  gayeties  of  life 
without  ever  feeling  one  generous,  one  .gi-eat 
emotion. 

Two  days  after  you  left  us,  I  went  to  Tay- 
mouth.  It  is  a  charming  place,  but  still  I  think 
art  has  been  too  busy.  Let  me  be  your  Cicer- 
one for  two  days  at  Dunkeldj  and  you  will  ac- 
knowledge that  in  the  beauties  of  naked  nature 
we  are  not  surpassed.  The  loch,  the  Gotliic 
arcade,  and  the  fall  of  the  hermitage,  gave  me 
most  delight.  But  I  think  tlio  last  has  not  been 
taken  proper  advantage  of.  The  hermitage  is 
too  much  in  the  common  place  style.  Every 
body  expects  the  couch,  the  book  press,  and  the 
hairy  gown.  The  duke's  idea  I  think  better. 
A  rich  and  elegant  apartment  is  an  excellent 
contrast  to  a  scene  of  Alpine  horrors. 
1^  3 
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1  must  now  beg  your  permission  (unless  you 
have  some  other  design)  to  have  your  verses 
printed.  They  appear  to  me  extremely  correct, 
and  some  particular  stanzas  would  give  universal 
pleasure.  Let  me  know  however  if  you  incline 
to  give  them  any  farther  touches. 

Were  they  in  some  of  the  public  papers,  we 
could  more  easily  disseminate  them  among  our 
friends,  which  many  of  us  are  anxious  to  do. 

When  you  pay  your  promised  visit  to  the 
Braes  of  Ochtertyre,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Graham  of 
Balgowan  beg  to  have  the  pleasure  of  conduct- 
ing you  to  the  bower  of  Bessy  Bell  and  Mary 
Grajfy  which  is  now  in  their  possession.  The 
Duchess  would  give  any  consideration  for  ano- 
ther sight  of  your  letter  to  Dr.  Moore ;  we  must 
fall  upon  some  method  of  procuring  it  few  her. 
I  shall  enclose  this  to  our  mutual  friend  Dr. 
B********  who  may  forward  it.  I  shall  be  ex- 
tremely happy  to  hear  from  you  at  your  first 
leisure.  Inclose  your  letter  in  a  caver  addressed 
to  the  Duke  of  Athole,  Dunkeld. 
God  bless  you, 
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No.  40. 
FROM  Mr,  JOHN  MURDOCH. 

Londoh^  2Sth.  October,  1787. 
My  Dear  Sir, 

As  my  friend,  Mr.  Brown,  is  going  from 
this  place  to  your  neighbourhood,  I  embrace  the 
opportunity  of  telling  you  that  I  am  yet  alive, 
tolerably  well,  and  always  in  expectation  of  be- 
ing better.  By  the  much-valued  letters  before 
me,  I  see  that  it  was  my  duty  to  have  given 
you  this  intelligence  about  three  years  and  nine 
months  ago ;  and  have  nothing  to  alledge  as  an 
excuse,  but  that  we  poor,  busy,  bustling  bodies 
in  London,  are  so  much  taken  up  with  the  vari- 
ous pursuits  in  which  we  are  here  engaged,  that 
we  seldom  think  of  any  person,  creature,  place, 
or  thing,  that  is  absent.  But  this  is  not  alto- 
gether the  case  with  me;  for  I  often  think  of 
you,  and  HorniCy  and  Russel,  and  an  unfathomed 
depthy  and  lowcm  hrunstane,  all' in  the  same 
minute,  although  you  and  they  are  <as  I  sup- 
pose) at  a  considerable  distance.  1  flatter  my- 
self, however,  with  the  pleasing  thought,  that 
you  and  I  shall  meet  some  time  or  other,  either 
in  Scotland  or  England.  If  ever  you  come 
hither,  you  will  have  the  satisfaction  of  seeing 
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your  Poems  relished  by  the  Caledonians  in 
London,  full  as  much  as  they  can  be  by  those  of 
Edinburgh.  We  frequently  repeat  some  of 
your  verses  in  our  Caledonian  society ;  and  you 
may  believe  that  I  am  not  a  little  vain,  that  1 
have  had  some  share  in  cultivating  such  a  geni- 
us. I  was  not  absolutely  certain  that  you  were 
the  author,  till  a  few  days  ago,  when  I  made  a 
visit  to  Mrs,  Hill,  Dr.  M'ComVs  eldest  daugh- 
ter, who  lives  in  town,  and  who  told  me  that 
she  was  informed  of  it  by  a  letter  from  her  sister 
in  Edinburgh,  with  whom  you  had  been  in 
company  when  in  tliat  capital. 

Pray  let  me  know^  if  you  have  any  intention 
of  visiting  this  huge,  overgrowii  metropolis.  It 
would  aflbrd  matter  for  a  large  poem.  Here 
you  would  have  an  opportunity  of  indulging 
your  vein  in  the  study  of  mankind,  perhaps  to 
a  greater  degree  than  in  any  city  upon  the  face 
of  the  globe ;  for  the  inhabitants  of  London,  as 
you  know,  are  a  collection  of  all  nations,  kind- 
reds, and  tongues,  who  make  it,  as  it  were,  the 
centre *of  their  commerce. 

•         «         «         i»        «         4f         4|F 

Present  my  respectful  compliments  to  Mrs. 
Bums,  to  my  dear  friend  Gilbert,  and  all  the 
rest  of  her  amiable  children.  May  the  Father  of 
the  universe  bless  you  all  with  those  principles 
and  dispositions,  that  the  best  of  parents  took 
such  uncommon  pains  to  instil  into  your  minds^ 
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from  your  earliest  infancy.  May  you  live  as  he 
did :  if  you  do,  you  can  never  be  unhappy.  I 
feel  myself  grown  serious  all  at  once,  and  aflfect- 
cd  in  a  manner  I  cannot  describe.  1  shall  only 
add,  that  it  is  one  of  the  greatest  pleasures  I 
promise  myself  before  I  die,  that  of  seeing  the 
family  of  a  man  whose  memory  I  revere  more 
than  that  of  any  person  that  ever  I  was  acquiant- 
ed  with.  1  am,  my  dear  friend. 

Yours,  sincerely, 
JOHN  MURDOCH. 


No.  41. 
FROM  Mrs. 

^###»*»#/,.  Castle,  30th.  November,  1787- 


SiK, 


1  HOPE  you  will  do  me  the  justice  to 
believe,  that  it  was  no  defect  in  gratitude  for 
your  punctual  performance  of  your  parting  pro- 
mise, that  has  made  me  so  long  in  acknowledg- 
ing it,  but  merely  the  difficidty  I  had  in  getting 
the  Highland  songs  you  wished  to  have,  accu- 
rurately  noted;  they  are  at  last  inclosed,  but 
how  shall  I  convey  along  with  them  those  gi^aces 
they  acquired  from  the  melodious  voice  of  one 
of  the  fair  spirits  of  the  hill  of  Kildrummie ! 
These  I  must  leave  to  your  imagination  to  sup 
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ply.  It  has  powers  sufficient  to  transport  you 
to  her  side,  to  recall  her  accents,  and  to  make 
them  still  vibrate  in  the  ears  of  memory.  To 
her  I  am  indebted  for  getting  the  inclosed  notes 
They  are  clothed  with  ^  thoughts  that  breathe, 
and  words  that  burn/*  Tfiese  however,  being 
in  an  tmknown  tongue  to  you,  you  must  again 
have  recourse  to  that  same  fertile  imagination  of 
yours  to  interpret  them,  and  suppose  a  lover's 
description  of  the  beauties  of  an  adored  mistress 
— ^why  did  I  say  unknown  ?  The  language  of 
love  is  an  universal  one,  that  seems  to  have 
escaped  the  confusion  of  Babel,  and  to  be  under- 
stood by  all  nations, 

I  rejoice  to  find  that  you  were  pleased  with  so- 
many  things,  persons,  and  places,  in  your  north- 
em  tour,  because  it  pleads  me  to  hope  you  may 
be  induced  to  revisit  them  again.  That  the 
old  castle  of  K*******k,  and  its  inhabitants, 
were  amongst  these,  adds  to  my  satisfaction.  I 
am  even  vain  enough  to  admit  your  very  flatter- 
ing application  of  the  line  of  Addison's ;  at  any . 
rate  allow  me  to  believe  that  "  friendship  will 
maintain  the  ground  she  has  occupied,"  in  both 
our  hearts  in  spite  of  absence,  and  that  when  we 
do  meet,  it  will  be  as  acquaintance  of  a  score  of 
years  standing ;  and  on  this  footing  consider  me 
as  interested  m  the  future  course  of  your  fame 
50  splendidly  commenced.  Any  communications 
of  the  progress  of  your  muse  will  be  received 
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with  great  gratitiide,  and  the  fire  of  your  genius 
(fill  have  power  to  warm,  even  us,  frozen  sisters 
of  the  nortTi. 

The  friends  of  K*»*****k  and  K»*******e 
unite  in  cordial  regards  to  you.  When  you  in- 
cline to  figure  either  in  your  idea,  suppose  some 
of  us  reading  your  poems,  and  some  of  us  sing- 
ing your  songs,  and  my  little  Hugh  looking  at 
your  picture,  and  you'll  seldom  be  wrong.  We 
remember  Mr.  N.  with  as  much  good  will  as  we 
do  any  body  who  hurried  Mr.  Bums  from  us. 

Farewell  sir,  I  can  only  contribute  the  widow's 
mite  to  the  esteem  and  admiration  excited  by 
your  merits  and  genius,  but  this  I  give  as  she 
did,  with  all  my  heart---being  sincerely  yours. 


No.  42. 
To  D^LRYMPLE,  Esq. 

OF  ORANGEFIELD. 

Dear  Sir,  Edinburgh,  1787. 

I  SUPPOSE  the  devil  is  so  elated  with 
his  success  with  you,  that  he  is  determined  by  a 
coup  de  main  to  complete  his  purposes  on  you 
all  at  once,  in  making  you  a  Poet.  I  broke 
open  the  letter  you  sent  me ;  hummed  over  the 
rhymes;  and,  a&I  saw  they  were  extempore, 
4.  Q 
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said  to  myself  they  were  very  well :  but  when 
1  saw  at  the  bottom  a  name  that  I  shall. ever 
value  with  grateful  respect,  "  I  gapit  wide  but 
naething  spak."  I  was  nearly  as  much  struck  as 
the  friends  of  Job,  of  affiction-bearing  memory, 
when  they  sat  down  with  him  seven  days  and 
seven  nights,  and  spake  not  a  word. 

I  am  naturally  of  a  superstitious  cast,  and  as 
soon  as  my  wonder-scared  imagination  regained 
its  consciousness,  and>  resumed  its  functions,  I 
cast  about  what  this  mania  of  yours  might  por- 
tend. My  foreboding  ideas  had  the  wide  stietcli 
of  possibility  :  and  several  events,  great  in  their 
magnitude  and  in  their  consequences,  occurred 
to  my  fancy.  The  downfall  of  the  conclave,  or 
the  crushing  of  the  cork  rumps ;  a  Ducal  coro- 
net to  Lord  George  Q  ■  -,  and  the  protestant 
interest ;  or  Saint  Peter's  keys,  to  *****  * 

You  want  to.knoyir  how  I  come"  on.  I  am 
ust  in  statu  quo  ;^or,  not  to  insult  a  gentleman 
with  my*  Latin,  in  ••^aiild-use  and  wont.**  The 
noble  Earl  of  Glencaim  took  me  by  the  hand 
to-day,  and  interested  himself  in.  ray  concerns, 
with  a  goodness,  like  that  benevolent  beings 
whose  image  he  so  richly  bears.  He  is  a  strong- 
er proof  of  the  immortality  of  the  soul,  than  any 
that  philosophy  ever  produced.  A  miijd  like 
his  can  never  die.  Let  the  worsliipful  squire 
H.  L.  or,  the  reverend  Mass  J.  liJ.  go  into  their 
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primitive  nothing.  At  best  they  are  but  ill  di- 
gested  lumps  of  chaos,  only  one  of  them  strong- 
ly tinged  with  bituminous  particles  and  sul- 
phureous eflBuvia.  But  my  noble  patron,  eter- 
nal as  the  heroic  swell  (^magnanimity,  and  the 
generous  throb  of  benevolence,  shall  look  on 
with  princely  eye  at  "  the  war  of  elements,  the 
**  wreck  of  matter,  and  the  crush  of  worlds." 


No.  4f3.      . 

To  Mes.  DUNLOP. 

Edinburgh,  ilst  January,  1788. 

After  six  weeks  confinement,  1  am 
beginning  to  walk  across  the  room.  They  have 
been  six  hprribte  weeks ;  anguish  and  low  spirits 
made  hie  uofit  to  read,"*write,  or  think. 

1  have  a  hundred  times  wished-that  one  could 
resign  life  as  an  officer  r9&igiis  a  commission :  for 
I  would  not  take  iTf,,  any,  poor,  agnQrant  wretch, . 
by  selling  out.  Lately-1  wg^  a' sixpenny  private ; 
and  God  knoWs,  a  miserable  soldier  enough ; 
*now  I  march  to  the  campaign;  a  starving  cadet : 
a  little  more  conspicuously  wretched. 
-  I  am  ashamed  of  all  this ;  for*  though  I  do 
want  bravery  for  the  warfare  of  life,  I  could 
wish,  like  some  other  soldiers,  to  have  as  much 
Q  2 
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fortitude  or  cunning  as  to  dissemble  or  to  eon- 
ceal  my  cowardice. 

As  soon  as  1  can  bear  tlie  journey,  whicli  will 
be,  I  suppose,  about  the  middle  of  next  week ; 
1  leave  Edinburgh,  and  soon  after  I  shall  pay 
my  grateful  duty  at  Dunlop-house. 


No,  44. 

EXTRACT  OF  A  LETTER. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Edinburgh^  12th.  February y  1788. 

Some  things,  in  your  late  letters,  hurt 
me :  not  that  you  say  them,  but  that  you  mistake 
me.  Religion,  my  honoured  madam,  has  not 
only  been  all  my  life  my  chief  dependence,  but 
my  dearest  enjoyment.  1  have  indeed  been  the 
luckless  victim  of  wayward  follies ;  but,  alas !  I 
have  ever  been  "more  fool  than  knave."  A 
mathematician  without  religion,  is  a  probable 
character ;  an  irreli^ous  Poet,  is  a  monster. 
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No.  45. 
TO  A  LADY. 

Mossgiely  7t/i.  Maixh,  1788 
Madam, 

1  HE  last  paragraph  in  yours  of  the  30th. 
February,  affected  me  most,  so  1  shall  begin 
my  answer  where  you  ended  your  letter..  1'hat 
I  am  often  a  sinner  with  any  little  wit  I  have, 
1  do  confess :  but  I  have  taxed  my  recollection 
to  no  purpose,  to  find  out  when  it  was  employ- 
ed against  you.  I  hate  an  ungenerous  sarcasm, 
a  great  deal  worse  than  I  do  the  devil ;  at  least  as 
Milton  describes  him ;  and  though  I  may  be  ras- 
cally enough  to  be  sometimes  guilty  of  it  myself, 
I  cannot  endure  it  in  others.  You,  my  honoured 
friend,  who  cannot  appear  in  any  light,  but  you 
are  sure  of  being  respectable — you  can  afford 
to  pass  by  an  occasion  to  display  your  wit,  be- 
cause you  may  depend  for  fame  on  your  sense ; 
or  if  you  chuse  to  be  silent,  you  know  you  can 
rely  on  the  gratitude  of  many  and  the  esteem  of 
all ;  but  God  help  us  who  are  wits  or  witlings 
by  profession,  if  we  stand  not  for  famq  there,  we 
sink  unsupported ! 
I  am  highly  flattered  by  the  news  you  tell  me 
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of  Coila*  I  may  say  to  the  fair  painter  who 
does  me  so  much  honour,  as  Dn  Beattie  says  to 
Ross  the  Poet,  of  his  muse  Scota,  from  which, 
by  the  bye,  1  took  the  idea  of  Coila :  ('Tis  a 
poem  of  Beattie's  in  the  Scots  dialect,  which 
perhaps  you  have  never  seen.) 

"  Ye  shak  your  head^  but  o'  my  fegs, 
'^  Ye'vc  set  auld  Scota  on  her  legs : 
"  Lang  had  she  lien  wi'  buffe  and  flags, 

'^  Bombaz'd  and  dizzie, 
"  Her  fiddle  wanted  strings  and  pegs, 

'^  Waes  me,  poor  hizzie  !'* 


No.  46. 

To  Mk.  ROBERT  CLEGHORN. 

Mauchliney  Sl$t.  March,  1788. 

Yesterday,  my  dear  sir,  as  I  was 
riding  thro'  a  track  of  melancholy,  joyless  muirs, 
between  Galloway  and  Ayrshire ;  it  being  Sun- 
day, I  turned  my  thoughts  to  psalms  and  hymns, 
and  spiritual  songs ;  and  your  favourite  air,  Copt 
Okean,  coming  at  length  in  my  head,  I  tried 
these  words  to  it.  You  will  see  that  the  first 
part  of  the  tune  must  be  repeated.f 

*  A  Lady  was  making  a  picture  from  the  decription  of 
Coila  in  the  Fision. 

t  Here  the  bard  gives  the  first  Btanza  of  the  Chevalier's^ 
LanierU. 
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I  am  tolerably  pleased  with  tlieso  verses,  but 
as  1  have  only  a  sketch  of  the  tune,  I  leave  it 
with  you  to  try  if  tliey  suit  the  measure  of  the 
music. 

I  am  so  harrassed  with  care  and  anxiety,  about 
this  farming  project  of  mine,  that  my  muse  has 
degenerated  into  the  veriest  prose-wench,  that 
ever  picked  cinders,  or  followed  a  tinker. — 
When  I  am  fairly  got  into  the  routine  of  busi- 
ness, I  shall  trouble  you  with  a  longer  epistle ; 
perhaps  with  some  queries  respecting  farming : 
at  present,  the  world  sits  such  a  load  on  my 
mind,  that  it  has  effaced  almost  every  trace  of 
the in  me. 

My  very  best  compliments,  and  good  wishes 
to  Mrs.  Cleghorn. 


Madam, 


No.  47- 
To  Mrs.  DUNLOP. 

Mauchline,  28/Z?.  April  1788- 


Y  OUR  powers  of  reprehension  must  be 
great  indeed,  as  1  assure  you  they  made  my 
heart  ache  with  penitential  pangs,  even  though 
1  was  really  not  guilty.  As  I  commence  far- 
mer at  Whitsunday,  you  will  easily  guess  I 
muit  be  pretty  busy ;  but  that  is  not  all    As  I 
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got  the  offer  of  the  excise  business  without  soli- 
citation ;  and  as  it  cost  me  only  six  months  at- 
tendance for  instructions,  to  entitle  me  to  a  com- 
mission ;  which  commission  lies  by  me,  and  at 
any  future  period  on  my  simple  petition  can  be 
resumed;  1  thought  five  and  thirty  pounds  a 
year  was  no  bad  dernier  resort  for  a  poor  poet, 
if  fortune  in  her  jade  tricks  should  kick  him 
down  from  the  little  eminence  to  which  she  has 
lately  helped  him  up. 

For  this  reason,  I  am  at  present  attending 
these  instructions,  to  have  them  completed  be- 
fore Whitsunday.  Still,  madam,  I  prepared 
with  the  sincerest  pleasure  to  meet  you  at  the 
Mount,  and  came  to  my  brother's  on  Saturday 
night,  to  set  out  on  Sunday ;  but  for  some  niglits 
preceding  I  had  slept  in  an  apartment,  where 
the  force  of  the  winds  and  rains  was  only  miU* 
gated  by  being  siflcd  through  numberless  aper- 
tures in  the  windows,  walls,  &c.  In  consequence 
I  was  on  Sunday,  Monday,  and  part  of  Tuesday 
unable  to  stir  out  of  bed,  with  all  the  miserable 
effects  of  a  violent  cold. 

You  see,  madam,  the  truth  of  the  French 
maxim,  Le  vrai  7Cest  pas  toujours  Ic  vrai-scm- 
hlable ;  your  last  was  so  full  of  expostulation, 
and  was  something  so  like  the  language  of  an 
offended  friend,  that  I  began  to  tremble  for  a 
correspondence,  which  I  had  with  grateful  plea- 
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sure  set  down  as  one  of  the  greatest  enjoyments 
of  my  future  life. 

4t       «       «       «       «       «       * 

Your  books  have  delighted  me;  Vif^git, 
Dryden,  and  Tasso^  were  all  equally  strangers, 
to  me ;  but  of  this  more  at  large  in  my  next. 


No.  48. 
To  PROFESSOR  DUGALD  STEWART. 

Sir,  JkrauckliTtCt  SiL  May^  1788. 

1  INCLOSE  you  one  or  two  more  6f  my 
bagatelles.  If  the  fervent  wi&Iies  of  hon.est 
gratitude  have  any  influence  with  that  great, 
unknown  Being,  who  frames  die  chain  of  causes 
and  events;  prosperity  and  happiness  wUl  at- 
tend your  visit  to  the  Continent,  and  return 
you  safe  to  your  native  sliore. 

Wherever  1  am,  allow  me.  Sir,  to  claim  it  as 
riiy  privilege,  to  acquamt  you  with  my  progress 
in  luy  trade  of  rhymes;  as  I  am  sure  1  could 
say  it  with  truth,  that,  next  to  my  little  fame, 
and  the  liaving  it  in  my  power  to  make  hie 
more  comfortable  to  those  whom  nature^ has 
made  dear  tame,  I  shall  ever  regard  your  coim- 
tenance,  your  patronage,  your  friendly  good 
offices,  as  the  most  valued  consequence  of  my 
late  success  in  life. 

4.  R 
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No.  49. 

EXTRACT  OF  A  LETTER 

To  Mrs.  DUNLOP. 

MauchlincAth.  May,  1788. 
Madam, 

DrYDEN's  Virgil  has  delighted  me.~ 
1  do  not  know  whether  the  critics  will  agree 
with  me,  but  the  Georgics  are  to  me  by  far  the 
best  of  Virgil.  It  is  indeed  a  species  of  writing 
entirely  new  to  me;  and  has  filled  my  head 
with  a  thousand  fancies  of  emulation  :  but  alas ! 
when  I  read  the  Georgics,  and  then  survey  my 
own  powers,  'tis  like  the  idea  of  a  Shetland  po^ 
ney,  drawn  up  by  tlie  side  of  a  thorough«bred 
hunter,  to  start  for  the  plate.  I  own  I  am  dis- 
appointed in  the  Mneid.  Faultless  correctness 
may  please,  and  does  highly  please  the  lettered 
critic ;  but  to'that  aweful  character  I  have  not  the 
most  distant  pretensions.  I  do  not  know  •  whe- 
ther I  do  not  hazard  my  pretensions  to  be  a 
critic  of  any  kind,  when  I  say  that  I  think  Vir- 
gil,  in  many  instances,  o.  servile  cppier  of  Homer. 
If  1  had  the  Odyssey  by  me,  I  could  parallel 
many  passages  where  Virgil  has  evidently  copi- 
ed, but  by  no  means  improved.  Homer.  Nor 
can  I  think  there  is  any  thing  of  this  owing  to 
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the  translators;  for,  from  every  thing  I  have 
seen  of  Dryden»  1  think  him  in  genius,  and 
fluency  of  language.  Pope's  master,  I  have  not 
perused  Tasso  enough  to  form  an  opinion :  in 
some  future  letter  you  shall  have  my  ideas  of 
him ;  though  I  am  conscious  my  criticisms  must 
be  very  inaccurate  and  imperfect,  as  there  I 
have  ever  felt  and  lamented  my  want  of  learning 
most. 


No.   50- 
TO  THE  SAME. 

Madam,  27th.  May,  1788, 

1  HAVE  been  torturing  my  philosophy 
to  no  purpose,  to  account  for  that  kind  partiality 
of  yours,  which  unlike  ♦  •  ♦  #  •  * 
#  »  •  #  «  j,ag  followed  me  in  my  return 
to  the  shade  of  life,  with  assiduous  benevolence. 
Often  did  1  regret,  in  the  fleeting  hours  of  my 
late  will-o-wisp  appearance,  that  **  here  I  had  no 
continuing  dty ;"  and,  but  for  the  consolation  of 
a  few  solid  guineas,  could  almost  lament  the 
time  that  a  momentary  acquaintance  with  wealth 
and  splendour,  put  me  so  much  out'  of  conceit 
with  the  sworn  companions  of  my  road  through 
fife,  insignificance  and  poverty. 

R  S 
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Tlieite  are  few  circumstances  relating  to  tJi*^ 
unequal  distribution  of  the  good  things  of  this 
life,  that  give  me  mol-e  venation  {I  ftiean  in 
what  I.  see  ground  me)  tlian  the  importance  the 
opufent  bestow  on  their  trifling  family  afKiirSi 
compared  with  the  very  same  things  on  the  con- 
tracted scale  of  a  cottage.  Last  afternoon  I  had 
th^  honour  to  ^petid  an  hour  or  two  at  a  good 
woman's  fire  side,  where  the  planks  that  com- 
posed the  floor  were  decorated  with  a  splendid^ 
carpet,  and  the  gay  table  sparkled  with  silver 
and  china.  'Tis  noW  about  term  day,  and  there 
has  been  a  revolution  among  those  creatures, 
who,  though  in  appearance,  partakers  and  equal- 
ly noble  partakers  of  the  same  nature  with  Ma- 
dame ;  are  from  time  to  time,  their  nerves,  their 
sinews,  their  health,  strength,  wisdom,  experi- 
ence, genius,  time,  nay  a  good  part  of  their  very 
thoughts,  sold  for  months  4rtd  year*,  *  •  * 
*    ♦    ♦     •     ♦  not  only  to  the  neoessitiesv 

the  ccmveniences,  but  the  caprices  of  the  import^ 
ant  few.*  We  talked  of  the  insignificaht  ci^Mi* 
tures;  hay,  notwithstanding  their  genital  stu-^ 
pidity  ahd  rascafity,  did  some  of  thie  poor  di^viU 
the  hoEKHir  to  commend  them.  But  light  be 
the  turf  lipon  his  breast,  who  tau^t^  "  Bever*- 
ence  thysel£''     We  looked  down  or. the  unpo- 


•  Servants,  in  Scotland,  are  hired  from  term  to  term,  i.  c. 
from  Whitsunday  to  Martinmas,  &c. 
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lisfaed  wretches,  their  impertinent  vn!ve»  aad 
<douierly  brats,  as  the  lordly  bull  does  <iii  the 
little  difty  snthSi,  whose  prniy  iBhabitwl^  h« 
crudin  in  thecarelesmess  of  his  ramble,' or  tovsi^s 
in  air  in  llie  wantoitness  of  his  pride* 


No-   51- 

TO  THE  SAME, 
At  Mk.  DUNLOP's,  Haddingtox. 

MOisland.  I8th.  JUne,  1788. 

"  Where'er  I  Toaxa,  whatever  realms  I  see, 
''  My  hearty  untfavell'd,  fondly  turns  to  tiiee ; 
**  Still  to  my  friend  it  turns  witK  ceaseless  pain^ 
**  And  drags  at  each  remove  a  lengthen'd  chaio/' 

GOLDSMITH. 

1  HIS  is  the  second  day,  my  honoured 
^Siead,  that  I  have  been  on  my  farm.  A  solita- 
ly  inmate  of  an  old,  smoky  Spence  ;*  far  from 
«very  object  I  love,  or  by  whom  I  am  beloved; 
nw  any  acquaintance/ older  than  yest^day,  ex- 
cept JeuTvy  G^ddes^  the  old  mare  I  ride  on ;  while 
uncouth  cares,  p^nd  novel  plans,  hourly  insult 
my  aukward  ignorance  and  bashful  inexperience. 
There  is  a  f#ggy  atmosphere  native  to  my  soul 
in  the  hour  of  care,  consequently  the  dreary  ob- 

*  The  Padour. 
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jccts  seem  larger  than  life.  Extreme  sensibility^ 
irritated  and  prejudiced  on  the  gloomy  side  by 
a  series  of  misfortunes  and  disappointments,  at 
that  period  of  my  existence  when  the  soul  is 
laying  in  her  cargo  of.  ideas  for  the.  voyage  of 
life  is,  I  believe,  the  principal  cause  of  this  un- 
happy frame  of  mind. 

*'  The  valiant^  in  himself^^hat  can  he  suffer? 
**  Or  what  need  he  regard  his  siitgle  woes  ?"  &c. 

Your  surmise,  madam,  is  just ;  I  am  indeed  a 
husband. 

I  found  a  once  much-loved  and  still  much- 
loved  female,  literally  and  truly  cast  out  to  the 
mercy  of  the  naked  elements,  but  as  I  enabled 
her  to  purchase  a  shelter ;  and  there  is  no  sport- 
ing with  a  fellow-creature*s  happiness  or  misery. 

The  most  placid  good-nature  and  sweetness  of 
^sposition;  a  warm  heart,  gratefully  devoted 
with  all  its  powers  to  love  me ;  vigorous  health 
and  sprightly  cheerfulness,  set  off  to  the  best  ad- 
vantage, by  a  more  than  common  handsome  fi- 
gure ;  these,  I  think,  in  a  woman,  may  make  a 
good  wife,  though  she  should  never  have  read  a 
page,  but  the  Scriptures  of  the  Old  and  New 
Testament y  nor  have  danced  in  a  brighter  assem- 
bly than  a  penny-pay  wedding. 
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No.  5£. 
To  Mr.  p.  hill 

My  Deae  Hill, 

1  SHALL  say  nothing  at  all  to  your  mad 
present — you  have  so  long  and  often  been  of 
important  service  to  me,  and  I  suppose  you 
mean  to  go  on  conferring  obligations  until  I  shall 
not  be  able  to  lift  up  my  face  before  you.  In 
the  mean  time,  as  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley,  be- 
cause it  happened  to  be  a  cold  day  ii;i  which  he 
made  his  will,  ordered  his  servants  great  coats 
for  mourning ;  so,  because  I  have  been  this  week 
plagued  with  an  indigestion,  I  have  sent  you  by 
the  carrier  a  fine  old  ewe-milk  cheese. 

Indigestion  is  the  devil :  nay,  'tis  the  devil 
and  all.     It  besets  a  man  in  every  one  of  his 
senses.     I  lose  my  appetite  at  the  sight  of  suc- 
cessful knavery ;  and  sicken  to  loathing  at  the 
noise   and  nonsense  of  self-important  folly. — 
When  the  hoUow-hearted  wretch  takes  me  by 
the  hand,   the   feeling   spoils  my   dinner ;  tl^ 
proud  man's  wine  so  offends  my  palate  th^ 
choaks   me  in  the   gullet;  and  the  pulvil 
featliered,  pert  coxcomb,  is  so  disgustful  ir' 
nostril  that  my  stomach  turns. 
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If  ever  you  have  any  of  these  disagreeable 
sensations,  let  ilie  prescribe  for  you  patience  and 
a  bit  of  my  cheese.  1  know  that  you  are  no 
niggard  of  your  good  things  among  your  friends^ 
and  some  of  them  are  in  much  need  of  a  slice. 
There  in  my  eye  is  our  friend,  Smellie ;  a  man 
positively  of  the  first  abilities  and  greatest 
strength  of  mind,  as  well  as  one  of  the  best 
hearts  and  keenest  wits  that  I  have  ever  met 
With;  when  you  see  bim,  as,  alas!  he  too  is 
smarting  at  the  pLnoh  of  distressful  circum* 
stances,  aggravated  by  the  sneer  oi  contumeMoua 
greatness — a  bit  of  my  cheese  akme  wiU  not  cure 
him,  but  if  you  add  a  tafikard  of  brown  stout> 
and  superadd  a  magnum  of  right  Oporto,  you 
will  see  his  sc»rrows  vanish  like  the  morning  mist 
before  the  sumjuer  sun. 

C ^Ii,  the  earliest  friend,  except  my  only 

brother,  that  1  have  on  eartli,  and  one  of  the 
worthiest  fellows  that  ever  any  man  called  by  the 
name  of  friend,  if  a  luncheon  of  my  cheese  would 
help  to  rid  him  of  some  of  his  superabundant 
modesty,  you.  would  do  well  to  give  it  him. 

David*  with  his  Courant  comes,  too,  acrioss 
my  recollectian,  and  I  beg  you  will  help  him 
'^yfgely  from  the  said  ewe-milk  cheese,  to  enable 

,1  tt  to  digest  those bedaubing  paragrapha 

h  which  he  is  eternally  larding  tlie  lean  cha* 

•  Printer  of  the  Edinburgh  Evening  Courant. 
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racters  of  certain  gfeat  men  in  a  certain  great 
town.  I  grant  you  the  periods  are  very  well 
turned ;  so,  a  fresh  egg  is  a  very  good  thing,  but 
wlien  thrown  at  a  man  in  a  pillory  it  does  not 
at  all  improve  his  figure,  not  to  mention  the  ir- 
reparable loss  of  the  egg. 

My  facetious  friend,  D ^r,  I  would  wish 

also  to  be  a  partaker ;  not  to  digest  his  spleen, 
for  that  he  laughs  off,  but  to  digest  his  last 
night's  wine  at  the  last  field-day  of  the  Croch- 
allan  corps.* 

Among  our  common  friends  I  must  !not  for- 
get one  of  the  dearest  of  them,  Cunningham. 
The  brutality,  insolence  and  selfishness  of  a 
world  unworthy  of  having  such  a  fellow  as  he 
is  in  it,  I  know  sticks  in  his  stomach ;  and  if  you 
can  help  him  to  any  thing  that  wiU  make  him 
a  little  easier  on  that  score,  it  wiU  be  very  obli- 
ging. 

As  to  honest  J         S e,  he  is  such  a 

contented  happy  man  that  I  know  not  what  can 
annoy  him,  except  perhaps  lie  may  not  have  got 
the  better  of  a  parcel  of  modest  anecdotes  which 
a  certain  Poet  gave  him  one  night  at  supper,  the 
last  time  the  said  Poet  was  in  town. 

Though  1  have  mentioned  so  many  men  of 
law,  I  shall  have  nothing  to  do  with  them  pro- 
fi»ssedly-^the  Faculty  are  beyond  my  prescrip- 


*  A  club  of  choice  spirits. 

♦  No.  5.  *  S 
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tion.  As  to  their  clienU,  tliat  is  another  thing ; 
God  knows  they  have  much  to  digest ! 

The  clergy,  I  pass  by;  their  profundity  of 
erudition,  and  their  liberality  of  sentiment :  their 
total  want  of  pride,  and  their  detestation  of  hy- 
pocrisy, are  so  proverbially  notorious  as  to  place 
them  far,  far  above  either  my  praise  or  censure. 

I  was  going  to  mention  a  man  of  worth,  whom 
I  have  tlic  honour  to  call  friend,  the  Laird  of 
Craigdarroch ;  but  I  have  spoken  to  the  land- 
lord of  the  King*s-arm  inn  here,  to  have  at  tke 
next  county  meeting  a  large  ewe-milk  cheese 
on  the  table,  for  the-  benefit  of  the  Dumfries- 
shire whigs,  to  enable  them  to  digest  the  Duke 
of  Queensberry*s  late  political  conduct. 

I  have  just  this  moment  an  opportunity  of  a 
private  hand  to  Edinburgh,  as  perhaps  you 
would  not  digest  double  postage. 


No.  53. 

To  Mrs.  DUNLOP. 

Mauchline,  2rf.  AugTist  1788. 

HoxornED  SIadam, 

Your  kind  letter  welcomed  me,  yester- 
night, to  Ayrshire.  I  am  indeed  seriously  ang- 
ry with  you  at  the  quantum  pf  your  luchpenny ; 
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but  vexed  and  hurt  as  I  was,  I  could  not  kelp 
laughmg  very  heartily  at  the  noble  lord's  apolo- 
gy for  the  missed  napkin. 

I  would  write  you  from  Nithsdale,  and  give 
you  my  direction  there,  but  I  have  scarce  an  op- 
portunity of  calling  at  a  post  office  once  in  a 
fortnight.  I  am  six  miles  from  Dumfries,  am 
scarcely  ever  in  it  myself,  and,  as  yet,  have  lit- 
tle acquaintance  in  the  neighbourhood.  Besides, 
I  am  now  very  busy  on  my  farm,  building  a 
dwelling-house ;  'as  at  present  I  am  almost  an 
evangelical  man  in  Nithsdale,  for  1  have  scarce 
**  where  to  lay  my  head." 

There  are  some  passages  in  j'^our  hst  that 
brought  tears  in  my  eyes.  **  The  heart  knoweth 
its  own  sorrows,  and  a  stranger  intermeddleth  not  ] 
therewith."  The  repository  of  these  '*  sorrows  of 
the  heart,"  is  a  kind  of  sanctum  sanctorum ;  and 
'tis  only  a  chosen  friend,  and  that  too  at  particu- 
lar, sacred  times,  who  dar&s  enter  into  them. 

"  Heaven  oft  tears  tlie  bosom-chorda 
"  That  nature  finest  strung." 

You  will  excuse  this  quotation  for  the  sake 
of  the  author.  Instead  of  entering  on  this  sub- 
ject farther,  I  shall  transcribe  you  a  few  lines  1 
wrote  in  a  hermitage,  belonging  to  a  gentleman 
in  my  Nithsdale  neighbourhood.  They  are  al- 
most the  only  favours  the  muses  liave  conferred 
on  me  in  that  country  • 

•  '*  Thou  whom  chance  may  hither  lead/'  See  Pocras^  p.  203. 
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Since  1  am  in  the  way  of  transcribing,  the  fol- 
lowing were  the  production  of  yesterday,  as  1 
jogged  through  the  wild  hills  of  New  Cumnock. 
I  intend  inserting  them,  or  something  like  them, 
in  an  espistle  1  am  going  to  write  to  the  gentle- 
man on  whose  friendship  my  excise  hopes  de- 
pend, Mr.  Graham  of  Fintry ;  one  of  the  wor- 
thiest and  most  accomplished  gentlemen,  not 
only  of  this  country,  but  I  will  dare  to  say  it  of 
this  age.  The  following  are  just  the  first  crude 
thoughts  "  unhousel'd  unanointed  unanell'd  " 


Pity  the  tuneful  Muses'  helpless  train ; 

Weak^  timid  landsmen  on  life's  stormy  main : 

The  world  were  blest^  did  bliss  on  them  depend; 

Ah,  tliat  '*the  friendly  e'er  should  want  a  friend!" 

The  little  fate  bestows  they  share  as  soon  ; 

Unlike  sage,  proverb'd,  wisdom's  hard- wrung  booM. 

Let  prudence  number  o'er  each  sturdy  son 

Who  life  and  wisdom  at  one  race  begun ; 

Who  feel  by  reason  and  who  give  by  rule; 

Instinct's  a  brute  and  sentunent  a  fool ! 

Who  make  poor  will  do  wait  upon  /  sJioidd; 

We  own  they're  prudent,  but  who  owns  their  good^ 

Ye  wise  ones,  hence !  ye  hurt  the  social  eye ; 
God's  image  rudely  etch'd  on  base  alloy  i 
But  come  •»•♦«♦••»•♦ 

Here  the  muse  left  me.  1  am  astonished  at 
what  you  tell  me  of  Anthony's  writing  me.  I 
never  received  it.  Poor  fellow!  you  vex  me 
much  by  telling  me  that  he  is  unfortunate.     I 
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dmil  be  in  Ayrshire  ten  days  from  this  date, 
have  just  room  for  an  old  Roman  farewell. 


No.  54. 
TO  THE  SAME. 

Mauchliney  10/ A.  August,  1788. 
My  much  honoured  Frieni^ 

Yours  of  the  24th.  June  is  before  me. 
I  found  it,  as  well  as  another  valued  friend — ^my 
wife,  waiting  to  welcome  me  to  Ayrshire :  I  met 
both  with  the  sincerest  pleasure. 

When  I  write  you,  madam,  I  do  not  sit  dowii 
to  answer  every  pargraph  of  yours,  by  echoing 
every  sentiment,  like  the  faithful  Commons  of 
Great  Britain  in  parliament  assembled,  answer- 
ing  a  speech  from  the  best  of  kings !  I  express 
myself  in  the  fulness  of  my  heart,  and  may  per- 
haps  be  guilty  of  neglecting  some  of  your  kind 
inquiries ;  but  not  from  your  very  odd  reason 
that  I  do  not  read  your  letters.  All  your  epis-. 
ties  for  several  months  have  cost  me  nothing, 
except  a  swelling  throb  of  gratitude,  or  a  deep- 
felt  sentiment  of  veneration. 

Mrs.  Bums,  madam,  is  the  identical  woman 

When  she  first  found  herself  "as  women  wish 
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to  be  who  love  their  lords  f  as  I  loved  her  near- 
ly to  distraction,  we  took  steps  for  a  private  mar- 
riage. Her  parents  got  the  hint ;  and  not  only 
forbade  me  her  company  and  their  house,  but 
on  my  rumoured  West  Indian  voyage  got  a 
warrant  to  put  me  in  jail,  till  I  should  find  se- 
curity in  my  about-to-be  paternal  relation.  You 
know  my  lucky  reverse  of  fortune.  On  my 
eclatant  return  to  Mauchline,  I  was  made  very 
welcome  to  visit  my  girL  The  usual  conse- 
quences began  to  betray  her ;  and  as  I  was  at 
that  time  laid  up  a  cripple  in  Edinburgh,  she 
was  turned,  Hterally  turned  out  of  doors,  and  1 
wrote  to  a  friend  to  shelter  her,  till  my  return, 
when  our  marriage  was  declared.  Her  happi- 
ness or  misery  were  in  my  hands,  and  who  could 
trifle  with  such  a  deposit  ? 

I  can  easily  Ja7icif  a  more  agreeable  companion 
for  my  journey  of  life,  but,  upon  pjiy  honour,  I 
have  never  seen  the  individual  instance. 

Circumstanced  as  I  am,  I  could  never  have 
got  a  female  partner,  for  life,  who  could  have 
entered  into  my  favourite  studies,  relished  my 
favourite  authors,  &c.  witiiout  probably  entailing 
on  me  at  the  same  time,  expensive  living,  fan- 
tastic caprice,  perhaps  apish  affectation,  with  all 
the  other  blessed,  boarding  school  acquirements, 
which  (pardonncz  mot,  Madame)  are  sometimes 
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to  be  £bund  among  females  of  the  upper  ranks» 
but  almost  universally  pervade  the  misses  of  the 
would-be  gentry. 

I  like  your  way  in  your  chureli-yard  lucubra- 
tions. Thoughts  that  are  the  spontaneous  result 
of  accidental  situations,  either  respecting  health, 
place,  or  company,  have  often  a  strength,  and 
always  an  originality,  that  would  in  vain  be 
looked  for  in  fancied  circumstances  and  studied 
paragraphs.  For  me,  I  have  often  thought  of 
keeping  a  letter,  in  progression,  by  me,  to  send 
you  when  the  sheet  was  written  out.  Now  I 
talk  of  sheets,  1  must  tell  you,  my  reason  for 
writing  to  you  on  paper  of  this  kind,  is  my  pru- 
riency of  writing  to  you  at  large.  A  page  of 
post  is  on  such  a  dis-social,  narrow-minded  scale, 
that  I  cannot  abide  it ;  and  double  letters,  at 
least  in  my  miscellaneous  reverie  manner,  are  a 
monstrous  tax  in  a  close  correspondence. 


No.  55. 
TO  THE  SAME. 

EUisland,  16th.  Augiid,  178S. 

1  AM  in  a  fine  disposition,  my  honoured 
fliend,  to  send  you  an  ele^ac  epistle ;  and  want 
<mly  genius  to  make  it  quite  Shenstonian. 
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"  Why  droops  my  heart  with  fancied  woes  forlorn  ? 
*'  Why^inks  my  ioul  beneath  each  wintry  sky?" 

My  increasing  cares  in  this,  as  yet,  strange 
country — ^gloomy  conjectures  in  the  dark  vista 
of  futurity — consciousness  of  my  own  inability 
for  the  struggle  of  the  world — my  broadened 
mark  to  misfortune  in  a  wife  and  children : — I 
could  indulge  these  reflections,  till  my  humour 
should  ferment  into  the  most  acid  chagrin,  that 
would  corrode  the  very  thread  of  life. 

To  counterwork  these  baneful  feelings,  I  have 
sat  down  to  write  to  you ;  as  I  declare  upon  my 
soul  I  always  find  that  the  most  sovereign  balm 
for  my  wounded  spirit. 

I  was  yesterday  at  Mr. 's  to  dinner,  for 

the  first  time.  My  reception  was  quite  to  my 
mind :  from  the  lady  of  the  house  quite  flatter- 
ing. She  sometimes  hits  on  a  couplet  or  two, 
impromptu.  She' repeated  one  or  two  to  the 
admiration  of  all  present.  My  suffrage  as  a  pro- 
fessional man,  was  expected:  I  for  once  went 
agonizing  over  the  belly  of  my  conscience.  Par- 
don me  ye,  my  adored  household  gods,  Inde- 
pendence of  spirit  and  Integrity  of  soul !  In  the 
course  of  conversation,  Johnson's  Musical  Mvr^ 
seuviy  a  collection  of  Scottish  songs  with  the 
music»  was  talked  of.  We  got  a  song  on  the 
harpsichord,  beginning, 

*'  Raving  winds  aroiind  her  blowing."— Po^ims,  p.  480. 
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The  air  was  much  admired :  the  lady  of  the  house 
asked  me  whose  were  the  wodrs,  "  Mine,  madam 
— ^they  are  indeed  my  very  best  verses:"  she 
took  not  the  smallest  notice  of  them !  The  old 
Scottish  proverb  says  well,  **^king's  caff  is  better 
than  ither  folks*  com/*  1  was  going  to  make  a 
New  Testament  quotation  about  "casting  pearls," 
but  that  wduld  be  too  virulent,  for  the  lady  is 
actually  a  woman  of  sense  and  taste. 

After  all  that  has  been  said  on  the  other  side 
of  the  question,  man  is  by  no  means  a  happy 
creature.  I  do  not  speak  of  the  selected  few,  fa- 
voured by  partial  heaven ;  whose  souls  are  tun- 
ed to  gladness  amid  riches  and  honours,  and  pru- 
dence and  wisdom.  I  speak  of  the  neglected 
many,  whose  nerves,  whose  sinews,  whose  days, 
are  sold  to  the  minions  of  fortune. 

If  I  thought  you  had  never  seen  it,  I  would 
transcribe  for  you  a  stanza  of  an  old  Scottish 
ballad,  called.  The  life  and  age  of  inan ;  begin- 
ning thus, 

*'  'Twas  in  the  sixteenth  hunder  year 
•   **  Of  God  and  fifty  three, 
'^  Frae  Christ  was  bom,  that  bought  us  dear, 
"  As  writings  testifie." 

I  had  an  old  grand-uncle,  with  whom  my 

mother  lived  a  while  in  her  girlish  years :  the 

good  old  man,  for  such  he  was,  was  long  blind 

ere  he  died ;  during  which  time,  his  highest  en- 

^i5.  T 
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joyment  was  to  sit  down  and  cry,  while  my  mo- 
ther would  sing  the  simple  old  song  of  The  life 
and  age  qfman. 

It  is  this  way  of  thinking,  it  is  these  melan- 
choly truths,  that  make  religion  so  precious  to 
the  poor,  miserg.ble  children  of  men. — If  it  is  a 
mere  phantom,  existing  only  in  the  heated  ima- 
gination of  enthusiasm, 

*'  What  trutli  on  earth  so  precious  as  the  lie !" 

My  idle  reasonings  sometimes  make  me  a  lit- 
tle sceptical,  but  the  necessities  of  my  heart  air- 
ways give  the  cold  philosophisings  the  lie.  ^  Who 
looks  for  the  heart  weaned  from  earth ;  the  soul 
affianced  to  her  God ;  the  correspondence  fixed 
with  heaven ;  the  pious  supplication  and  devout 
thanksgiving,  constant  as  the  vicissitudes  of  even 
and  mom ;  who  thinks  to  meet  with  these  in 
the  court,  the  palace,  in  the  glare  of  public  life  ? 
No :  to  find  them  in  their  precious  importance 
and  divine  efficacy,  we  must  search  among  the 
obscure  recesses  of  disappointment,  affliction,  po- 
verty and  distress. 

I  am  sure,  dear  madam,  you  are  now  more 
than  pleased  with  tlie  length  of  my  letters,  1 
return  to  Ayrshire,  middle  of  next  week:  and 
it  quickens  my  pace  to  think  that  there  will  be 
a  letter  from  you  waiting  me  there.  I  must  be 
here  again  very  soon  for  my  harvest; 
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No.  56. 
•     To  R  GRAHAM,  of  Fintry,  Esq. 
Sib, 

When  I  had  the  honour  of  being  in- 
troduced  to  you  at  Athole-hou^e,  1  did  not  think 
so  soon  of  asking  a  favour  of  you.  When  Lear, 
in  Shakespear,  asks  old  Kent  why  he  wished  to 
be  in  his  service,  he  answers,  "Because  you 
have  that  in  your  face  which  I  could  like  to  call 
master.*'  For  some  such  reason.  Sir,  do  I  now 
solicit  your  patronage.  You  know,  I  dare  say, 
of  an  application  I  lately  made  to  your  Board, 
to  be  admitted  an  otecer  of  excise.  I  have  ac- 
cording to  form  been  examined  by  a  supervisor, 
and  to-day  I  gave  in  his  certificate  with  a  re- 
quest for  an  order  for  instructions.  In  this  af- 
fair, if  1  succeed,  I  am  afraid  I  shall  but  too 
much  need  a  patronizing  friend.  Propriety  of 
conduct  as  a  man,  and  fidelity  and  attention  as 
an  officer,  1  dare  engage  for ;  but  with  any  thing 
like  business,  except  manual  labour,  I  am  totally 
unacquainted. 

I  had  hitended  to  have  closed  my  late  appear- 
ance on  the  stage  of  life,  in  the  character  of  a 
country  farmer;  but  after  discharging  some  fili- 
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al  and  fraternal  claims,  I  find  I  could  only  %ht 
for  existence  in  that  miserable  manner,  whidi  I 
have  lived  to  see  throw  a  venerable  parent  into 
the  jaws  of  a  jail ;  whence  death,  the  poor  man's 
last  and  often  best  friend,  rescued  him. 

I  know,  Sir,  that  to  need  your  goodness  is  to 
have  a  claim  on  it ;  may  I  therefore  beg  your 
patronage  to  forward  me  in  this  afiair,  till  I  be 
appointed  to  a  division,  where,  by  the  help  of 
rigid  economy ;  I  will  try  to  support  that  inde- 
pendence so  dear  to  my  soul,  but  which  has  been 
too  often  so  distant  from  my  situation. 


No.  57. 
To  Mk.  peter  hill. 

Mauchline^  1st  October,  1788. 

1  HAVE  been  here  in  this  country,  about 
three  days,  and  all  that  time  my  chief  reading 
has  been  the  "  Address  to  Lochlomond,'*  you 
were  so  obliging  as  to  send  to  me.  Were  I  im- 
pannelled  one  of  the  author's  ^jury,  to  determine 
his  criminality  respecting  the  sin  of  poesy,  my 
verdict  should  be  "  guilty  !  A  poet  of  nature's 
making!"  It  is  an  excellent  method  for  im- 
provement, and  what  I  believe  every  Poet 
does;  tb  place  some  favourite  classic  author  in 
his  own  walks  of  study  and  composition,  before 
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him,  as  a  model.  Though  your  author  had  not 
mentioned  the  name,  I  could  have,  at  half  a 
glance,  guessed  his  model  to  be,  Thomson. 
Will  my  brother  poet  forgive  me,  if  I  venture 
to  hint,  that  his  imitation  of  that  immortal  bard, 
is  in  two  or  three  places  rather  more  servile  than 
tach  a  genius  as  his  required.— -e.  g. 

To  soothe  the  madding  passions  all  to  peace. 

ADDRESS. 

To  soothe  the  throbhing  passions  into  peace. 

THOMSON. 

I  think  the  Address  is,  in  simplicity,  harmo- 
ny, and  elegance  of  versification,  fully  equal  to 
the  Seasons.  Like  Thomson  too  he  has  looked 
into  nature  for  himself:  you  meet  with  no  co- 
pied description.  One  particular  criticism  I 
mad&  at  first  reading ;  in  no  one  instance  has  he 
said  too  much.  He  never  flags  in  his  progress, 
but  like  a  true  poet  of  nature's  making,  kindles 
in  his  course.  His  beginning  is  simple  and  mo- 
dest, as  if  distrustful  of  the  strength  of  his  pi- 
nion ;  only,  I  do  not  altogether  like 

''  Truth, 
'*  The  soul  of  every  song  that's  nohly  great." 

Fiction  is  the  soul  of  many  a  song  that  is  no- 
bly great.  Perhaps  I  am  \\Tong :  this  may  be 
Iwt  a  prose-criticism.  Is  not  the  phrase,  in  line 
T,  page  6,  «  Great  lake,"  too  much  vulgarized 
fcy  every  day  language,  for  so  sublime  a  poem  ? 

"  Great  mass  of  waters,  theme  fer  nobler  song/ 
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is  perhaps  no  emendation.    His  enumeration  of  "^ 
a  comparison  with  other  lakes,  is  at  once  harmo- 
niQus  and  poetic.     Every  reader's  ideas  must 

swe^  the 

*'  Winding  margin  of  an  hundred  miles.*' 

The  perspective  that  follows  mountains  blue 
— ^the  imprisoned  billows  beating  in  vain — ^tlie 
wooded  isles — the  digression  on  the  yew-tree — 
*'  Ben Jomond's  lofty  cloud-enveloped  head,"  &c 
are  beautiful.  A  thunder-storm  is  a  subject, 
which  has  been  often  tried,  yet  our  poet,  in  his 
grand  picture,  has  interjected  a  circumstance  so 
far  as  I  know  entirely  original. 

'*  the  gloom 
"  Deep  seemed  witli  frequent  streaks  of  moving  fire." 

In  his  preface  to  the  storm,  "  the  glens  how 
dark  between,"  is  noble  highland  landscape! 
The  "  rain  plo\mig  the  red  mould,"  too,  is  beau- 
tifully fancied.  Ben-lomond's  **  lofty,  pathless 
top,**  is  a  good  expression ;  and  the  surrounding 
view  from  it  is  truly  great :  the 

**  Silver  mist, 
''  Beneath  the  beaming  sun," 

is  well  described ;  and  here  he  has  contrived  to  - 
enliven  his  poem  with  a  little  of  that  passion 
which  bids  fair,  I  think,  to  usurp  the  modern 
muses  altogether.  I  know  not  how  far  this  epi- 
sode is  a  beauty  upon  the  whole,  but  the  swain's 
wish  to  carry  "some  faint  idea  of  the  vision 
bright,"  tQ  entertain  her  *'  partial  listening  ear,'* 
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is  a  ptetty  thought.  But  in  my  opinion  the 
most  beautiful  passages  in  the  whole  poem,  are 
the  fowls  crouding,  in  wintry  frosts,  to  Loeh- 
lomond's  "hospitable  flood;"  their  wheeling 
round,  their  lighting,  mixing,  diving,  &c. ;  and 
the  glorious  description  of  the  sportsman.  This 
last  is  equal  to  any  in  the  Seasons.  The  idea  of 
"  the  floating  tribes  distant  seen,  far  glistering 
to  the  moon,"  provoking  his  eye  as  he  is  obliged 
to  leave  them,  is  a  noble  ray  of  poetic  genius. 
"  The  howling  winds,"  the  "  hideous  roar"  of 
•^  the  white  cascades,"  are  all  in  the  same  style 

I  forget  that  while  I  am  thus  holding  forth 
mth  the  heedless  warmth  of  an  enthusiast,  I  am 
perhaps  tiring  you  with  nonsense.  1  must  how- 
ever mention,  that  the  last  verse  of  the  sixteenth 
page  is  one  of  the  most  elegant  compliments  I 
have  ever  seen.  I  must  likewise  notice  that 
beautiful  paragraph,  beginning,  "  The  gleam- 
ing lake,"  &c.  I  dare  not  go  into  the  particu- 
lar beauties  of  the  two  last  paragraphs,  but  they 
are  admirably  fine,  and  truly  Ossianic. 

I  must  beg  your  pardon  for  this  lengthened 
scrawl.  I  had  no  idea  of  it  when  I  began — I 
should  like  to  know  who  the  author  is ;  but, 
whoever  he  be,  please  present  him  with  my 
grateful  thanks  for  the  entertainment  he  has  af- 
forded  me. 

A  friend  o?^  mine  desired  me  to  commission 
for  him,  two  books,  **  Letters  on  trie  Religion 
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essential  to  Man,  a  book  you  sent  me  before ; 
and.  The  World  unmasked,  or  the  Philosopher 
the  greatest  Cheat.  Send  me  them  by  the  first 
opportunity.  The  Bible  you  sent  me  is  truly 
elegant:  1  only  wish  it  had  been  in  two  vo- 
lumes. 


No.  58. 

To  Mes.  DUNLOP. 

ATMOREHAM  MAINS. 

Mauchline,  13th  November,  1788. 
Madam, 

1  HAD  the  very  great  pleasure  of  dining  at 
Dunlop  yesterday.  Men  are  said  to  flatter  wo- 
men because  they  are  weak ;  if  it  is  so,  poets 
must  be  weaker  still ;  for  Misses  R.  and  K.  and 
Miss  6.  M'K.  with  their  flattering  attentions 
and  artful  compliments,  absolutely  turned  my 
head.  I  own  they  did  not  lard  me  over  as  ma- 
ny a  Poet  does  his  patron  *•♦*♦♦ 
*  •  •  *  but  they  so  intoxicated  me  wkh 
their  sly  insinuations  and  delicate  inuendoes  of 
compliment,  that  if  it  had  not  been  for  a  lucky 
recollection,  how  much  additional  weight  and 
lustre  your  good  opinion  and  friendship  must 
give  me  in  that  circle,  I  had  certainly  looked 
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upon  myself  as  a  person  of  no  small  consequence. 
I  dare  not  say  one  word  how  much  I  was  charm- 
ed with  the  Major's  friendly  welcome,  elegant 
manner,  and  acute  remark,  lest  I  should  be 
thought  to  balance  my  orientalisms  of  applause 
over  against  the  finest  quey*  in  Ayrshire,  which 
he  made  me  a  present  of,  to  help  and  adorn  my 
fium-stock.  As  it  was  on  hallow-day,  I  am  de- 
termined annually,  as  that  day  returns,  to  deco- 
rate her  horns  with  an  ode  of  gratitude  to  the 
family  of  Dunlop 

«       4^       #       4^       •       »       4» 

So  soon  as  I  know  of  your  arrival  at  Dunlop, 
I  will  take  the  first  conveniency  to  dedicate  a 
day,  or  perhaps  two,  to  you  and  friendship,  un- 
der the  guarantee  of  the  Major's  hospitality. 
There  will  soon  be  three  score  and  ten  miles  of 
permanent  distance  between  us ;  and  now  that 
your  .firiendship  and  friendly  correspondence  is 
untwisted  with  the  heart-strings  of  my  enjoy- 
ment of  life,  I  must  indulge  myself  in  a  happy 
day  of  "  The  feast  of  reason  and  the  flow  of 
souL" 


*  Heifer. 


¥ 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


<    146    ) 

No.  59. 
To  •     *     #     •     ♦ 

SiK,  .  Xov.  8,  1788. 

NOTHWITHSTANDING  the  oppro 
brious  epithets  with  which  some  of  our  philoso* 
phers  and  gloomy  sectaries  have  branded  our 
nature —  the  principle  of  universal  selfishness, 
the  proneness  to  all  evil,  they  have  given  us ; 
still,  the  detestation  in  which  inhumanity  to  the 
distressed,  or  insolence  to  the  fallen,  are  held 
by  all  mankind,  shew  s  that  they  are  not  natives 
of  the  human  heart.  Even  the  unhappy  part* 
ner  of  our  kind,  who  is  undone,  the  bitter  con- 
sequence of  hi»  follies  or  liis  crimes,  who  but 
sympathizes  with  the  miseries  of  this  ruined 
profligate  brother  ?  We  forget  the  injuries,  and 
feel  for  the  man. 

I  went,  last  Wednesday,  to  my  parish  church, 
most  cordially  to  join  in  grateful  acknowledg- 
ments to  the  AuTiiou  OF  all  Good,  for  the 
consequent  blessings  of  the  glorious  revolution. 
To  that  auspicious  event  we  owe  no  less  than 
our  liberties,  civil  and  religious ;  to  it  we  are 
likewise  indebted  for  the  present  Royal  Family, 
the  ruling  features  of  whose  administration  have 
ever  been,  mildness  to  the  subject,  and  tender- 
ness of  his  rights. 
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Bred  and  educated  in  revolution  principles, 
the  principles  of  reason  and  common  sense,  it 
could  not  be  any  silly  political  prejudice  which 
made  my  heart  revolt  at  the  harsh,  abusive  man- 
ner, in  which  the  reverend  gentleman  mentioned 
the  House  of  Stewart,  and  which,  I  am  afraid, 
was  too  much  the  language  of  the  day.    We 
may  rejoice  sufficiently  in  our  deliverance  from 
past  evils,  without  cruelly  raking  up  the  ashes 
of  those,  whose  misfortune  it  w^as,  perhaps  as 
touch  as  their  crime,  to  be  the  authors  of  those 
evils ;  and  we  may  bless  God  for  all  his  goodness 
totis  as  a  nation,  without,  at  the  same  time,  curs- 
ing a  few  ruined,  powerless  exiles,  who  only 
harboured  ideas,  and  made  attempts,  that  most 
of  us  would  have  done,  had  we  been  in  their 
Mtuation. 

**  The  bloody  and  tyrannical  House  of  Stew- 
art" may  be  said  with  propriety  and  justice, 
when  compared  with  the  present  royal  family, 
and  the  sentiments  of  our  days;  but  is  there  no 
aQowance  to  be  made  for.  the  manners  of  the 
times  ?  Were  the  royal  contemporaries  of  the 
Stewarts  more  attentive  to  their  subjects*  rights  ? 
Might  not  tlie  epithets  of  "  bloody  and  tyranni- 
cal^ be,  vrith  at  least  equal  justice,  applied  to  the 
House  of  Tudor,  of  York,  or  any  other  of  their 
predecessors  ? 

The  simple  state  of  the  case,  sir.  seems  to  be 
this— At  that  period,  the  science  of  government, 

u  a 
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the  knowledge  of  the  true  relation  between  king 
and  subject,  was,  like  other  sciences  and  other 
knowledge,  just  in  its .  infancy,  emerging  from 
dark  ages  of  ignorance  and  barbarity. 

The  Stewarts  only  contended  for  prerogatives 
which  they  knew  their  predecessors  enjoyed,  and 
which  they  saw  their  contemporaries  enjoying ; 
but  these  prerogatives  were  inimical  to  the  hap- 
piness of  a  nation,  and  the  rights  of  subjects. 

In  this  contest  between  prince  and  people,  the 
consequence  of  that  light  of  science,  which  had 
lately  dawned  over  Europe,  the  monarch  of 
France,  for  example,  was  victorious  over  the 
struggling  liberties  of  his  people :  with  us,  lucki- 
ly the  monarch  failed,  and  his  unwarrantable 
pretensions  fell  a  sacrifice  to  our  riglits  and  hap- 
piness.  Whether  it  was  owing  to  the  v.isdom 
of  leading  individuals,  or  to  the  justling  of  par- 
ties, I  cannot  pretend  to  determine ;  but  like- 
wise happily  for  us,  the  kingly  power  was  shift- 
ed  into  another  branch  of  the  family,  who,  as 
they  owed  the  throne  solely  to  the  call  of  a  iree 
people,  could  claim  i\othing  inconsistent  with 
tlie  covenanted  terms  wliich  placed  them  there. 

The  Stewarts  have  been  condemned  and  laugh- 
ed at  for  the  folly  and  impracticability  of  their 
attempts  in  1715  and  1745.  That  they  failed,  I 
bless  God  ;  but  cannot  join  in  the  ridicule  against 
them.  Who  does  not  know  that  the  abilities  or 
defects  of  leaders  and  commanders  are  oflen  hid- 
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den  until  put  to  the  touchstone  of  exigency ; 
and  that  there  is  a  caprice  of  fortune,  an  omni- 
potence in  particular  accidents  and  conjunctures 
of  circumstances,  which  exalt  us  as  heroes,  or 
brand  us  as  madmen,  just  as  they  are  for  or 
against  us  ? 

Man,  Mr.  Publisher,  is  a  strange,  weak,  in- 
consistent being :  Who  would  believe,  sir,  that, 
in  this  our  Augustan  age  of  Hberality  and  re- 
finement, while  we  seem  so  justly  sensible  and 
jealous  of  our  rights  and  liberties,  and  animated 
with  such  indignation  against  the  very  memory 
of  those  who  would  have  subverted  them — that 
a  certain  people,  under  our  national  protection, 
should  complain,  not  against  our  monarch  and 
a  few  favourite  advisers,  but  against  our  whole 
LEGISLATIVE  BODY,  for  similar  oppression,  and 
abnost  in  the  very  same  terms,  as  our  forefathers 
did  of  the  House  of  Stewart !  I  will  not,  I  can- 
not enter  into  the  merits  of  the  cause,  but  I  dare 
say  the  American  Congress,  in  1776,  will  be  al- 
lowed to  be  as  able  and  as  enlightened  as  the 
£nglish  convention  was  in  1688  ;  and  that  their 
posterity  will  celebrate  the  centenary  of  their 
deliverance  from  us,  as  duly  and  sincerely  as  we 
do  ours  from  the  oppressive  measures  of  the 
wrong-headed  House  of  Stewart. 

To  conclude,  sir ;  let  every  man  who  has  a 
tear  for  the  many  miseries  incident  to  lunnani- 
ty,  feel  for  a  family  illustrious  as  any  in  Europe 
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and  unfortunate  beyond  historic  precedent ;  and 
let  every  Briton  (and  particularly  every  Scots- 
man,) who  ^ver  looked  with  reverential  pity  on 
the  dotage  of  a  parent,  cast  a  veil  over  the  fatal 
mistakes  of  the  kings  of  his  forefathers.* 


No.  60. 
To  Mrs.  DUNLOP. 

Ellislandy  nth.  December ^  178^, 
My  dear  honoured  Friend, 

Yours,  dated  Edinburgh,  which  I 
have  just  read,  makes  me  very  unhappy.  Al- 
most "  blind  and  wholly  deaf,"  are  melancholy 
news  of  human  nature ;  but  when  told  of  a 
much  loved  and  honom-ed  friend,  they  carry 
misery  in  the  sound.  Goodness  on  your  part, 
and  gratitude  on  mine,  began  a  tie,  which  has 
gradually  and  strongly  entwisted  itself  among 
the  dearest  chords  of  my  bosom ;  and  I  tremble 
at  the  omens  of  your  late  and  present  ailing  ha- 
bit and  shattered  health.  You  miscalculate 
matters  widely,  when  you  forbid  my  waiting  on 
you,  lest  it  should  hurt  my  worldly  concerns. — 
My  small  scale  of  farming  is  exceedingly  more 

♦  This  letter  was  sent  to  the  publisher  of  some  newspaper^ .. 
fEobably  the  publisher  of  the  Edinburgh  Evening  CouranL 
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simple  and  easy  thao  what  you  have  lately  seen 
at  Morehitm  Maim.    But  be  tliat  as  it  may,  the 
heart  of  the  man,  and  the  fancy  of  the  poet,  are 
the  two  grand  Considerations  for  which  I  five : 
if  miry  ridges,  and  dirty  dunghills  are  to  en- 
gross the  best  part  of  the  functions  of  my  soul 
immortal,  I  had  better  been  a  rook  or  a  mag- 
pie all  at  once,  and  then  I  should  not  have  been 
plagued  with  any  ideas  superior  to  breaking  of 
dods,  aiad  picking  up  grubs:  not  to  mention 
harn-door  cocks  or  mallards,    creatures  with 
which  1  could  almost  exdiange  lives  at  any 
time. — If  you  continue  so  deaf,  I  am  afraid  a 
visit  wiE  be  no  great  pleasure  to  either  of  us ; 
but  if  I  hear  you  are  got  so  well  again  as  to  be 
able  to  relish  conversation,  look  you  to  it,  ma- 
dam, for  I  will  make  my  tbreatenings  good.    I 
am  to  be  at  the  new  year-day  fair  of  Ayr,  and 
by  all  that  is  sacred  in  the  wovld,  friend !  I  will 
9ome  and  see  you. 

Your  meeting,  which  you  so  well  describe, 
with  your  old  schoolfellow  and  friend,  was  truly 
interesting.  Out  upon  the  ways  of  the  world ! 
— ^They  spoil  these  "  social  offsprings  of  the 
heart."  Two  veterans  of  the  **  men  of  the 
world"  would  have  met,  with  little  more  heart- 
workings  than  two  old  hacks  worn  out  on  the 
road.  Apropos,  is  not  the  Scotch  phrase,  "  Auld 
lang  syne,**  exceedingly  expressive.     Ther§  h 
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an  old  flong  and  tune  which  has  often  thrilled 
through  my  soul.  You  know  I  am  an  enthusi- 
ast in  old  Scotch  songs.  I  shall  give  you  the 
verses  on  the  other  sheet,  as  I  suppose  Mr.  Ker 
will  save  you  the  postage.* 

Light  be  the  turf  on  the  breast  of  the  Heaven- 
inspired  Poet  who  composed  this  glorious  frag- 
ment !  There  is  more  of  the  fire  of  native  genius 
in  it,  than  in  half  a  dozen  of  modern  English 
Bacchanalians.  Now  I  am  on  my  hobby-horse, 
I  cannot  help  inserting  two  other  old  stanzas, 
which  please  me  mightily. 

Go  fetch  to  me  a  pint  o'  wine,  &c. — See  Po§nis,  p,  543, 


No.  61. 

To  a  young  Lady  who  had  fieard  he  had  beeu 
making  a  Ballad  on  her,  inclosing  t/iat  Ballad. 

Madam,  December,  1788. 

I  UNDERSTAND  my  very  worthy 
neighbour,  Mr.  Riddel,  has  informed  you  that  I 
have  made  you  the  subject  of  some  verses.  There 
is  something  so  provoking  in  the  idea  of  being 
the  burden  of  a  ballad,  that  I  do  not  think  Job 
or  Moses,  though  such  patterns  of  patience  and 


*  Here  follows  the  song  of  Auld  lang  s^ne,  as  printed^— > 
,See  Poem?,  p.  435 
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meekness,  could  have  resisted  the  curiosity  to 
know  what  that  ballad  was :  so  my  worthy  friend 
has  done  me  a  mischief,  which  I  dare  say  he 
never  intended ;  and  reduced  me  to  the  unfor- 
tunate alternative  of  leaving  your  curiosity  un- 
gratified,  or  else  disgusting  you  with  foolish 
verses,  the  imfinished  production  of  a  random 
moment,  and  never  meant  to  have  met  your  ear. 
I  have  heard  or  read  somewhere  of  a  gentleman, 
who  had  some/  genius,  much  eccentricity,  and 
very  considerable  dexterity  with  his  pencil.     In 
the  accidental  group  of  life  into  which  one  is 
thrown,  wherever  this  gentleman  met  with  a 
character  in  a  more  than  ordinary  degree  con- 
genial to  his  heart,  he  used  to  steal  a  sketch  of 
the  face,  merely,  he  said,  as  a  noia  bene  to  point 
out  the  agreeable  recollection  to  his  memory. — 
What  this  gentleman's  pencil  was  to  him,  is  my 
muse  to  me ;  and  the  verses  I  do  myself  the  ho- 
nour to  send  you  are  a  memento  exactly  of  the 
same  kind  that  he  indulged  in. 

It  may  be  more  owing  to  the  fastidiousness  of 
my  caprice,  than  the  delicacy  of  my  taste,  but  I 
am  so  often  tired,  disgusted,  and  hurt  with  the 
insipidity,  affectation  and  pride  of  mankind,  that 
when  I  meet  with  a  person  "  after  my  own 
heart,**  I  positively  feel  what  an  orthodox  pro- 
testant  would  call  a  species  of  idolatry,  which 
acts  on  my  fancy  like  inspiration ;  and  1  can  no 
more  desist  rhyming  on  the  impulse^  than  -an 
5.  X 
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Eolian  harp  can  refuse  its  tones  to  the  streaming 
air.  A  distich  or  two  would  be  the  conse- 
quence, though  the  object  which  hit  ray  fancy 
were  grey-bearded  age ;  but  where  my  theme 
is  youth  and  beauty,  a  young  lady  whose  per- 
sonal  charms,  wit  and  sentiment,  are  equally 
striking  and  unaffected,  by  heavens !  though  I 
had  lived  three  score  years  a  married  man,  and 
three  score  years  before  I  was  a  married  man, 
my  imagination  would  hallow  the  very  idea; 
and  I  am  truly  sorry  that  the  inclosed  stanza* 
have  done  such  poor  justice  to  such  a  subject 


No.  62. 
TO  SIR  JOHN  WHITEFOORD. 

Sir,  December,  178T 

Mr.  Mckenzie,  in  Mauchline,  my 
very  warm  and  worthy  friend,  has  informed  me 
how  much  you  are  pleased  to  interest  yourself 
in  my  fate  as  a  man,  and,  (what  to  me  is  incom- 
parably dearer)  my  fame  as  a  poet.  1  have.  Sir, 
in  one  or  two  instances,  been  patronized  by  those 
of  your  character  in  life,  when  I  was  introduceji 
to  their  notice  by  *****  *  friends  to  them, 
and  honoured  acquaintances  to  me  ;  but  you  are 
the  first  gentleman  in  the  country  whose  bene- 
volence and  goodness  of  heart  has  interested 
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bim  for  me,  unsolicited  and  unknown.    1  aim 
not  master  enough  of  the  etiquette  of  these  mat- 
ters to  know,  nor  did  I  stay  to  enquire,  whether 
formal  duty  bade,  or  cold  propriety  disallowed, 
my  thanking  you  in  this  manner,  as  I  am  con- 
vinced, from  the  light  in  which  you  kindly  view 
xne,  that  you  will  do  me  the  justice  to  believe 
this  letter  is  not  the  manoeuvre  of  the  needy, 
sharping  author,  fastening  on  those  in  upper  life, 
who  honour  him  with  a  little  notice  of  him  or 
his  works.     Indeed  the  situation  of  Poets  is  ge- 
nerally such,  to  a  proverb,  as  may,  in  some  mea- 
sure, palliate  that  prostitution  of  heart  and  ta- 
lents they  have  at  times  been  guilty  of.     I  do 
not  think  prodigality  is,  by  any  means,  a  neces- 
sary concomitant  of  a  poetic  turn,  but  I  believe 
a  careless,  indolent  inattention  to  economy,  is 
almost  inseparable  from  it ;  then  there  must  be 
in  the  heart  of  every  bard  of  Nature's  making, 
a  certain  modest  sensibility,  mixed  with  a  kind 
of  pride,  that  will  ever  keep  him  out  of  the  way 
of  those  windfalls  of  fortune,  which  frequently 
light  on  hardy  impudence  and  foot-licking  ser- 
vility.    It  is  not  easy  to  imagine  a  more  helpless 
state  than  his,  whose  poetic  fancy  unfits  him  for 
the  world,  and    whose  character  as  a  scholar, 
gives  him  some  pretensions  to  the  politcsse  of 
life — ^yet  is  as  poor  as  I  am. 

For  my  part,  1  thank  Heaven,  my  star  has 
been  kinder ;   learning  never  elevated  my  ideas 
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above  the  peasant's  shed,  and  I  have  an  inde- 
pendent fortune  at  the  plough-taiL 

I  was  surprised  to  hear  that  any  one,  who 
pretended  in  the  least  to  the  manners  of  the  gen- 
tlcTnan^  should  be  so  foolish,  or  worse,  as  to  stoop 
to  traduce  the  morals  of  such  a  one  as  I  am,  and 
«o  inhumanly  cruel,  too,  as  to  meddle  with  that 
late  most  unfortunate,  unhappy  part  of  my  sto- 
ry. With  a  tear  of  gratitude,  I  thank  you.  Sir, 
for  the  warmth  with  which  you  interposed  in  ^ 
behalf  of  my  conduct.  I  am,  I  acknowledge^ 
too  frequently  the  sport  of  whim,  caprice,  and 
passion — ^but  reverence  to  God,  and  integrity 
to  my  fellow-creatures,  I  hope  I  shall  ever^  pre- 
serve. I  have  no  return.  Sir,  to  make  you  for 
your  goodness  but  one — a  return  which,  I  am 
persuaded,  will  not  be  unacceptable — ^the  honesty 
warm  wishes  of  a  grateful  heart  for  your  happi- 
ness, and  every  one  of  that  lovely  flock,  who 
stand  to  you  in  a  filial  relation.  If  ever  calum- 
ny aim  the  poisoned  shaft  at  them,  may  friend- 
ship be  by  to  ward  the  blow ! 
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No.  63, 
FROM  Me.  G.  BURNS, 

Mossgiel,  1st  Jan.  1789. 
Dear  Brother, 

1  HAVE  just  finished  my  new-year's 
ds^  breakfast  in  the  usual  form,  which  naturally 
makes  me  call  to  mind  the  days  of  former  y eai:^, 
and  the  society  in  which  we  used  to  begin  them ; 
and  when  1  look  at  our  family  vicissitudes, 
•*  thro*  the  dark  postern  of  time  long  elapsed," 
I  cannot  help  remarking  to  you,  my  dear  bro* 
ther,  how  good  the  God  of  Seasons  is  to  us ; 
and  that,  however  some  clouds  may  seem  to  lour 
over  the  portion  of  time  before  us,  we  have 
great  reason  to  hope  that  all  will  turn  out  well. 
Your  mother  and  sisters,  with  Robt  the 
second,  join  me  in  the  compliments  of  the  sea- 
son to  you  and  Mrs  Burns,  and  beg  you  will 
remember  us  in  the  same  manner  to  William, 
the  first  time  you  see  him. 

I  am,  dear  brother,  yours, 

GILBERT  BURNS. 
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No.  64. 
To  Mrs.  DUNLOP- 

Ellislandy  New-Year-Day  Mornings  1789. 

J  HIS,  Dear  Madam,  is  a  morning  of 
wishes,  and  would  to  God  that  1  came  uiider 
the  apostle  James's  description ! — the  prayer  of 
a  righteous  man  availeth  much.  In  that  case, 
madam,  you  should  welcome  in  a  year  full  of 
blessings :  every  thing  that  obstructs  or  disturbs 
tranquillity  and  self-enjoyment,  should  be  re- 
moved, and  every  pleasure  that  frail  humanity 
can  taste,  shoidd  be  yours.  I  own  myself  $o  lit- 
tle a  Presbyterian,  that  I  approve  of  set  times 
and  seasons  of  more  than  ordinary  acts  of  de- 
votion, for  breaking  in  on  that  habituated  rou- 
tine of  life  and  thought,  which  is  so  apt  to  re- 
duce our  existence  to  a  kind  of  instinct,  or  even 
sometimes,  and  with  some  minds,  to  a  state  very 
little  superior  to  mere  machinery. 

This  day ;  the  first  Sunday  of  JNIay ;  a  breezy, 
blue-skyed  noon  sometime  about  the  beginning, 
and  a  hoary  morning  and  calm  sunny  day  about 
the  end,  of  autumn ;  these,  time  out  of  mind«. 
have  been  with  me  a  kind  of  holiday. 
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1  believe  I  owe  this  to  tliat  glorious  paper  ia 
the  Spectator,  «  The  Vision  of  Mirza  f  a  piece 
that  struck  my  young  fancy  before  I  was  capa- 
ble of  fixing  an  idea  to  a  word  of  three  sylla- 
bles: "On  the  5th.  day  of  the  moon,  which, 
**  according  to  the  custom  of  my  fore- fathers,  I 
*  always  keep  Iioly^  after  having  washed  myself 
"  and  offered  up  my  morning  devotions,  I  as- 
^  cended  the  high  hill  of  Bagdat,  in  order  to 
"  pass  the  rest  of  the  day  in  meditation  and 
^*  prayer/* 

We  know  nothing,  or  next  to  nothing,  of  the 
substance  or  structure  of  our  souls,  so  cannot  ac- 
count for  those  seeming  caprices  in  them,  that 
one  should  be  particularly  pleased  with  this 
thing,  or  struck  with  that,  which,  on  minds  of  a 
different  cast,  makes  no  extraordinary  impres- 
aon.  I  have  some  favourite  flowers  in  spring, 
among  which  are  the  mountain-daisy,  the  hare- 
bell, the  fox-glove,  the  wild  briar-rose,  the 
budding  birch,  and  the  hoary. hawthorn,  that  I 
view  and  hang  over  with  particular  delight.  I 
never  hear  the  loud,  solitary  whistle  of  the  cur- 
lew, in  a  summer  noon,  or  the  wild  mixing  ca- 
dence of  a  troop  of  grey  plover,  in  an  autumnal 
morning,  without  feeling  an  elevation  of  soul 
like  the  enthusiasm  of  devotion  or  poetry.  Tell 
me,  my  dear  friend,  to  what  can  this  be  owing  ? 
Are  we  a  piece  of  raachiner}%  which,  Hke-  the 
Eolian  harp,  passive,  takes  the  impression  of  the 
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passing  accident  ?  Or  do  these  workings  argue 
something  within  us  above  the  trodden  clod  ?  I 
own  myself  partial  to  such  proofs  of  those  awful 
and  important  realities — a  God  that  made  all 
things — ^man's  immaterial  and  immortal  nature 
— and  a  world  of  weal  or  woe  beyond  death  and 
the  grave. 


No.  65. 
To    Db.    MOORE. 

EUislandj  near  Dumfries y  4ith.  Jan.  1789. 
Sir, 

As  often  as  I  think  of  writing  to  you, 
which  has  been  three  or  four  times  every  week 
these  six  months,  it  gives  me  something  so  like 
the  idea  of  an  ordinary-sized  statue  offering  at  a 
conversation  with  the  Rhodian  colossus^  that  my 
mind  misgives  me,  and  the  affair  always  nods- 
carries  somewhere  between  purpose  and  resolve, 
I  have,  at  last,  got  some  business  with  j^ou,  and 
business-letters  are  written  by  the  style-book. 
1  say  my  business  is  with  you,  Sir,  for  you  never 
had  any  with  me,  except  the  business  that  be- 
nevolence has  in  the  mansion  of  poverty. 
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The  character  and  employment  of  a  Poet 
were  formerly  my  pleasure,  but  are  now  my 
pride.   I  know  that  a  very  great  deal  of  my  late 
edat  was  owing  to  the  singularity  of  my  situa- 
tion, and  the  honest  prejudice  of  Scotsmen ;  but 
stilly  as  I  said  in  the  preface  of  my  first  edition^ 
I  do  look  upon  myself  as  having  some  preten* 
dons  firom  Nature  to  the  poetic  character.  I  have 
not  a  doubt  but  the  knack,  the  aptitude,  to 
learn  the  muses'  trade,  is  a  ^ft  bestowed  by 
Him  **  who  forms  the  secret  bias  of  the  soul  f 
— ^but  1  as  firmly  believe,  that  excellence  in  the 
profession  is  the  fruit  of  industry,  labour,  atten- 
tion,  and  pains.    At  least  I  am  resolved  to  try 
my  doctrine  by  the  test  of  experience.     Ano- 
ther appearance  from  the  press  I  put  o£P  to  a 
very  distant  day,  a  day  that  may  never  arrive- 
but  poesy  I  am  determined  to  prosecute  with  all 
my  vigour.    Nature  has  given  very  few,  if  any, 
of  the  profession,  the  talents  of  shining  in  every 
species  of  composition,      I  shall  try  (for  until 
trial  it  is  impossible  to  know)  whether  she  has 
qualified  me  to  shine  in  any  one.    The  worst  of 
it  is,  by  the  time  one  has  finished  a  piece,  it  has 
been  so  often  viewed  and  reviewed  before  the 
mental  eye,  that  one  loses,  in  a  good  measure, 
the  powers  of  critical  discrimination.     Here  the 
best  criterion  I  know  is  a  friend — not  only  of 
abilities  to  judge,  but  with  good  nature  enough, 
like  a  prudent  teacher  with  a  young  learner,  to 
*6.  Y 
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praise  perhaps  a  little  more  than  is  exactly  just, 
lest  the  thin-skinned  animal  fall  into  that  most 
deplorable  of  all  poetic  diseases — ^heart-breaking 
despondency  of  himself.  Dare  I,  Sir,  already 
immensely  indebted  to  your  goodness,  ask  the 
additional  obligation  of  your  being  that  friend 
to  me  ?  I  inclose  you  an  essay  of  mine,  in  a 
walk  of  poesy  to  me  entirely  new ;  1  mean  the 
epistle  addressed  to  R.  G.  Esq,  or  Robert  Gra- 
ham, of  Fintry,  Esq.  a  gentleman  of  uncommon 
worth,  to  whom  I  lie  under  very  great  obliga- 
tions. The  story  of  the  poem,  like  most  of  my 
poems,  is  connected  with  my  own  story,  and  to 
give  you  the  one,  I  must  give  you  somethinu^ 
of  the  other.     I  cannot  boast  of 

I  believe  1  shall,  in  whole,  s&.lOO  copy-right  in- 
eluded,  clear  about  £.400  some  little  odds ;  and 
even  part  of  this  depends  upon  what  the  gentle- 
man has  yet  to  settle  with  me.  I  give  you  thi« 
information,  because  you  did  me  the  honour  to 
interest  yourself  much  in  my  welfare. 

•       #       4       «       4^       #       « 

To  give  the  rest  of  my  story  in  brief,  I  have 
married  "  my  Jean"  and  taken  a  farm :  with 
the  first  step  I  have  every  day  more  and  more 
reason  to  be  satisfied ;  with  the  last,  it  is  rather 
the  reverse.  I  have  a  younger  brother,  who 
supports  my  aged  mother ;  another  still  young- 
er brother,  and  three  sisters  in  a  farm.     On  my 
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last  return  from  Edinburgh,  it  cost  me  about 
3^.180  to  save  them  from  ruin.  Not  that  I  have 
lost  so  much — I  only  interposed  between  my 
brother  and  his  impending  fate  by  the  loan  of 
so  much.  I  give  myself  no  airs  on  this,  for  it 
was  mere  selfishness  on  my  part:  I  was  con- 
scious  that  the  wrong  scale  of  the  balance  was 
pretty  heavily  charged,  and  I  thought  that 
throwing  a  little  filial  piety,  and  fraternal  affec- 
tion, into  the  scale  in  my  favour,  might  help  to 
smootli  matters  at  the  gvand-reekonirig.  There 
is  still  one  thing  would  make  my  circumstances 
quite  easy :  I  have  an  excise  officer's  commission, 
and  1  live  in  the  midst  of  a  country  division. 
My  request  to  Mr.  Graham,  who  is  one  of  the 
commissioners  of  excise,  was,  if  in  his  power,  to 
procure  me  that  division.  If  I  were  very  san- 
guine, I  might  hope  that  some  of  my  great  pa- 
trons might  procure  me  a  treasury  warrant  for 
supervisor,  surveyor-general,  &c. 

Thus,  secure  of  a  livelihood,  "  to  thee,  sweet 
poetry,  delightful  maid,*'  I  would  consecrate  my 
future  days. 


Y  S 
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No.  66. 

TO  BISHOP  GEDDES. 

EUisland^  near  Dumfries,  3d.  Feb.  1789; 
Venerable  Father, 

As  I  am  conscious  that  wherevet  I  am 
you  do  me  the  honour  to  interest  yourself  in 
my  welfare,  it  gives  me  pleasure  to  inform  you^ 
that  I  am  here  at  last,  stationary  in  the  serioufi 
business  of  life,  and  have  now  not  only  the  re- 
•tired  leisure,  but  the  hearty  inclination,  to  at- 
tend to  those  great  and  important  questions — 
what  I  am  ?  where  I  am  ?  and  for  what  I  am 
destined  ? 

In  that  first  concern,  the  conduct  of  the  man^ 
there  was  ever  but  one  side  on  which  I  was  ha- 
bitually  blameable,  and  there  I  have  secured 
myself  in  the  way  pointed  put  by  Nature  and 
Nature*s  God.  I  was  sensible  that,  to  so  help- 
less a  creatiu-e  as  a  poor  Poet,  a  wife  and  family 
were  incumbrances,  which  a  species  of  prudence 
would  bid  him  shun ;  but  when  the  alternative 
was,  being  at  eternal  warfare  with  myself,  on 
account  of  habitual  follies,  to  give  them  no 
worse  name,  which  no  general  example,  no  11- 
ieentious  wit,  no  sophistical  infidelity,  would,  t# 
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file,  ever  justiiy,  I  must  have  been  a  fool  ta 
have  hesitated,  and  a  madman  to  have  made 
another  choice. 

In  the  affair  of  a  livelihood,  I  think  myself 
tolerably  secure :  I  have  good  hopes  of  my  farm^ 
but  should  they  fail,  I  have  an  excise  commis- 
aon,  which,  on  my  simple  petition,  will,  at 
any  time,  procure  me  bread.  There  is  a  certain 
fltigma  affixed  to  the  character  of  an  excise  offi- 
cer, but  I  do  not  intend  to  borrow  honour  from 
any  profession ;  and  though  the  salary  be  com- 
paratively small,  it  is  great  to  any  thing  that 
the  first  twenty-five  years  of  my  life  taught  me 
to  expect. 

Thus,  with  a  rational  aim  and  method  in  life, 
you  may  easily  guess,  my  reverend  and  much- 
honoured  friend,  that  my  characteristical  trade 
is  not  forgotten ;  I  am,  if  possible,  more  than 
ever  an  enthusiast  to  the  muses.  1  am  deter- 
tmmned  to  study  man  and  nature,  and  in  that 
view  incessantly;  and  to  try  if  the  ripening 
and  corrections  of  years  can  enable  me  to  pro- 
duce something  worth  preseifving. 

You  will  see  in  your  book,  which  I  beg  your 
pardon  for  detaining  so  long,  that  I  have  been 
tuning  my  lyre  on  the  banks  of  Nith.  Sonie 
larger  poetic  plans  that  are  floating  in  my  ima- 
gination, or  partly  put  in  execution,  I  shall  im« 
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part  to  you  when  I  have  the  pleasure  of  meet- 
ing with  you ;  which,  if  you  are  then  in  Edin- 
burgh, I  shall  have  about  the  beginning  of 
March. 

That  acquaintance,  worthy  Sir,  with  which 
you  were  pleased  to  honour  me,  you  must  still 
allow  me  to  challenge ;  for  with  whatever  un- 
concern I  give  up  my  transient  connexion  with 
the  merely  Great,  I  cannot  lose  the  patronizing 
notice  of  the  learned  and  the  good,  without  the 
bitterest  regret. 


No.  67- 
To  Mrs.  DUNLOR 

EUisland,  Uh.  March,  1789. 

Here  am  I,  my  honoured  friend,  re- 
turned safe  from  the  capital.  To  a  man,  who 
has  a  home,  however  humble  or  remote — if  that 
home  is  like  mine,  the  scene  of  domestic  comfort 
— ^the  bustle  of  Edinburgh  will  soon  be  a  busi- 
ness of  sickening  disgust. 

"  Vain  pomp  and  glory  of  this  world,  I  hate  you  !*' 

When  I  must  skulk  into  a  corner,  lest  the 
rattUng  equipage  of  some  gaping  blockhead 
^should  mangle  me  in  the  mire,  I  am  tempted  to 
exclaim — "  What  merits  has  he  had,  or  what 
«  demerit  have  I  had,  in  some  state  of  pre-ex-; 
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**  istence,  that  he  is  ushered  into  this  state  of 
'*  being  with  the  sceptre  of  rule,  and  the  key  of 
«  riches,  in  his  puny  fist,  and  1  am  kicked  into 
«  the  world,  the  sport  of  folly,  or  the  victim  of 
«  pride  V  I  have  read  somewhere  of  a  monarch, 
(in  Spain  I  think  it  was)  who  was  so  out  of  hu- 
mour with  the  Ptolomean  system  of  astronomy, 
that  he  said,  had  he  been  of  the  Creator's 
council,  he  could  have  saved  him  a  great  deal  of 
labour  and  absurdity.  I  wiU  not  defend  this 
Uasphemous  speech ;  but  often,  as  I  have  gli- 
ded with  humble  stealth  through  the  pomp  of 
Princes*  street,  it  has  suggested  itself  to  me,  as 
an  improvement  on  the  present  human  figure, 
that  a  man,  in  proportion  to  his  own  conceit  of 
his  consequence  in  the  world,  could  have  push- 
ed out  the  longitude  of  his  common  size,  as  a 
snail  pushes  out  his  horns«  or  as  we  draw  out  a 
perspective.  This  trifling  alteration,  not  to 
mention  the  prodigious  saving  it  would  be  in 
the  tear  and  wear  of  the  neek  and  limb-sinews 
of  many  of  his  majesty's  liege  subjects,  in  the 
way  of  tossing  the  head  and  tiptoe  strutting,, 
would  evidently  turn  out  a  vast  advantage,  in 
enabling  us  at  once  to  adjust  the  ceremonials  in 
making  a  bow,  or  making  way  to  a  great  man, 
and  that  too  within  a  second  of  the  precise 
spherical  angle  of  reverence,  or  an  inch  of  the 
particular  point  of  respectful  distance,  which  the 
important  creature  itself  requires ;  as  a  measur* 
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ing-glanee  at  its  towering  altitude  would  de- 
temiine  the  affair  like  instinct. 

You  are  right,  madam,  in  your  idea  of  poor 
Mylne's  poem,  which  he  has  addressed  to  me. 
The  piece  has  a  good  deal  of  merit,  but  it  has 
one  great  faultr-it  is,  by  &r,  too  long.  Besides 
my  success  has  encouraged  such  a  shoal  of  ill- 
spawned  monsters  to  crawl  into  public  notice, 
imder  the  title  of  Scottish  Poets,  that  the  very 
term  Scottish  Poetry  borders  on  the  burlesque. 
When  I  write  to  Mr.  C»»**»*  I  shaH  ad- 
vise  him  rather  to  try  one  of  bis  deceased 
friend's  English  pieces.  I  am  prodigiously  hur- 
ried with  my  own  matters,  else  I  would  have 
requested  a  perusal  of  all  Mylne's  poetic  perfor- 
mances ;  and  would  have  offered  his  fidends  my 
assistance  in  either  selecting  or  correcting  what 
would  be  proper  for  the  press.  What  it  is  that 
occupies  me  so  much,  and  perhaps  a  little  op- 
presses my  present  spirits,  shall  fill  up  a  para* 
graph  in  some  future  letter.  In  the  mean  time 
allow  me  to  close  this  e^iistle  with  a  few  lines 
done  by  a  fnend  of  mine  *  •  •  •  ♦ 
I  give  you  them,  that,  as  you  have  seen  the  ori* 
ginal,  you  may  guess  whether  one  or  two  alter 
ations  I  have .  ventured  to  make  in  them,  be 
imy  real  improvement. 

Like  the  fair  plant  that  from,  our  touch  withdraws, 
Shrii^  mildly  fearful  even  from  applause. 
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Be  all  a  mother's  fondest  hope  can  dream. 
And  all  you  are,  my  charmiug  *♦•*,  seem. 
Straight  as  the  fox-glove,  ere  her  bells  disclose. 
Mild  as  the  maiden-blushing  hawthorn  blows. 
Fair  as  the  fairest  of  each  lovely  kind. 
Your  form  shall  be  the  image  of  your  mind ; 
Your  manners  shall  so  crue  your  soul  express. 
That  all  shall  long  to  know  the  worth  they  guess  ; 
Congeitial  hearts  shall  greet  with  kindred  love, 
^nd  even  sick'ning  envy  must  approve."* 


No.  68. 

TO  THE  REV.  P.  CARFRAE. 

Rev.  Sib,  1789. 

1  DO  not  recollect  that  1  have  ever  felt 
a  severer  pang  of  shame,  than  on  lookmg  at  the 
date  of  your  obliging  letter,  which  accompanied 
Mr.  Mylne's  poem. 

1  am  much  to  blam^ :  the  honour  Mr.  Mylne 
has  done  me,  greatly  enchanced  in  its  value  by 
the  endearing,  though  melancholy  circumstance, 
of  its  being  the  last  production  of  his  muse,  de- 
served a  better  return. 

I  have,  as  you  hint,  thought  of  sending  a 
copy  of  the  poem  to  some  periodical  publica- 

•  These  beautiful  lines,  it  is  believed,  are  the  ptnductioit 
'•f  the  lady  to  whom  this  letter  is  addreaaed 

6.  Z 
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tion ;  but,  on  second  thoughts,  I  am  afraid  that, 
in  the  present  case,  it  would  be  an  improper 
step.     My  success,  perhaps  as  much  accidental 
as  merited,  has  brought  an  inundaticm  of  non- 
sense under  the  name  o£  Scottish  poetry.    Sub- 
scription-bills for  Scottish  poems,  have  so  dun- 
ned, and  daily  do  dun  the  public,  that  the  very  * 
name  is  in  danger  of  contempt.    For  these  rea- 
sons, if  publishing  any  of  Mr.  M.'s  p^ms  in  a 
magazine,  &c.  be  at  all  prudent,  in  my  opinion 
it  certainly  should  not  be  a  Scottish  poem.   The  , 
profits  of  the  labours  of  a  man  of  genius,  are, 
I  hope,  ss  honourable  as  any  profits  whatever; 
and  Mr.  Mylne's  relations  are  most  justly  enti- 
tled to  that  honest  harvest,  which  fate  has  de- 
nied himself  to  reap.    But  let  the  friends  of  Mr. 
Mylne's  fame  (among  whom  I  crave  the  honour 
of  ranking  myself,)  always  keep  in  eye  his  re- 
spectability as  a  man  and  as  a  Poet,  and  take 
no  measure  that,  before  the  world  knows  any 
thing  about  him,  would  risk  his  name  and  cha- 
racter being  classed  with  the  fools  of  the  times. 
I  have.  Sir,  some  experience  of  publishing; 
and  the  way  in  which  I  would  proceed  with 
Mr.  Slylne's  poems,  is  tliis : — I  would  publish, 
in  two  or  three  English  and  Scottish  public  pa- 
pers, any  one  of  his  English  poems  which  should, 
by  private  judges,  be  thought  the  most  excel- 
lent, and  mention  it,  at  the  same  time,  as  one  of 
the  productions  of  a  Lotlxian  farmer,     of  respect* 
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Ale  character,  lately  deceased,  wtioise  poems  his 
fiiends  had  it  in  idea  to  publish,  soon,  by  sub- 
scription, for  the  sake  of  his  numerous  family : 
— «ot  in  pity  to  that  family,  but  in  justice  to 
what  his  friends  think  the  poetic  merits  of  the 
deceased ;  and  to  secure,  in  the  most  effectual 
manner,  to  those  tender  connections,  whose  right 
it  is,  the  pecuniary  reward  of  those  merits. 


No.  69- 
To  De.   MOORE. 

Sir,  EUisland,  Z3d.  March,  1789. 

1  HE  gentleman  who  will  deliver  you 
this  is  a  Mr.  Neilson,  a  worthy  clergyman  in  my 
neighbourhood,  and  a  very  particular  acquaint- 
ance of  mine.  As  I  have  troubled  him  with 
this  packet,  1  must  turn  him  over  to  your  good- 
Tiess,  to  recompense  him' for  it  in  a  way  in  which 
he  much  needs  your  assistance,  and  where  you 
can  effectually  serve  him : — Mr.  Neilson  is  on 
bis  way  for  France,  to  wait  on  his  grace  of 
-Queensberr}^  on  some  little  business  of  a  good 
deal  of  importance  to  him,  and  he  wishes  for 
y^ur  instructions  respecting  the  most  eligible 
mode  of  travelling,  &c.  for  him,  when  he  has 
crossed  the  channel.  I  should  not  have  dared 
to  take  this  liberty  with  you,  but  that  I  am  told, 
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by  those  who  have  the  honour  of  your  persond 
acquaintance,  that  to  be  a  poor  honest  Scotch- 
man is  a  letter  of  recoramenddtion  to  you,  and 
that  to  have  it  in  your  power  to  serve  such  a 

character,  gives  you  much  pleasure. 

iit    «     *     «    «    « 

The  enclosed  ode  is  a  compliment  to  the  me- 
mory of  the  late  Mrs.  *•*•**  of  ♦**»**♦♦* 
You  probably,  knew  her  personally,  an  honour 
of  which  I  cannot  boast ;  but  1  spent  my  early 
years  in  her  neighbourhood^  and  among  her  ser- 
vants and  tenants,  I  know  that  she  was  detested 
with  the  most  heartfelt  cordiality.  However^ 
in  the  particular  part  of  her  conduct  which  rou- 
sed my  poetic  wrath,  she  was  much  less  blame- 
able.  In  January  last,  on  my  road  to  Ayr- 
shire, I  had  put  up  at  Bailie  Whigham's,  in 
Sanqhuar,  tlie  only  tolerable  inn  in  the  place. 
The  frost  was  keen,  and  the  grim  evening*,  and 
bowling  wind,  were  ushering  in  a  night  of  snow 
and  drift.  My  horse  and  I  were  both  much  fa- 
tigued with  the  labours  of  the  day,  and  just  as 
my  friend  the  Bailie  and  I  were  bidding  defi- 
ance to  the  storm,  over  a  smoaking  bowl,  in 
wheels  the  funeral  pageantry  of  the  late  great 

Mrs. ,   and  poor  I  am  forced  to  brave  all 

the  horrors  of  the  tempestuous  night,  and  jade 
my  horse,  my  young  favourite  horse,  whom  I 
had  just  christened  Pegasus,  twelve  miles  far- 
ther on,  through  the  wildest  mcx)rs  and  hills  of 
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Ayrshire,  to  New  Cumnock,  the  next  inn.  The 
powers  of  poesy  and  prose  sink  under  me,  when 
I  would  describe  what  I  felt  Suffice  it  to  say, 
that  when  a  good  fire,  at  New  Cumnock,  had 
¥>  far  recovered  my  frozen  sinews,  I  sat  down 
and  wrote  the  inclosed  ode.* 

I  was  at  Edinburgh  lately,  and  settled  finally, 
with  Mr.  Creech ;  and  I  must  own,  that,  at  lasl^ 
he  has  been  amicable  and  fair  with  me. 


No.  70. 
TO    Mr.    hill. 

Misland,  2  J.  April,  1789. 

1  WILL  make  no  excuses,  my  dear 
Bibliopolis,  (CJod  forgive  me  for  murdering  Ian- 
guage !)  that  1  have  sat  down  to  write  you  on 
this  vile  paper. 

It  is  economy.  Sir;  it  is  that  cardinal  virtue; 
prudence ;  so  1  beg  you  will  sit  down,  ^nd  either 
compose  or  borrow  a  panegyric.  If  you  are  go- 
ing to  borrow,  apply  to 

to  compose,  or  rather  to  compound,  something 
very  clever  on  my  remarkable  frugality ;  that  I 

*  Dweller  in  yon  dungeon  dark,  &c. — See  Poems  p.  207- 
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write  to  one  of  my  most  esteemed  friends  on  this 
wretched  paper,  wliich  was  originallj  intended 
for  the  venal  fist  of  «ome  drunken  exciseman^  to 
t^e  dirty  notes  in  a  misl&rable  vanit  of  an  ale- 
cellar. 

O  Frugality !  thou  mother  of  ten  thousand 
blessings — ^thou  cook  of  fat  beef  and  dainty 
greens ! — ^thau  manufacturer  of  warm  Shetlahd 
hose,  and  comfortable  surtouts! — thou  old 
housewdfe,  darning  thy  decayed  stockings  with 
thy  ancient  spectacles  on  they  aged  nose ! — lead 
me,  hand  me  in  thy  clutching  palsied  fist,  up 
those  heights,  and  through  those  thickets,  hither- 
to inaccessible,  and  impervious  to  my  anxious^ 
weary  feet : — ^not  those  Parnassian  craggs,  bleak 
and  barren,  where  the  hungry  worshippers  of 
fame  are,  breathless,  clambering,  hanging  be- 
tween heaven  and  hell;  but  those  glittering 
chfis  of  Potosi,  where  the  allsuificient,  all-power- 
ful deity.  Wealth,  holds  his  immediate  court  of 
joys  and  pleasures ;  where  the  sunny  exposure 
of  plenty,  and  the  hot  walls  of  profusion,  pro- 
duce those  blissful  fi-uits  of  luxury,  exotics  in 
this  world,  and  natives  of  paradise ! — Thou  wi- 
thered sybil,  my  sage  conductress,  usher  me  into 
the  refulgent,  adored  presence ! — ^The  power, 
splendid  and  potent  as  he  now  is,  was  once  the 
puling  nursling  of  thy  faithful  care,  and  tender 
arms !  Call  me  thy  son,  thy  cousin,  thy  kins- 
Bijan,  or  favourite,  and  adjure  the  god  by  the 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


(    175    ) 

scenes  of  his  in&nt  years,  no  longer  to  repulse 
me  as  a  stranger,  or  an  alien,  but  to  favour  me 
with  his  peculiar  countenance  and  protection ! 
He  daily  bestows  his  gi-eatest  kindnesses  on  the 
undeserving  and  the  worthless — assure  him,  that 
I  bring  ample  documents  of  meritorious  demer- 
its !  Pledge  yourself  for  me,  that,  for  the  gloria* 
ous  cause  of  Lucre,  I  will  do  any  thing,  be  any 
thing — ^but  the  horse-leech  of  private  oppression* 
or  the  vulture  of  public  robbery ! 

But  to  descend  from  heroics, 

I  want  a  Shakespear ;  I  want  likewise  an  Eng- 
lish dictionary — ^Johnson's,  I  suppose,  is  best 
In  these  and  all  my  prose  commissions,  the 
cheapest  is  always  the  best  for  me.  There  is  a 
small  debt  of  honour  that  I  owe  Mr.  Robert 
Cleghorn,  in  Saughton  Mills,  my  worthy  friend 
and  your  well-wisher.  Please  give  him,  and 
urge  him  to  take  it,  the  first  time  you  see  him, 
ten  shillings  worth  of  any  thing  you  have  to  sell, 
and  ^ace  it  to  my  account. 

The  library  scheme  that  I  ^nentioned  to  you^ 
is  already  begun,  under  the  direction  of  Capt 
BiddeL  There  is  another  in  emulation  of  it  go- 
ing on  at  Closeburn,  under  the  auspices  of  ]Mr, 
Monteith,  of  Closebum,  which  will  be  on  a 
greater  scale  than  ours.  Capt.  R.  gave  his  in-r 
fent  society  a  great  many  of  his  old  books,  eh» 
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1  had  written  you  on  that  subject ;  but,  one  of 
these  days,  I  shall  trouble  you  with  a  commis- 
sion for  '*  The  Monkland  Friendly  Society**^ — 
a  copy  of  The  Spectator,  Minor,  and  Lounger; 
Man  of  Feeling,  Man  of  the  World,  Guthrie's 
Geographical  Grammar,  with  some  religious 
pieces,  will  likely  be  our  first  order. 

When  I  grow  richer,  I  will  write  to  you  on 
gilt  post,  to  make  amends  forlhis  sheet.  At 
present,  every  guinea  has  a  five  guinea  errand 

with,  '     - 

My  dear  Sir, 

Your  faithful,  poor,  but  honest  fiiei^ 


No.  71. 
To  Mrs.  DUNLOP. 

Ellisland,  Uh.  April,  17  8S. 

1  NO  sooner  hit  on  any  poetic  plan  or 
fkncy,  but  T  wish  to  send  it  to  you ;  and  if  know- 
ing and  reading  t^ese  give  half  the  pleasure  to 
you,  that  communiacting  them  to  you  gixe%  \» 
me,  I  am  satisfied. 

1  have  a  poetic  whim  in  my  head,  vrhich  I  at 
present  dedicate,  or  rather  inscribe,  to  the  Right 
Hon*  C*  J.  Fox ;  but  how  long  that  fancy  maf 
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hold,  I  cannot  say.    A  few  of  the  first  lines  I 
have  just  rough-sketched  as  follows : 

"  How  wisdom  and  folly  meet,  mix,  and  unite,"  &c. — 

See  Poems,  p.  269. 

Oh  the  20th.  current  I  hope  to  have  the  hon- 
our of  assiuing  you,  in  person,  how  smcerely 

lam, 

«    »    •     «    «    iit    « 


No.  72. 
TO  Mr.  CUNNINGHAM. 

ElUslandy  ith.  May^  1789. 
My  EbEAR  Sir, 

Your  duty  Jree  favour  of  ^  the  a6th. 
April  I  receivied  two  days  ago ;  I  will  not  say  I 
pefused  it  with  pleasure ;  that  is  the  cold  com- 
pliment of  ceremony ;  I  perused  it.  Sir,  with 
delicious  satisfaction — In  short  it  is  such  a  let- 
ter, that  not  you,  nor  your  friend,  but  the  legis- 
lature, by  express  proviso  in  their  postage  laws, 
should  frank.  A  letter  informed  with  the  soul 
of  iHeiidship  is  such  an  honour  to  human  na- 
ture, that  they  should  ordei\  it  free  ingress  and 
egress  to  and  from  their  bags,  and  mails,  as  an 
6.  A  a 
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encouragement  and  mark  of  distinction  to  super- 
eminent  virtue. 

I  have  ju$t  put  the  last  hand  to  a  little  poem 
which  I  think  will  be  something  to  your  taste. 

One  morning  lately,  as  I  was  out  pretty  early 
in  the  fields  sowing  some  grass  seeds,  I  heard 
the  burst  of  a  shot  from  a  neighbouring  planta- 
tion, and  presently  a  poor  little  wounded  hare 
came  crippling  by  me.  You  will  guess  my  in- 
dignation at  the  inhuman  fellow  who  could 
shoot  a  hare  at  this  season,  when  they  all  of  them 
Imve  young  ones.  Indeed  there  is  something  in 
that  business  of  destroying  for  oitr  sport  indivi- 
duals in  the  animal  creation  th^t  do  not  injure 
us  materially,  which  I  could  never  reconcile  to 
my  ideas  of  virtue. 

*'  Inhuman  man !  airae  on  thy  barb'rous  "art,"  &c.— 

See  Poansy  p.  154. 

Let  me  know  how  you  like  my  poem.  I  am 
doubtful  whether  it  would  not  be  an  improve- 
ment to  keep  out  the  last  stanza  but  one  alto- 
gether. 

C is  a  glorious  production  of  the  author 

of  man.  You,  he,  and  the  noble  Colonel  of  the 
C F are  to  me 

"  Dear  tA  the  ruddy  drops  which  warm  the  breaflL*' 

I  have  a  good  mind  to  make  verses  on  you  all, 
to  the  tune  of  "  Three  gtulc  fellorcs  ayont  the 


^^Icn. 
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No.  7\ 

TO  Mr.  M^AULEY,  of  Dumbakton. 

Dear  Sir,  Uh.  June^  1789. 

1  HOUGH  1  am  not  without  my  feai-s 
respecting  my  fate,  at  tliat  grand,  universal  in- 
quest of  right  and  wrong,  commonly  called  The 
Last  Day 9  yet  I  trust  tliere  is  one  sin,  which 
that  arch- vagabond,  Satan,  who  I  understand  is 
to  be  king's  evidence,  cannot  throw  in  my  teeth, 
I  mean  ingratitude.  There  is  a  certain  pretty 
large  quantum  of  kindness  for  which  I  remaui, 
and  fix>m  inability,  I  fear  must  still  remain,  your 
debtor ;  but  though  imable  to  repay  the  debt,  1 
assure  you-,  sir,  I  shall  ever  warmly  remember 
the  obligation.  It  give  me  the  sincerest  plea- 
sure to  hear,  by  my  old  acquaintance,  Mr.  Ken- 
licdy,  that  you  are,  in  immoilal  Allan's  hm- 
guage,  **  Hale  and  weel,  mid  living  ;*'  and  that 
your  charming  family  are  well,  and  promising 
to  be  an  amiable  and  respectful  addition  to  the 
company  of  performers,  whom  the  Great  Mana- 
ger of  the  Drama  of  Man  is  bringing  into  action 
for  the  succeeding  age. 

With  respect  to  my  welfare,  a  subject  in  whicH 
you  once  warmly  and  effectively  interested  your- 
^Ifi  I  am  here  in  my  old  way,  holding  myplough, 
A  a  2 
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marking  the  growth  of  my  com,  or  the  health  of 
my  dairy ;  and  at  times  sauntering  by  the  de- 
lightful windings  of  the  Nith,  on  the  margin  of 
which  I  have  built  my  humble  domicile,  pray- 
ing for  seasonable  weather,  or  holding  an  intrigue 
with  the  Muses ;  the  only  gipseys  with  whom  I 
have  now  any  intercourse.  As  I  am  entered 
into  the  holy  state  of  matrimony,  I  trust  my 
face  is  turned  completely  Zion-ward ;  and  as  it 
is  a  rule  with  all  honest  fellows,  to  repeat  no 
grievances,  I  hope  that  the  little  poetic  licences 
of  former  days,  will  of  course  fall  under  the  ob- 
livious influence  of  some  good-natured  statute 
of  celestial  proscription.  In  my  family  devo- 
tion, which  like  a  good  presby  terian,  I  occasion- 
ally give  to  my  household  folks,  I  am  extreme- 
ly fond  of  the  psalm,.  "  Let  not  the  errors  of  my 
youth,  &c.'*^  and  that  other,  **  Lo,  children  are 
God's  heritage,  &cc.^  in  which  last  Mrs.  Bums, 
who  by  the  bye,  has  a  glorious  "wood-note  wild** 
at  either  old  song  or  psalmody,  joins  me  with 
the  pathos  of  Handel's  Messiah. 
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No.  75. 
TO  Mrs.  DUNLOP. 

EUisland,  ^Ist  Junt,  1789. 
Dear  Madam, 

\t  ILL  you  take  the  effiisions,  the  mi- 
selable  effusions  of  low  spirits,  just  as  they  flow 
from  their  bitter  spring.  I  know  not  of  any 
particular  cause  for  this  worst  of  all  my  foes  be- 
setting me,  but  for  some  time  my  soul  has  been 
beclouded  with  a  thickening  atmosphere  of  evil 
imaginations  and  gloomy  presages. 

Monday  Evening. 
1  have  just  heard    *     •     ♦     ♦    •     give  a 
sermon.     He  is  a  man  famous  for  his  benevo- 
lence, and  I  revere  him ;   but  from  such  ideas 
of  my  Creator,  good  Lord  deliver  me !    Reli- 
gion, my  honoured  friend,  is  surely  a  simple 
business,  as  it  equally  concerns  the  ignorant  and 
the  learned,  the  poor  and  the  rich.    That  there 
is  an  incomprehensibly  Great  Being,  to  whom  1 
owe  my  existence,  and  that  he  must  be  intimate- 
ly acquainted  with  the  operations  and  progress 
of  the  internal  machinery,  and  consequent  out- 
ward deportment  of  tliis  creature  which  he  has 
made ;   these  are,  I  think,  self-evident  proposi- 
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tions.  That  there  is  a  real  and  eternal  distinc- 
tion between  virtue  and  vice,  and  consequently 
that  I  am  an  accountable  creature ;  that  from 
th^  sefeming  nature  of  the  human  mind,  as  well 
as  from  the  evident  imperfection,  nay,  positive 
injustice,  in  the  administration  of  affairs,  both  in 
the  natural  and  moral  worlds,  there  must  be  a 
retributive  scene  of  existence  beyond  the  grave; 
must,  I  think,  be  allowed  by  every  one  who 
will  give  himself  a  moment's  reflection.  I  will 
go  farther,  and  affirm,  that  from  the  sublimity, 
excellence,  and  purity  of  his  doctrine  and  pre- 
cepts, unparalleled  by  aU  the  aggregated  wisdom 
and  learning  of  many  preceding  ages,  though  to 
appearance^  he  himself  was  the  obscurest  and 
most  illiterate  of  our  species ;  therefore,  Jesus 
Christ  was  from  God. 

Whatever  mitigates  the  woes,  or  increases 
the  happiness  of  others,  this  is  my  criterion  of 
goodness ;  and  whatever  injures  society  at  large, 
or  any  individual  in  it,  this  is  my  measure  of 
iniquity. 

What  think  you.  Madam,  of  my  creed  ?  1 
trust  that  I  have  said  nothing  that  will  lessen 
me  in  the  eye  of  one,  whose  good  opinion  I 
value  almost  next  to  the  approbation  of  my 
own  mind. 
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No.  76. 

From  Dr.   MO  ORE. 

Clifordstreet,  lOth.  June,  1789. 
D£AE  Sir, 

I  THANK  you  for  the  different  com- 
manications  you  have  made  me  of  your  occa- 
sional productions  in  manuscript,  all  of  which 
have  merit,  and  some  of  them  merit  of  a  differ- 
ent kind  from  what  appears  in  the  poems  you 
have  published.  You  ought  carefully  to  pre- 
serve all  your  occasional  productions,  to  correct 
and  improve  them  at  yoiur  leisure ;  and  when 
you  can  select  as  many  of  these  as  will  make  a 
volume,  publish  it  either  at  Edinburgh  or  Lon- 
don, by  subscription;  on  such  B,r\  occasion,  it 
may  be  in  my  power,  as  it  is  very  much  in  my 
inclination,  to  be  of  service  to  you. 

If  I  were  to  offer  an  opinion,  it  would  be, 
that  in  your  future  productions  you  should  a- 
bandon  the  Scottish  stanza  and  dialect,  and 
adopt  the  measure  and  language  of  modem 
English  poetry. 

The  stanza  which  you  use  in  imitation  of 
Christ  kirk  on  the  green,  with  the  tiresome  re- 
petition of  "  tliat  day,"  is  fatiguing  to  English 
ears,  and  I  should  think  not  very  agreeable  to 
Scottish. 
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All  the  fine  satire  ani  humour  of  your  Holy 
Fair  is  lost  on  the  English ;  yet,  without  mwe 
trouble  to  yourself,  you  could  have  conveyed 
the  whole  to  them.  The  same  is  true  of  some 
of  your  other  poems.     In  your  Epistle  to  J. 

S 9  the  stanzas,  from  that  beginning  with 

this  line,  "  This  life,  so  far's  I  understand,"  to 
that  which  ends  with^  **^  Short  while  it  grieves," 
are  easy,  floAving,  gaily  philosophical,  and  of 
Horatian  elegance-^the  language  is  English, 
with  difew  Scottish  words,  and  some  of  those  so 
harmonious,  as  to  add  to  the  beauty ;  for  what 
Poet  would  not  prefer  gloaming  to  twilight. 

I  imagine,  that  by  carefully  keeping,  and  oc- 
casionally polishing  and  correcting  thoseVerses, 
which  the  Muse  dictates,  you  will  within  a  year 
or  two,  have  another  volume  as  large  as  the 
first,  ready  for  the  press ;  and  this,  without  di- 
verting you  fi"om  every  proper  attention  to  the 
study  and  practice  of  husbandry,  in  which  I  un- 
derstand you  are  very  learned^  and  which  i  fan- 
cy you  will  chuse  to  adhere  to  as  a  wife,  while 
poetry  amuses  you  fi'om  time  to  time  as  a  mis- 
tress. The  former,  like  a  prudent  wife,  must 
not  shew  ill  humour,  although  you  retain  a 
sneaking  kindness  to  this  agreeable  gipsey,  and 
pay  her  occasional  visits,  which  in  no  manner 
alienates  your  heart  from  your  lawful  spouse, 
but  tend  on  the  contrary  to  promote  her  in- 
terest. 
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I  desired  Mr.  Cadell  to  write  to  Mr.  Creech 
.to  send  you  a  copy  of  Zeltcco.  This  performance 
has  had  great  success  here,  but  I  shall  be  glad 
to  have  your  opinion  of  it,  because  I  value  your 
opinion,  and  because  I  know  you  are  above 
saying  what  you  do  not  think. 

I  beg  you  will  offer  my  best  wishes  to  my 
very  good  friend,  Mrs.  Hamilton,  who  I  under- 
stand is  yoiir  neighbour.  If  she  is  as  happy  as 
1  wish  her,  she  is  happy  enough.  Make  my 
compliments  also  to  Mrs.  Bums,  and  believe  me 
to  be,  with  sincere  esteem. 

Dear  Sir,  Yours,  &c. 


No.  77. 
From  Mr.  •*****. 

London,  Btk  August,  1789. 
My  Dear  Sir, 

Excuse  me  when  I  say,  that  the  un- 
common  abilities  which  you  possess,  must  ren- 
der your  correspondence  very  acceptable  to  any 
one.  I  can  assure  you,  1  am  particularly  proud 
of  your  partiality,  and  shall  endeavour  by  every 
method  in  my  power,  to  merit  a  continuance  of 
your  politeness. 

6.  B  b 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


i     186    ) 

When  you  can  spare  a  few  moments  I  should 
be  proud  of  a  letter  fit)m  you,  directed  for  me,* 
Gerard-street,  Soho* 

I  cannot  express  my  happiness  suffldently  at 
tlie  instance  of  your  attachment  to  my  late 
inestimable  friend,  Bob  Fergusson,  who  was 
particularly  intimate  with  myself  and  rela- 
tions.* While  I  recollect  with  pleasure  his  ex- 
traoidinary  talents,  and  many  amiable  qualities, 
it  affords  me  the  greatest  consolation^  that  I  am 
honoured  with  the  correspondence  of  his  succes- 
sor in  national  simplicity  and  genius.  That 
JVlr.  Bums  has  refined  in  the  art  of  poetry,  must 
readily  be  admitted ;  but  notwithstandmg  many 
favom^able  representations,  I  am  yet  to  learn 
that  he  inlierits  his  convivial  powers. 

There  was  such  a  richness  of  conversation, 
such  a  plenitude  of  fancy  and  attraction  in  him, 
that  when  I  call  the  liappy  period  of  our  inter- 
course to  my  memory,  I  feel  myself  in  ^  state 
of  delirium.  I  was  then  younger  tlian  him  by 
eight  or  ten  years,  but  his  manner  was  so  felici- 
tous, that  lie  enraptured  every  person  around 
him,  and  infused  into  the  hearts  of  the  young 
and  dd,  the  t^irit  and  animation  which  operated 
Oil  his  own  mind. 

I  am.  Dear  Sir,  Yours,  &«. 

*  The  erectku  cf  a  nuTiuuuent  to  him. 
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No.  78. 

To  Mr.  ***•••. 

In  answer  to  the  foregoing. 
My  Dear  Sir, 

1  HE  hurry  of  a  farmer  in  this  particular 
season,  and  the  indolence  of  a  poet  at  all  times 
and  seasons,  will,  I  hope,  plead  my  excuse  for 
neglecting  so  long  to  answer  your  obliging  let- 
ter of  the  fifth  of  August. 

That  you  have  done  well  in  quitting  your 
laborious  concern  in  *  *  *  *  I  do  not 
doubt ;  the  weighty  reasons  you  mention,  were, 
I  hope  very,  and  deservedly  indeed,  weighty 
ones,  and  your  health  is  a  matter  of  the  last  im- 
portance ;  but  whether  the  remaining  proprie- 
tors of  the  paper  have  also  done  well,  is  what  I 
much  doubt  The  •  *  *  *  so  far  as  1 
was  a  reader,  exhibited  such  a  brilliancy  of 
point,  such  an  elegance  of  paragraph,  and  such 
a  variety  of  intelligence,  that  I  can  hardly  con- 
ceive it  possible  to  continue  a  daily  paper  in  the 
same  degree  of  excellence ;  but  if  there  was  a 
man  who  had  abilities  equal  to  the  task,  that 
inan's  assistance  tlie  proprietors  have  lost, 

Wlien  I  received  your  letter  I  was  transaib- 
B  b  2 
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ing  for  ♦  *  •  *,  ,my  letter  to  the  magi- 
strates of  the  Canongate,  Edmburgh,  begging 
their  permission  to  place  a  tomb-stone  over  poor 
Fergusson,  and  tKeir  edict  in  consequence  of  my 
petition,  but  now  1  shall  send  them  to  *  * 
•  ♦  *  •.  Poor  Fergusson !  If  there  be  a 
life  beyond  the  grave,  which  I  trust  there  is ; 
and  if  there  be  a  good  God  presiding  over  all 
nature,  which  I  am  sure  there  is ;  thou  art  now 
enjoying  existence  in  a  glorious  world,  where 
worth  of  the  heart  alone  is  distinction  in  the 
man ;  where  riches,  deprived  of  all  their  plea- 
sure-purchasing  powers,  return  to  their  natire 
sordid  matter ;  where  titles  and  honours  are  the 
disregarded  reveries  of  an  idle  dream;  and 
where  that  heavy  virtue,  wliich  is  the  negative 
consequence  of  steady  dulness,  and  those 
thoughtless,  though  often  destructive  foUies, 
which  are  the  unavoidable  abberrations  of  frail 
human  nature,  will  be  thrown  into  equal  obli- 
vion as  if  they  had  never  been ! 

Adieu,  my  dear  Sir !  So  soon  as  your  present 
views  and  schemes  are  concentred  in  an  aim,  I 
shall  be  glad  to  hear  from  you  ;  as  your  welfare 
and  happiness  is  by  no  means  a  subject  indiffer- 
ent to  ' 

Yours,  &c. 
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No.  79. 

To  Mrs.  DUNLOR 

Dear  Madabi,        EUisland,  6th.  Sept.  1789. 

1  HAVE  mentioned  in  my  last,  my  ap- 
pointment to  the  Excise,  and  the  birth  of  little 
Frank ;  who,  by  the  bye,  1  trust  will  be.no  dis- 
credit to  the  honourable  name  of  Wallace,  as  he 
has  a  fine  manly  countenance,  and  a  figure  that 
might  do  credit  to  a  Uttle  fellow  two  months 
older ;  and  likewise  an  excellent  good  temper ; 
though  when  he  pleases  he  has  a  pipe,  only  not 
quite  so  loud  as  the  horn  that  his  immortal 
namesake  blew  as  a  signal  to  take  out  the  pin 
of  Stirling  bridge. 

I  had  some  time  ago  an  epistle,  part  poetic, 
and  part  prosaic,  from  your  poetess,  Mrsi  J. 
L — ,  a  very  ingenious,  but  modest  composition, 
I  should  have  written  her  as  she  requested,  but 
for  the  hurry  of  this  new  business.  I  have  heard 
of  her  and  her  compositions  in  this  country; 
and  I  am  happy  to  add,  always  to  the  honour  of 
her  character.  The  fact  is,  I  know  not  well 
how  to  write  to  her:  1* should  sit  down  to  a 
sheet  of  paper  that  I  knew  not  how  to  stain, 
lam  no  dab  at  fine-drawn  letter-writing;  and 
except  when  prompted  by  friendship  or  grati- 
tude,  or  which  happens  extremely  rarely,  in- 
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# 

gpired  by  the  Muse  (I  know  not  her  name)  that 
presides  over  epistolary  writing,  I .  sit  down, 
when  necessitated  to  write,  as  1  would  sit  down 
to  beat  hemp. 

Some  parts  of  your  letter  of  the  20th.  August, 
struck  me  with  the  most  melancholy  concern 
for  the  state  of  your  mind  at  present. 

Would  I  could  write  you  a  letter  of  comfort  I 
I  would  sit  down  to  it  with  as  much  pleasure, 
as  I  would  to  write  an  epic  poem  of  my  own 
composition,  that  should  equal  the  Iliad.  Re- 
ligion, my  dear  friend,'  is  a  true  comfort !  A 
strong  persuasion  in  a  future  state  of  existence ; 
-a  proposition  so  obviously  probable,  that,  setting 
revelation  aside,  every  nation  and  people,  so  far 
ds  investigation  has  reached,  for  at  least  near 
four  thousand  years,  have,  in  some  mode  or 
other,  firtoly  believed  it.  In  vain  would  we 
reason  and  pretend  to  doubt.  I  have  myself 
done  so  to  a  very  daring  pitch ;  but  when  1  re- 
flected, that  I  was  opposing  the  most  ardent 
wishes,  and  the  most  darling  hopes  of  good  men, 
and  flying  in  the  face  of  all  human  belief,  in  all 
ages,  I  was  shocked  at  my  own  conduct. 

I  know  not  whether  I  have  ever  sent  you  the 
following  lines,  or  if  you  have  ever  seen  them ; 
but  it  is  one  of  my  favourite  quotations,  which  1 
keep  constantly  by  me  in  my  progress  through 
life,  in  the  language  of  the  book  of  Job, 
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«  Against  the  day  of  battle  and  of  wai'* — 
spoken  of  religion. 

**  Tis  this,  my  friend,  that  streaks  our  morning  bright; 

*'  'Tis  this  that  gilds  the  horror  of  our  night, 

^  When  wealth  forsakes  us,  and  when  Iriends  are  few; 

^*  When  friends  ai^e  faithless,  or  when  foes  pursue  ; 

^  'Tis  this  that  wards  the  blow^  or  stills  the  smarts, 

*'  Disarms  tiffliction,  or  repels  his  dart; 

''  Within  the  breast  bids  purest  raptures  rise, 

^'  Bids  smiling  conscience  spread  her  cloudless  skies.*^ 

J  have  been  very  busy  with  Zeluco.  The  Doc- 
tor is  .so  oUiging  as  to  request  my  opimon  of  it; 
wd  I  have  been  revolving  ki  my  mind  some 
kind  of  criticisms  oa  novel- writing,  but  it  is  a 
depth  beyond  my  research,  I  ^shall  however 
digest  my  thouglits  on  the  subject  as  well  as  I 
can.    ZeLuco  is  a  most  sterling  performance. 

Farewell!  A  Dieu^  le  bon  Dieu^  Je  voiis 
commende  1 


No.  80. 

To  K.  GRAHAM^  Eso.  of  PiNiav- 

Sir,  9/A-  December,  1789, 

1  HAVE  a  good  while  had  a  wisli  to 
trouble  you  with  a  letter,  and  had  -certainly 
done  it  long  ere  now — ^but  for  a  humiliating 
something  that  llirows  cold  water  on  the  resolu- 
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tion ;  as  if  one  should  say,  •*  Yqu  have  found 
^*  Mr.  Graham  a  very  powerful  and  kind  friend 
•*  indeed,  and  that  interest  he  is  so  kindly  taking 
"  in  your  ccmeems,  you  ought  by  every  thing 
"  in  your  power  to  keep  alive  and  ch^sh/' — 
Now,  though  since  Grod  has  thought  pr<^r  to 
make  one  powerful  and  another  helpless,  the 
connexion  of  obliger  and  obliged  is  all  fair ;  and 
though  my  being  under  your  patronage  is  to 
me  highly  honourable,  yet,  Sir,  allow  me  to 
flatter  myself,  that,  as  a  Poet  and  an  honest 
man,  you  first  interested  yourself  in  my  welfere, 
and  principally  as  such  still,  you  permit  me  to 
approach  you. 

I  have  found  the  excise  business  go  on  a  great 
deal  smoother  with  me  than  I  expected ;  owing 
a  good  deal  to  the  generous  friendship  of  *Mr. 
Mitchel,  my  collector,  and  the  kind  assistance 
of  Mr.  Findlater,  my  supervisor.  I  dare  to  be 
honest,  and  I  fear  no  labour.  Nor  do  I  find  my 
hurried  life  greatly  inimical  to  my  correspond- 
ence with  the  Muses.  Their  visits  to  me,  in- 
deed, and  I  believe  to  most  of  their  acquaint- 
ance, like  the  visits  of  good  angels,  are  short 
and  far  between;  but  I  meet  them  now  and 
then  as  I  jog  through  the  hills  of  Nithsdale,  just 
as  1  used  to  do  on  tlie  banks  of  A3rr.  I  take 
the  liberty  to  enclose  you  a  few  bagatelles,  all^ 
of  them  the  productions  of  my  leisure  thoughts 
in  my  excise  rides. 
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If  you  know  or  have  ever  seen  Capt.  Grose, 
the  antiquarian,  you  will  enter  into  my  humour 
that  is  in  the  verses  on  him.  Perhaps  you  have 
seen  them  before,  as  1  sent  them  to  a  London 
newspaper.  Though  1  dare  say  you  have  none 
of  the  solemn-league-and-covenant  jBre,  which 
shone  so  conspicuous  in  Lord  George  Gordon, 
and  li^e  Kilmarnock  weavers,  yet  I  think  you 
must  have  heard  of  Dr.  JVf'Gill,  one  of  the  der- 
gymen  of  Ayr,  and  his  heretical  book.  God 
help  him,  poor  man !  Though  he  is  one  of  the 
worthiest,  as  well  as  one  of  the  ablest  of  the 
whole  priesthood  of  the  Kirk  of  Scotland,  in 
every  sense  of  that  ambiguous  term,  yet  the 
poor  Doctor  and  his  numerous  family  ar6  in  im- 
minent danger  of  being  thrown  out  to  the  mer- 
cy of  the  winter- winds.  The  inclosed  ballad  on 
that  business  is  I  confess  too  local,  but  I  laugh- 
ed myself  at  some  conceits  in  it,  though  I  am 
convinced  in  mjt  conscience  that  there  are  a  good 
many  heavy  stanzas  in  it  too. 

The  election  ballad,  as  you  will  see,  alhides 
to  the  present  canvass  in  our  string  of  boroughs. 
I  do  not  believe  there  will  be  such  a  hard  run 
match  in  the  whole  general  election* 


*  This  attudea  to  the  contest  for  the  borough  of  Dumfries^ 
between  the  Duke  of  Queensberry's  interest  and  that  of  Sir 
James  Johnstone. 

*7.  C  c  • 
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I  am  too  little  a  man  to  have  any  political  at- 
tachments ;  I  am  deeply  indebted  to,  and  have 
the  warmest  veneration  for,  individuals  of  both 
parties,  but  a  man  who  has  it  in  his  power  to 
be  the  father  of  a  country,  and  who  •  •  • 
*  *  *  *  is  a  character  that  one  cannot  speak 
of  with  patience. 

Sir  J,  J.  does  "  what  man  can  do,"  but  yet 
I  doubt  his  fate. 


No.  81. 

To  Mrs.  DUNLOP. 

Ellisland,  13th.  December y\lS9' 

jMaNY  thanks,  dear  INIadam,  for  your 
sheet-ftiD  of  rhymes.  Though  at  present  I  am 
below  the  veriest  prose,  yet  from  you  every  . 
thing  pleases.  1  am  groaning  under  the  mise- 
ries of  a  diseased  nervous  system;  a  system  the 
state  of  which  is  most  conducive  to  our  happi- 
ness— or  the  most  productive  of  our  misery. 
For  now  near  three  weeks  I  liave  been  so  ill 
with  a  nervous  head-ache,  that  I  have  been 
obliged  to  give  up  for  a  time  my  excise-books, 
being  scarce  able  to  lift  up  my  head,  much  less 
to  ride  once  a  week  over  ten  muir  parishes. 
What  is  Man !   To-dav,  in  the  luxuriance  of 
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health,  exulting  in  the  enjoyment  of  existence ; 
in  a  few  days,  perhaps  in  a  few  hours,  loaded 
with  conscious  painful  being,  counting  the  tardy 
pace  of  the  lingering  moments  by  the  repercus- 
sions of  anguish,  and  refiising-  or  denied  a  com- 
forter. Day  follows  night,  and  night  comes 
after  day,  only  to  curse  him  with  life  which 
gives  him  no  pleasure ;  and  yet  the  awful,  dark 
termination  of  that  life,  is  a  something  at  which 
he  recoils, 

"  Tell  us,  ye  dead ;  will  none  of  you  in  pity 

''  Disclose  the  secret 

"  What  'lis  you  are,  and  tve  must  shortly  be  ! 

"  'tis  no  matter  : 

'*  A  little  time  will  make  us  leam'd  as  you  are." 

Can  it  be  possible,  that  wlien  T  resign  this 
frailj,, feverish  bemg,  I  shall  sfill  find  myself  in 
conscious  existence !  When  the  last  gasp  of  ago- 
ny has  announced,  that  1  am  no  more'to  those 
that  knew  me,  and  the  few  who  loved  me ;  when 
the  cold,  stiffened,    unconscious,  ghastly  corse 
is  resigned  into  tlie  earth,  to  be  the  prey  of  un- 
sightly reptiles,  and  to  become  in  time  a  trodden 
-clod,  shall  1  yet  be  warm  in  life,  seeing  and  seen, 
enjoying  and  enjoyed?  Ye  venerable  sages,  and 
holy  flamens,  is  there  probability  in  your  con- 
jectures, truth  in  your  stories,  of  another  world 
beyond  death  ?  or  are  they  all  alike,  baseless  vi- 
sions and  fabricated  fables  ?    If  there  is  another 
life,  it  must  be  only  for  the  just,  the  benevolent, 
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the  amiable,  and  the  humane ;  what  a  flattering 
idea,  then,'  is  a  world  to  come !  Would  to  God 
I  as  firmly  believed  it,  as  I  ardently  wish  it! 
There  I  should  meet  an  aged  parent,  now  at 
rest  from  the  many  buffetings  of  an  evil  world, 
against  which  he  so  long  and  so  bravely  strug- 
gled. There  should  1  meet  the  friend,  the  dig- 
interested  friend  of  my  early  life ;  the  man  who 
rejoiced  to  see  me,  because  he  loved  me  and 

could  serve  me Muir !  thy  weaknesses  were 

the  abberrations  of  human  nature,  but  thy  heart 
glowed  with  every  thing  generous,  manly,  and 
noble ;  and  if  ever  emanation  from  the  All-good 
Being  animated  a  human  form,  it  was  thine ! — 
There  should  I  with  speechless  agony  of  raptuif, 
again  recognize  my  lost,  my  ever  dear  Mary ! 
whose  bosom  was  fraught  with  truth,  honour, 
constancy,  and  love. 

My  Mary,  dear  departed  shade  ! 

Where  is  thy  place  of  heavenly  rest  ? 
Seest  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid  ? 

Hear'st  thou  tlic  groans  that  rend  his  breast  ? 

.  I 

Jesus  Cfirist,  thou  amiablest  of  characters !  I 
trust  thou  art  no  impostor,  and  that  thy  re- 
velation of  blissful  scenes  of  existence  beyond 
death  and  the  grave,  is  not  one  of  the  many 
impositions  which  time  after  time  have  been 
palmed  on  credulous  mankind.  1  trust  that  in 
«  thee  shall  aU  the  families  of  the  earth  be  bles 
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sed,**  by  being  yet  connected  together  in  a  bet- 
ter world,  wheire  every  tie  that  bound  heart  to 
heart,  in  this  state  of  existence,  shall  be,  far  be- 
yond our  present  conceptions,  more  endearing. 
I  am  a  good  deal  inclined  to  think  with  those 
who  maintain,  that  what  are  called  nervous  af- 
fections are  in  fact  diseases  of  the  mind.  I  can- 
not reason,  I  cannot  think ;  and  but  to  you  I 
would  not  venture  to  write  any  thing  above  an 
order  to  a  cobler.  You  have  felt  too  much  of 
the  ills  of  life  not  to  simpathize  with  a  diseased 
wretch,  who  is  impaired  more  than  half  of  any 
feculties  he  possessed.  Your  goodness  will  ex- 
cuse this  distracted  scrawl,  which  the  writer 
dare  scarcely  read,  and  which  he  would  throw 
into  the  Are,  were  he  able  to  write  any  thing 
better,  or  indeed  any  thing  at  all. 

Rumour  told  me  something  of  a  son  of  yours 
who  was  returned  from  the  East  or  West  Indies. 
If  you  have  gotten  news  of  James  or  Anthony, 
it  was  cruel  in  you  not  to  let  me  know ;  as  I 
promise  you,  on  the  sincerity  pf  a  man,  who  is 
weary  of  one  world  and  anxious  about  another,  is 

that  scarce  any  thing  could  give  me  so  much  ^\ 

pleasure  as  to  hear  of  any  good  thing  befalling 
my  honoured  friend. 

If  you  have  a  minute's  leisure,  take  up  your 
pen  in  pity  to  Ic  pauvre  miserable.  R.  B. 
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•     No.  82. 
TO  SIR  JOHN  SINCLAIR. 


Sir, 


1  HE  following  circumstance  has,  1  be- 
lieve, been  omitted  in  the  statistical  account, 
transmitted  to  you,  of  the  parisli  of  ^Dunscore, 
in  Nitlisdale.  1  beg  leave  to  send  to  you,  be- 
cause it  is  new,  and  may  be  useful.  How  far 
it  is  deserving  of  a  place  in  your  patriotic  pub- 
lication^ you  are  the  best  judge. 

To  store  the  minds  of  the  lower  classes  with 
useful  knowledge,  ia  certainly  of  very  great  im- 
portance, both  to  them  as  individuals,  and  to  so- 
ciety at  large.     Giving  them  a  turn  for  reading 
and  reflection,  is  giving  them  a  source  of  inno- 
cent and  laudable  amusemeftt ;  and  besides,  raises 
them  to  a  more  dignified  degree  in  the  scale  of 
rationality.     Impressed  with  this  idea,  a  gentle- 
man in  this  parish,  Robert  Riddel,  Esq.  of  Glen- 
riddel,  set  on  foot  a  species  of  circulating  libra- 
ry, on  a  plan  so  simple  as  to  be  practicable  in 
any  corner  of  the  country ;  and  so  useful,  as  to 
deserve  the  notice  of  every  country  gentleman, 
who  thinks  the  improvement  of  that  part  of  his 
own  species,  whom  chance  has  thrown  into  the 
humble  walks  of  the  peasant  and  the  artisan,  a 
matter  worthy  of  his  attention. 
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Mr.  Hiddel  got  a  number  of  his  own  tenants, 
\      and  farming  neighbours,  to  form  themselves  into 
j      d  society  for  the  purpose  of  having  a  library 
among  themselves.     They  entered  into  a  legal 
engagement  to  abide  by  it  for  tliree  years ;  with 
a  saving  clause  or  two,  in  case  of  removal  to  a 
distance,  or  of  death.     Each  member,  at  his  en- 
try, paid  five  shillings ;  and  at  each  of  their 
meetings,  which  were  held  every  fourth  Satur- 
day, sixpence  more.     With  their  entry  money, 
and  the  credit  which  they  took  on  the  faith  of 
their  future  funds,  they  laid  in  a  tolerable  stock 
of  books  at  the  commencement.     What  authors 
they  were  to  purchase,  w^as  always  decided  by 
the  majority.    At  every  meeting,  all  the  books, 
under  certain  fines  and  forfeitures,  by  way  of 
penalty,  were  to  be  produced;  and  tlie  mem- 
bers had  their  choice  of  the  volumes  in  rotation. 
He  whose  name  stood  for  that  night,  first  on  the 
list,  had  his  choice  of  what  volume  he  pleased 
in  the  whole  collection ;    the  second  had  his 
choice  after  the  first ;  the  third  after  the  second, 
I    and  so  on  to  the  last.   At  next  meeting,  he  who 
:    had  been  first  on  the  list  at  the  preceding  meet- 
I    ^g»  "Was  last  at  this ;  he  who  had  been  second 
I    was  first ;  and  so  on  through  the  whole  three 
years.     At  the  expiration  of  the  engagement, 
i    the  books  were  sold  by  auction,  but  only  aniong 
the  members  themselves ;  and  each  man  had  his 
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share  of  the  common  stock,   in  money  or  in 
books,  as  he  chose  to  be  a  purchaser  or  not. 

At  the  breaking  up  of  this  little  society,  which 
was  formed  under  Mr.  Riddel's  patronage,  what 
with  benefactions  of  bool^s  from  him,  and  what 
with  their  own  purchases,  they  had  collected  to- 
gether upwards  of  one  hundred  and  fifty  volumes. 
It  will  easily  be  guessed,  that  a  good  deal  of  trash 
would  be  bought.  Among  the  books,  however, 
of  tliis  little  library,  were,  Blair's  Sermomy 
Robertson's  History  of  Scotland,  Hume's  His- 
tory of  the  Stewarts,  The  Spectator,  Idler,  Ad- 
venturer, Mirror,  Lounger,  Observer,  Man  oj 
Feeling,  Man  of  the  World,  Chrysal,  Don 
Quiocoie,  Joseph  Andf^ews,  ^c.  A  peasant  who 
can  read,  and  enjoy  such  books,  is  certainly  a 
much  superior  being  to  liis  neighbour,  who  per- 
haps stalks  beside  his  team,  very  little  removed, 
except  in  shape»  from  the  brutes  he  drives. 

Wishing   your  patriotic  exertions   their    se 
'  much  merited  success, 

1  am,  Sir, 

Your  humble  servant,    . 
A  PEASANT. 


The  above  is  extracted  from  the  third  volume  of  Sir  Johs 
Sinclair's  Statistics,  p.  598. — It  was  inclosed  to  Sir  John  by 
Mr.  Riddel  himself  in  the  following,  letter^  also  printed  there. 

'  Sir  John, — I  inclose  you  a  letter,  written  by  Mr.  Bums, 
'  as  an  addition  to  the  account  of  Dunscore  parish.  It  con- 
'  tains  an  aopount  of  a  small  library,  which  he  was  so  good 
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No.  82. 
To  Mr.  gilbert  BURNS, 

Ellislafujt,  11th.  January ^  ]790« 
Deae  Brother, 

I  MEAN  to  take  advantage  of  the  frank, 
though  I  have  not  m  my  present  frame  of  mind 
much  appetite  for  exertion  in  writing.  My 
nerves  are  in  a  *  *  *  ♦  state.  I  feel  that 
horrid  hypochondria  pervading  every  atom  of 
both  body  and  soul.  This  farm  has  undone  my 
enjoyment  of  myself.  It  is  a  ruinous  affair  on 
all  hands.  But  let  it  go  to  ♦*•* !  I'll  fight  it 
out  and  be  off  with  it. 

• 

'  (at  my  desire)  as  to  set  on  foot,  in  the  barony  of  Monkland, 
'  or  Friar's  Carse,  in  this  parish.  As  its  utility  has  been  felt 
'  particularly  among  the  younger  class  of  people,  I  tbink^ 
'  that  if  a  similar  plan  were  established,  in  the  different 
'  parishes  of  Scotland,  it  would  tend  greatly  to  the  speedy 
*  improvement  of  the  t«iantry,  trades  people,  and  work 
'  people.  Mr.  Bums  was  so  good  as  to  take  the  whole  charge 
'  of  this  small  concern.  He  was  treasurer,  librarian,  and 
'  censor,  to  this  httle  society,  who  will  long  have  a  grateful 
'  sense  of  his  public  spirit  and  exertions  for  tlieir  improve* 
'  ment  and  information. 

'  I  have  the  honour  to  be.  Sir  John, 
To  Sir  John  Sinclair,  '  Yours  most  sincerely, 

of  UWtter,  Bart.  '  ROBERT  RIDDEL.' 

7.  D  d 
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We  have  gotten  a  set  of  very  decent  players 
here  just  now.  I  have  seen  them  an  evening 
or  two.  David  Campbell,  in  Ayr,  wrote  to 
me  by  the  manager  of  the  company,  a  Mr.  Su- 
therland^  who  is  a  man  of  apparent  worth.— 
On  New-year-day  evening  I  gave  him  the  fol- 
lowing Prologue,  which  he  spouted  to  his  audi- 
ence with  applause. 

^'  No  song  nor  dance  I  bring  from  yon  great  dtj^"  && 

See  Poems,  p,  276. 

I  can  no  more. — ^If  once  1  was  clear  of  thii 
*    ♦    ♦    ♦    farm,  I  should  respire  more  at  ease. 


No.  83. 

To  Mrs.  DUNLOR 

Ellisland,  25th.  January,  1790. 

IT  has  been  owing  to  unremitting  hurry 
of  bushiess  that  I  have  not  written  to  you.  Ma- 
dam, long  ere  now.  ISly  health  is  greatly  bet- 
ter, and  I  now  begin  once  more  to  share  in 
satisfaction  and  enjoyment  with  the  rest  of 
my  fellow-creatures. 

Many  thanks,  my  much  esteemed  friend,  fot 
your  kind  letters :  but  why  will  you  make  me 
run  the  risk  of  been  contemptible  and  mercenary 
in  my  own  eyes  ?  When  1  pique  myself  on 
my  independant  spirit,  I  hope  it  is  neither  poetic 
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licence,  rior  poetic  rant ;  and  I  am  so  flattered 
with  the  honour  you  have  done  me,  in  making 
me  your  compeer  in  friendship  and  friendly  cor- 
respondence, that  I  cannot  without  pain,  and  a 
degree  of  mortification,  be  reminded  of  the  real 
"kiequality  between  our  situations. 

Most  sincerely  do  I  rejoice  with  you,  dear 
Madam,  in  the  good  news  of  Anthony.    Not 
only  your  anxiety  about  his  fate,  but  my  own 
esteem  for  such  a  noble,  warm-hearted,  manly 
young  fellow,  in  the  little  I  had  of  his  acquaint- 
ance, has  interested  me  deeply  in  his  fortunes. 
Falconer,  the  unfortunate  author  of  the  Ship- 
wreck, which  you  so  much  admire,  is  no  more. 
After  weathering  the  dreadful  catastrophe  he  so 
feelingly  describes  in  his  poem,  and  after  wea- 
thering many  hard  gales  of  fortune,  he  went  to 
the  bottom  with  the  Aurora  frigate !   1  forget 
what  part  of  Scotland  had  the  honor  of  giving 
him  birth,  but  he  was  the  son  of  obscurity  and 
misfortune.     He  was  one  of  those  daring  ad- 
venturous spirits,  which  Scotland  beyond  any 
other  country  is  remarkable  for  producing.  Lit- 
tle does  the  fond  mother  think,  as  she  hangs  de- 
lighted over  the  sweet  little  leech  at  her  bosom, 
where  the  poor  fellow  may  hereafter  wander, 
and  what  may  be  his  fate.     I  remember  a  stan- 
za in  an  old  Scottish  ballad,  which,  notwith- 
standing  its  rude  simplicity,    speaks  feelingly 
to  the  heart : 

D  d  3 
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"  Little  did  my  mother  thinks 

'*  That  day  she  cradled  me, 
"  What  land  I  was  to  travel  in, 

"  Or  what  death  I  should  die  \" 

Old  Scottish  songs  are,  you  know,  a  favorite 
study  and  pursuit  of  mine :  and  now  1  am  on 
that  subject,  allow  me  to  give  you  two  stanzas 
of  another  old  simple  ballad,  which  I  am  sure 
will  please  you.  The  catastrophe  of  the  piece 
is  a  poor  ruined  female,  lamenting  her  fate.  She 
concludes  with  this  pathetic  wish : 

'*  O  that  my  &ther  had  ne'er  on  me  smil'd; 

"  O  that  my  mother  had  ne'er  to  me  sung ! 
''  O  that  my  cradle  had  never  been  rock'd ; 

*'  But  that  I  had  died  when  I  was  young ! 

"  O  that  the  grave  it  were  my  bed ; 

"  My  blankets  were  my  winding  sheet ; 
*'  The  clocks*  and  the  worms  my  bedfellows  a' ; 

"  And  O  sae  sound  as  I  should  sleep  !" 

I  do  not  remember  in  all  my  reading  to  have 
met  with  any  thing  more  truly  the  language  of 
misery,  than  the  exclamation  in  the  last  line. 
Misery  is  like  love ;  to  speak  its  language  truly, 
the  author  must  have  felt  it. 

I  am  every  day  expecting  the  doctor  to  give 
your  little  godsonf  the  small-pox.  They  are 
rife  in  the  country,  and  1  tremble  for  his  fate. 
By  the  way,  I  cannot  help  congratulating  you 


•  Beetles.  +  The  bard's  second  son,  Francis. 
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on  his  looks  and  spirit.  Every  person  who  sees 
him,  acknowledges  him  to  be  the  finest,  hand- 
somest child  he  has  ever  seen.  I  am  myself  de- 
lighted with  the  manly  swell  of  his  little  chest, 
and  a  certain  miniature  dignity  in  the  carriage 
of  his  head,  and  the  glance  of  his  fine  black  eye, 
which  promise  the  undaunted  gallantry  of  an 
independent  mind. 

1  thought  to  have  sent  you  some  rhymes,  but 
time  forbids.  1  promise  you  poetry  until  you 
are  tired  of  it,  next  time  I  have  the  honour  of 
assuring  you  how  truly  I  am,  &c. 


No.  84. 
FROM  ]\Ir.  CUNNINGHAM. 

28th.  January y  1790. 

IN  some  instances  it  is  reckoned  unpar- 
donable to  quote  any  one's  own  words,  but  the 
value  I  have  for  your  friendship,  nothing  can 
more  truly  or  more  elegantly  express,  than 

"  Time  but  the  impression  stronger  makes, 
"  As  streams  their  cliannels  deeper  wear." 

Having  written  to  you  twice  without  having 
heard  from  you,  I  am  apt  to  think  my  letters 
have  miscarried.  My  conjecture  is  only  framed 
upon  the  chapter  of  accidents  turning  up  against 
me,  as  it  too  often  does,  in  the  trivial,  and  I 
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may  with  truth  add,  the  more  important  affairs 
of  life ;  but  I  shall  continue  occasionally  to  in- 
form you  what  is  going  on  among  the  circle  of 
your  friends  in  tliese  parts.  In  these  days  of 
merriment,  1  have  frequently  heard  your  name 
proclaimed  at  the  jovial  board — ^under  the  roof 
of  our  hospitable  frieiid  at  Stenhouse-mills,  there 
were  no 

"  I  lingering  moments  number'd  with  care." 

I  saw  your  Address  to  the  New-year  in  the 
Dumfries  Journal.  Of  your  productions  I  shall 
say  nothing,  but  my  acquaintances  alledge,  that 
when  your  name  is  mentioned,  which  every  man 
of  celebrity  must  know  often  happens,  I  am  the 
champion,  the  Mendoza,  against  all  snarling 
critics,  and  narrow-minded  reptiles,  of  whom  a 
few  on  this  planet  do  crawl. 

With  best  compliments  to  your  wife,  and  her 
black-eyed  sister,  I  remain.  Yours,  &:c. 


No.  85. 
To  Mr.  CUNNINGHAM. 

FMisland,  13tk.  February,  1790. 

1  BEG  your  pardon,  niy  dear  asid  much 
valued  friend,  for  Avriting  to  you  on  tliis  very 
unfashionable,  unsiohtlv  sheet — 

"  lly  poverty  but  not  my  will  consents/' 
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But  to  make  amends,  since  of  modish  post  1 
have  none,  except  one  poor  widowed  half-sheet 
of  gilt,  w^liich  Ues  in  my  drawer  among  my  ple- 
beian fool's-cap  pages,  like  the  widow  of  a  man 
of  fashion,  whom  that  impolite  scoundrel.  Ne- 
cessity, has  driven  from  Burgundy  and  Phie- 
apple,  to  a  dish  of  Bohea,  w  ith  the  scandal-bear- 
ing help-mate  of  a  village  priest ;  or  a  glass  of 
whisky-toddy,  with  the  ruby-nosed  yoke-fel- 
low of  a  foot-padding  exciseman — I  make  avow 
to  inclose  this  sheet-full  of  epistolary  fragments 
in  that  my  only  scrap  of  gilt-paper. 

I  am  indeed  your  unworthy  debtor  for  three 
friendly  letters.  I  ought  to  have  written  to  you 
long  ere  now,  but  it  is  a  literal  fact,  I  have  scarce- 
ly a  spare  moment.  It  is  not  that  I  5x^7/  not 
write  to  you  ;  Miss  Burnet  is  not  more  dear  to 
her  guardian  angel,  nor  his  grace  the  Duke  of 
**********  to  the  powers  of  ********,  than  my 
friend  Cunningham  to  me.  It  is  not  that  I  can- 
not write  to  you ;  should  you  doubt  it,  take  the 
following  fragment  which  was  intended  for  you 
some  time  ago,  and  be  convinced  that  I  can  an- 
ilthesizc  sentiment,  and  cwciimvolute  periods,  as 
well  as  any  coiner  of  phrase  in  the  regions  of 

philology. 

December,  1789. 
My  Dear  Cunningham, 

Where  are  you  ?  And  w^hat  are  you  do- 
ing? Can  you  be  that  son  of  levity,  who  takes 
up  a  friendship  as  he  takes  up  a  fashion  ?  or  are 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


(     208     ) 

you,  like  some  other  of  the  worthiest  fellows  in 
the  world,  the  victim  of  indolence,  laden  with 
fetters  of  ever-increasing  weight  ? 

What  strange  beings  we  are !  Since  we  have 
a  portion  of  conscious  existence,  equally  capable 
of  enjoying  pleasure,  happiness,  and  rapture,  or 
of  suffering  pain,  wretchedness  and  misery,  it  is 
surely  worthy  of  an  inquiry,  whether  there  be  not 
such  a  thing  as  a  science  of  life ;  whether  me^ 
thod,  economy,  and  fertility  of  expedients,  be  not 
applicable  to  enjoyment ;  and  whether  there  be 
not  a  want  of  dexterity  in  pleasure,  which  ren- 
ders our  little  scantling  of  happiness  still  less ; 
and  aprofuseness,  an  intoxication  in  bliss,  which 
leads  to  satiety,  disgust,  and  self-abhorrence. 
There  is  not  a  doubt  but  that  health,  ta- 
lents, character,  decent  competency,  respectable 
friends,  are  real  substantial  blessings ;  and  yet 
do  we  not  daily  see  those  who  enjoy  many  or 
all  of  these  good  things,  contrive  notwithstand- 
ing to  be  as  unhappy  as  others  to  whose  lot  few 
of  them  have  fallen.  I  believe  one  great  source 
of  this  mistake  or  misconduct  is  owing  to  a  cer- 
tain stimulus,  with  us  called  ambition,  which 
goads  us  up  the  hill  of  life,  not  as  we  ascend 
other  eminences,  for  the  laudable  curiosity  of 
viewing  an  extended  landscape,  but  rather  for 
the  dishonest  pride  of  looking  down  on  others 
of  our  feUow-creatures,  seemingly  diminutiv^e, 
in  humbler  stations.  &c.  &c 
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Sunday^  lith  February   1790- 
God  help  me !    1  am  now  obliged  to  join 

"  Night  to-day,  and  Sunday  to  the  week.'* 

If  there  be  any  truth  in  the  orthodox  faith  o 
these  churches,  I  am  »*•*•*  past  redemption, 
and  what  is  worse,  ♦**••»  to  all  eternity.  I  am 
deeply  read  in  Boston's  Four-fold  State^  Mar- 
shall  on  Sanctification,  Guthrie's  Trial  of  a 
Saving  Interest,  &c.  but  "  TJiere  is  no  balm  in 
"  Gilead,  there  is  no  physician  there, "  for  me ; 
80  I  shall  e'en  turn  Armenian,  and  trust  to 
"  Sincere  though  imperfect  obedience." 

Tuesday,  l6th. 

Luckily  for  me  I  was  prevented  from 
the  discussion  of  the  knotty  point  at  which  I 
had  just  made  a  full  stop.  All  my  fears  and 
cares  are  of  this  world :  if  there  is  another,  an 
honest  man  has  nothing  to  fear  from  it.  1  hate 
a  man  that  wishes  to  be  a  Deist ;  but  I  fear, 
every  fair,  unprejudiced  inquirer  must  in  some 
degree  be  a  Sceptic.  It  is  not  that  there  are 
any  very  staggering  arguments  against  the  im- 
mortality of  man ;  but  like  electricity,  phlogis- 
ton, &c.  the  subject  is  so  involved  in  darkness, 
that  we  want  data  to  go  upon.  One  thing 
frightens  me  much ;  that  we  are  to  live  for  ever, 
seems  too  good  netts  to  he  true.  That  we  are  to 
enter  into  a  new  scene  of  existence,  where,  ex- 
empt from  want  and  pain,  we  shall  enjoy  our- 
No.  7.  E  e 
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selves  and  our  fnends  without  satiety  or  separa- 
tion— ^how  much  should  I  be  indebted  to  any 
one  who  could  fully  assure  me  that  this  was 
certain ! 

My  time  is  once  more  expired.  I  will  write 
to  Mr.  Cleghom  soon.  God  bless  him  and  all 
his  concerns !  And  may  all  the  powers  that  pre- 
side over  conviviality  and  friendship,  be  present 
with  all  then:  kindest  influence,  when  the  bearer 
of  this,  Mr.  Syme,   and  you  meet !   1  wish  I 

could  al$o  make  one. — 1  think  we  should  be    ♦ 

«    *    « 

Finally,  brethren,  farewell!  Whatsoever  things 
are  lo\^ly,  wliatsoever  things  are  gentle,  what- 
soever things  are  charitable,  whatsoever  things 
aie  kind,  think  on  these  things,  and  think  on 

ROBERT  BURNS. 


No.  86. 

To  Mr.  hill. 

Ellisland^  2d  MaixJi^  1790. 

At  a  late  meeting  of  the  Monkland 
Friendly  Society,  it  was  resolved  to  augment 
their  library  by  tlie  following  books,  which  you 
arc  to  send  us  as  soon  as  possible : — The  Mirrof\ 
The  Lounger^  Man  of  Feelings   Man  of  tlie 
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World,  (these  for  my  own  sake  1  wish  to  have 
by  the  first  carrier)  Knox's  History  of  the  Re- 
formation;  Rat's  History  of  the  Rebellion  in 
1715;  any  good  History  of  the  Rebellion  in 
1745 ;  A  Display  of  the  Secession  Act  and  Testi- 
mony,  by  Mr.  Gib  ;  Harvey*s  Meditations^  Bc-^ 
veridgi^s  Thoughts ;  and  another  copy  of  Wat- 
son's Body  of  Divinity. 

I  wrote  to  Mr.  A.  Masterton  three  or  four 
months  ago,  to  pay  some  money  he  owed  me 
into  your  hands,  and  lately  I  wrote  to  you  to 
the  same  purpose,  but  I  have  heard  from  neither 
one  nor  other  of  you. 

In  addition  to  the  books  1  commissioned  in 
my  last,  I  want  very  much.  An  Index  to  the 
Excise  Laws,  or  an  Abridgeiiient  of  all  the  Sta- 
tutes now  in  force,  relative  to  the  Excise,  by  Jel- 
linger  Symons ;  I  want  three  copies  of  this  book ; 
If  it  is  now  to  be  had,  cheap  or  dear,  get  it  for 
me.  An  honest  country  neighbour  of  mine 
wants  too,  A  Family  Bible,  the  larger  the  bet- 
ter, but  second-handed,  for  he  does  not  clmse  to 
give  above  ten  shillings  for  the  book.  1  want 
likewise  for  myself,  as  you  can  pick  tlicni  up, 
second-handed  or  cheap,  copies  of  Otway*s  Dra- 
matic Works,  Ben  Johnson's,  Drydcn's,  Con- 
grev^s,  Wycherley's,  Vanbrugh's,  Cibber\s,  cr 
any  Dramatic  Works  of  the  more  modem, 
Macklin,  Garrick,  Foote,  Colfnan,  or  Sheridan. 
A  good  copy  too  oi  Moliere,  in  French,  I  much 
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want/  Any  other  good  dramatic  authors  in  that 
language  I  want  also ;  but  comic  authors  chiefly, 
though  1  should  wish  to  have  Jiaci7ie,  CorneiUe^ 
and  Voltaire  too.  I  am  in  no  hurry  for  dl,  or 
any  of  these,  but  if  you  accidentally  meet  with 
them  very  cheap,  get  them  for  me. 

And  now,  to  quit  the  dry  walk  of  business, 
how  do  you  do,  my  dear  friend  ?  and  how  is 
Mrs.  Hill  ?  I  trust  if  now  and  then  not  so  efe- 
gantly  handsome,  at  least  as  amiable,  and  sings 
as  divinely  as  even  My  good- wife  too  has  e 
charming  "  wood-note  wild ;"  now  could  we 
four 

1  am  out  of  all  patience  with  this  vile  world, 
for  one  thing.  Mankind  are  by  nature  benevo- 
lent creatures ;  except  in  a  few  scoundrelly  in- 
stances, I  do  not  think  that  avarice  of  the  good 
things  we  chance  to  liave,  is  born  with  us ;  but 
we  are  placed  here  amid  so  much  nakedness,  and 
hunger,  and  poverty,  and  want,  that  we  are 
under  a  cursed  necessity  of  studying  selfishness, 
in  order  that  we  may  exist  !  Still  there  are,  in 
every  age,  a  few  souls,  that  all  the  wants  and 
woes  of  life  cannot  debase  to  selfishness,  or  even 
to  the  necessary  alloy  of  caution  and  prudence. 
If  ever  I  am  in  danger  of  vanity,  it  is  when  I 
contemplate  myself  on  this  side  of  my  disposi- 
tion and  character.  God  knows  I  am  no  saint; 
I  have  a  whole  host  of  follies  and  sins  to  answer 
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for;  but  if  I  could,  and  I  believe  1  do  it  as  far 
as  I  can,  I  would  wipe  away  all  tears  from  all 
eyes.    Adieu ! 


No.  87. 
To  Mrs.  DUNLOP. 

Ellisland,  10th.  April,  1790. 

I  HAVE  just  now,  my  ever  honoured 
friend,  enjoyed  a  very  high  luxury,  in  reading 
a  paper  of  the  Lounger.  You  know  my  nation- 
al prejudices.  I  had  often  read  and  admired  the 
Spectator,  Adventurer,  Rambler,  and  World; 
but  still  with  a  certain  regret,  that  they  were 
80  thoroughly  and  entirely  English.  Alas! 
have  1  often  said  to  myself,  what  are  all  the 
boasted  advantages  which  my  country  reaps 
from  the  union,  that  can  counterbalance  the  an- 
nihilation of  her  Independence,  and  even  her 
very  name !  I  often  repeat  that  couplet  of  my 
favourite  poet,  Goldsmith — 

**  States  of  native  liberty  possest, 

"  Tho'  very  poor,  may  yet  be  very  blest." 

Nothing  can  reconcile  me  to  the  common 
terms,  "  English  embassador,  English  court,** 
&c.  And  I  am  out  of  all  patience  to  see  that 
equivocal  character,  Hastings,  impeached  by 
♦*  the  Commons  of  England.**    Tell  me,  my 
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friend,  is  tliis  weak  prejudice?  I  believe  in  my 
conscience,  such  ideas  as,  **  my  country ;  her  in- 
"  dependence ;  her  honour ;  tlie  illustrious  names 
•*  that  mark  the  liistory  of  my  native  land ;"  &c. 
— 1  believe  these,  among  your  men  of  the  norld; 
men  wlio  in  fact  guide  for  the  most  part  and 
govern  our  world,  are  looked  on  as  so  many 
modifications  of  wrongheadcdness.  They  know 
the  use  of  bawling  out  such  terms,  to  rouse  or 
lead  THE  RxVBBLE ;  but  for  their  own  private 
use,  with  almost  all  the  able  statesmen  that  ever 
existed,  or  now  exist,  when  they  talk  of  right 
and  wrong,  they  only  mean  proper  and  impro- 
per ;  and  their  measure  of  conduct  is,  not  what 
they  OUGHT,  but  what  they  dare.  For  the 
truth  of  this  1  shall  not  ransack  the  history  of 
nations,  but  appeal  to  one  of  the  ablest  judges 
of  men,  and  himself  one  of  the  ablest  men  that 
ever  lived — the  celebrated  Earl  of  Chesterfield. 
]n  fact,  a  man  who  could  thoroughly  control 
his  vices  whenever  they  interfered  with  his  in- 
terest, and  who  could  completely  put  on  the 
appearance  of  every  virtue  as  often  as  it  suited 
his  purposes,  is,  on  the  Stanhopian  phm,  the  per- 
fect man ;  a  man  to  lead  nations.  Rut  are  great 
abilities,  compleat  without  a  flaw,  and  polished 
without  a  blemish,  the  standard  of  human  ex- 
cellence ?  This  is  certainly  the  staunch  opinion 
of  vicn  of  the  vcoi'ht ;  but  I  call  on  honour,  vir- 
tue, and  worth,  to  give  the  stygian  doctrine  a 
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loud  negative !  However,  this  must  be  allowed, 
that,  if  you  abstract  from  man  the  idea  of  an 
cxisleiiee  beyond  the  grave,  tJieji^  the  true  mea- 
sure of  human  conduct  is,  propc?^  and  i?nprop€r  : 
Virtue  mid  vice,  as  dispositions  of  the  heart,  are, 
in  that  case,  of  scarcely  the  same  impcwrt  and  va- 
lue to  the  world  at  large,  as  harmony  and  dis- 
cord in  the  modifications  of  sound ;  and  a  deli 
cate  sense  of  honour,  like  a  nice  ear  for  music, 
though  it  may  sometimes  give  the  possessor  an 
ecstacy  unknown  to  the  -coarser  organs  of  tlie 
herd,  yet,  considering  the  harsh  gratings,  and 
inharmonic  jars,  in  this  ill-tuned  state  of  being; 
it  is  odds  but  the  individual  would  be  as  happy, 
and  certainly  would  be  as  much  respected  by 
the  true  judges  of  Society  as  it  would  theri 
stand,  without  either  a  good  ear  or  a  good  heart. 
You  must  know  I  have  just  met  with  the 
Mirror  and  Lounger  for  the  first  time,  and  I  am 
quite  in  raptures  with  them ;  I  should  be  glad 
to  hare  your  opinion  of  some  of  the  papers. 
The  one  I  have  just  read.  Lounger^  No  61,  lixis 
cost  me  more  honest  tears  tlian  any  tiling  1  have 
read  of  a  long  time.     M'Kenzie  has  been  called 
the  Addison  of  the  Scots,  and  in  my  opinion, 
Addison  would  not  be  hurt  at  the  comparison. 
If  he  has  not  Addison's  exquisite  humour,  he  as 
certainly  out-does  him  in  the  tender  and  pathe- 
tic    His  Man  of  Feeling  (but  I  am  not  coun- 
sel learned  in  the  laws  of  criticism)  I  estimate 
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as  the  first  performance  In  its  kind  I  ever  saw. 
From  what  book,  moral  or  even  pious,  will  the 
susceptible  young  mind  receive  impressions 
more  congenial  to  humanity  and  kindness,  ge- 
nerosity  and  benevolence ;  in  short,  more  of  all 
that  ennobles  the  soul  to  herself,  or  endears  her 
to  others — ^than  from  the  simple  affecting  tale 
of  poor  Harley. 

Still,  with  all  my  admiration  of  M^Kenzie's 
writings,  I  do  not  know  if  they  are  the  fittest 
reading  for  a  young  man  who  is  about  to  set 
out,  as  the  phrase  is,  to  make  his  way  into  life. 
Do  not  you  thinks  Madam,  that  among  the  few 
favoured  of  Heaven  in  the  structure  of  their 
minds,  (for  such  there  certainly  are)  there  may 
be  a  purity,  a  tenderness,  a  dignity,  an  elegance 
of  soul,  which  are  of  no  use,  nay,  in  some  de- 
gree, absolutely  disqualifying  for  the  truly  im- 
portant business  of  making  a  man's  way  into 
life.  If  I  am  not  much  mistaken,  my  gallant 
young  friend,  A* ****♦,  is  very  muclynmdeT 
these  disqualifications;  and  for  the  young 
females  of  a  family  I  could  mention,  well  may 
they  excite  parental  solicitude,  for  I,  a  common 
acquaintance,  or  as  my  vanity  will  have  it,  an 
humble  friend,  have  often  trembled  for  a  turn 
of  mind  which  may  render  them  eminently 
happy — or  peculiarly  miserable ! 

1  have  been  manufacturing  some  verses  late- 
ly ;  but  as  I  have  got  the  most  hurried  season 
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of  excise  business  over,  I  hope  to  have  more 
leisure  to  transcribe  any  tiling  that  may  shew 
how  much  I  have  the  honour  to  be. 

Madam,  Yours,  &c. 


No.  88. 

To    Dr.    MOORE. 

Dumfries,  Excise-office,  14/A,  July,  1790, 

Sra, 

CiOMlNG  into  town  this  morning,  to 
attend  my  duty  in  this  office,  it  being  collection 
day,  I  met  with  a  gentleman  who  tells  me  he  is 
on  his  way  to  London ;  so  I  take  the  opportu- 
nity of  writing  to  you,  as  franking  is  at  present 
under  a  temporary  death.  I  shall  have  some 
snatches  of  leisure  through  the  day,  amid  our 
horrid  business  and  bustle,  and  I  shall  improve 
them  as  well  as  I  can ;  but  let  my  letter  be  as 
stupid  as  ******••*,  as  mis- 
cellaneous as  a  news-paper,  as  short  as  a  hungry 
grace-before-meat,  or  as  long  as  a  law-paper  in 
the  Douglas  cause ;  -as  ill  spelt  as  country  John's 
billet-doux,  or  as  unsightly  a  scrawl  as  Betty 
Byre-mucker's  answer  to  it;  I  hope,  consider- 
ing circumstances,  you  will  forgive  it ;  and  as 
it  will  put  you  to  no  expence  of  postage,  I  shall 
have  the  less  reflection  about  it. 

7.  F  f 
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1  am  sadly  ungrateful,  in  not  returning  you 
my  ^  thanks  for  your  most  valuable  present,  Zc- 
luco.  In  fact,  you  are  in  some  degree  blameable 
for  my  neglect.  You  were  pleased  to  express  a 
wish  for  my  opinion  of  the  work ;  which  so  flat- 
tered me,  that  nothing  less  would  serve  my 
over^ weening  fancy,  th?m  a  formal  criticism  on 
the  book.  In  fact,  I  have  gravely  planned  a 
comparative  Aiew  of  you.  Fielding,  Richard- 
son, and  Smollet,  in  your  different  qualities  and 
merits  as  novel-writers.  This,  I  own,  betrays 
my  ridiculous  vanity,  and  I  may  probably  never 
bring  the  business  to  bear ;  but  I  am  fond  of  the 
spirit  young  Elihu  shews  in  the  book  of  Job — 
*'  And  I  said,  I  will  also  declare  my  opinion. 
I  have  quite  disfigured  my  copy  of  the  book 
with  my  annotations.  I  never  take  it  up  with 
out  at  the  same  time  taking  my  pencil,  and 
marking  with  asterisms,  parentheses,  &:c.  wher- 
ever I  meet  with  an  original  thought^  a  nervous 
remark  on  life  and  manners,  a  remarkably  well- 
turned  period,  or  a  character  sketched  with  un- 
common precision. 

Though  I  shall  haidly  think  of  fairly  writing 
out  my  "  Conjparative  view,'*  I  shall  certainly 
trouble  you  with  my  remarks,  such  as  tliey  are. 
I  have  just  received  from  my  gentleman,  tliat 
horrid  summons  in  tlie  book  of  Revelations — 
**  That  time  shall  be  no  more !" 

Tlie  little  collection  of  soimets  have  some 
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charming  poetry  in  them.  If  indeed  1  am  in- 
debted  to  the  fair  author  for  the  book,  and  not, 
as  I  rather  suspect,  to  a  celebrated  author  of  tlie 
other  sex,  I  should  certainly  have  written  to  the 
lady,  with  my  grateful  acknowledgments,  and 
my  own  ideas  of  the  comparative  excellence  of 
her  pieces.  I  would  do  this  last,  not  from  any 
vanity  of  thinking  that  my  remarks  could  be  of 
much  consequence  to  Mrs.  Smith,  but  merely 
from  my  own  feelings  as  an  author,  doing  as  I 
would  be  done  by. 


No.  89. 

To  Mrs.  DUNLOP. 
Dear  Madam,  mh.  August,  1790. 

After  a  long  day's  toil,,  plague,  and 
care,  I  sit  down  to  write  to  you.  Ask  me  not 
why  I  have  delayed  it  so  long  ?  It  was  owing 
to  hurry,  indolence,  an(J  fifty  other  things;  in 
short,  to  any  thing — but  forgetfuhicss  of  la  plus 
amiable  de  son  sexe.  By  the  bye,  you  are  in- 
debted your  best  courtesy  to  me  for  this  last 
compliment ;  as  I  pay  it  from  my  sincere  con- 
viction of  its  truth — ^a  quality  rather  rare,  in 
compliments  of  these  grinning,  bowing,  scraping 
times. 

Well,  1  hope  writing  to  you  will  ease  a  little 
F  f  2 
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my  troubled  soul.  Sorely  has  it  been  bruised 
to-day !  A  ci-devant  friend  of  mine^  and  an  in- 
tiraate  acquaintance  of  yours,  has  given  my  feel- 
ings a  wound,  that  I  perceive  will  gangrene  dan- 
gerously ere  it  cure/  He  has  wounded  my  pride ! 


No.  90- 
To  Mr.  CUNNINGHAM. 

Ellisland,  Sth.  Avgust,  1790. 

r  ORGIVE  me,  my  once  dear,  and  ever 
dear  friend,  my  seeming  negligence.  You  can- 
not sit  down  and  fancy  the  busy  life  I  lead. 

I  laid  down  my  goose  feather  to  beat  my 
brains  for  an  apt  simile,  and  had  some  thoughts 
of  a  country  graimum  at  a  family  christening ;  a 

bride  on  the  market-day  before  her  marriage ;  • 

**4it*       *       *       •     *      *      m    ^k       * 

*  *  ''^  *  *;  a  tavern-keeper  at  an  ela- 
tion-dinner ;  &c.  &c.  —  but  the  resemblance  that 
hits  my  fancy  best  is,  that  blackguard  miscreant, 
Satan,  who  roams  about  like  a  roaring  lion,  seek- 
ing, searching  whom  he  may  devour.  However, 
tossed  about  as  I  am,  if  1  chuse  (and  who  would 
not  chuse)  to  bind  down  with  the  crampets  of 
attention,  the  brazen  foundation  of  integrity,  I 
may  rear  up  the  superstructure  of  Independence, 
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and  from  its  daring  turrets  bid  defiance  to  the 
storms  of  fate.  And  is  not  this  a  "  consummation 
devoutly  to  be  wished  ?" 

"  Thy  spirit.  Independence,  let  me  share ; ' 
"  Lord  of  the  Lion-heart  and  eagle  eye  !  - 

"  Thy  steps  I  follow  with  my  bosom  bare, 

"  Nor  heed  the  storm  tliat  howls  along  the  skyT 

Are  not  these  noble  verses  ?  They  are  the 
introduction  of  Smollefs  Ode  to  Independence: 
If  you  have  not  seen  the  poem,  I  will  send  it  to 
you. — How  wretched  is  the  man  that  hangs  on 
by  the  favours  of  the  great.  To  shrink  from 
every  dignity  of  man,  at  the  approach  of  a  lordly 
piece  of  self-consequence,  who  amid  all  his  tin- 
sel glitter,  and  stately  hauteur,  is  but  a  creature 
formed  as  thou  art— and  perhaps  not  so  well  for- 
med as  thou  art — came  into  the  world  a  puling 
infant  as  thou  didst,  and  must  go  out  of  it,  as  all 
men  must,  a  naked  corse ! 


No.  91. 
To  Mks.  DUNLOR 

November y  1790. 

"As  cold  waters  to  a  thirsty  soul,  so  is 
good  news  from  a  far  country." 

Fate  has  long  owed  me  a  letter  of  good  new^i 
from  you,  in  return  for  the  many  tidings  of  sor- 
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row  which  I  have  received.  In  this  instance  I 
most  cordially  obey  the  apostle — "  Eejoice  with 
them  that  do  rejoice" — ^for  me,  to  sing  for  joy  is 
no  new  thing ;  but  to  jnrach  for  joy,  as  1  Iiave 
done  in  the  commencement  of  this  epistle,  is  a 
pitch  of  extravagant  rapture,  to  Vv'hich  I  never 
rose  before. 

I  read  your  letter — I  literally  jumped  for  joy 
— How  could  such  a  mercurial  creature  as  a  poet, 
lumpishly  keep  his  seat  on  the  receipt  of  the  best 
news  from  his  best  friend.  I  seized  my  gilt- 
headed  Wangee  rod,  an  instrument  indispensa- 
bly necessary  in  my  left  hand,  in  the  moment  of 
inspiration  and  rapture;  and  stride,  stride — quick 
and  quicker— out  skipt  I  among  the  broomy 
banks  of  Nith,  to  muse  over  my  joy  by  retail. 
To  keep  within  the  bounds  of  prose  was  impos- 
sible. Mrs.  Little's  is  a  more  elegant,  but  not  a 
more  sincere  compliment  to  the  sweet  little  fel- 
low, than  1  extempore  almost  poured  out  to  him, 
in  the  following  verses.  See  Poems ^ p.  246. — On 
the  Birth  of  a  Postkuwous  Child, 

I  am  much  flattered  by  your  approbation  of 
my  Tain  o'  Shante?\  which  you  express  in  your 
former  letter;  though,  by  the  bye,  you  load  me 
in  that  said  letter  with  accusations  heavy  and 
many ;  to  all  which  I  plead,  not  guilty !  Your 
book  is,  I  hear,  on  the  road  to  reach,  me.  As  to 
printing  of  poetry,  when  you  prepare  it  for  the 
prcsf,  you  have  only  to  spell  it  riglit,  and  place 
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the  capital  letters  properly:  as  to  the  punctuation, 
the  printers  do  that  themselves. 

I  have  a  copy  of  Tarn  d  Sfianter  ready  to 
send  you  by  the  first  opportunity :  it  is  too  hea- 
vy to  send  by  post. 

I  heard  of  Mr.  Corbet  lately.  He,  in  conse- 
quence of  your  recommendation,  is  most  zealous 
to  serve  me.  Please  favour  me  soon  with  an  ac- 
count of  your  good  folks ;  if  Mrs.  H.  is  recover- 
ing, and  the  young  gentleman  doing  well. . 


No.  92. 
To  Mr.  CUNNINGHAM. 

EUisland,  2Sd.  January,  1791. 

JMANY  happy  returns  of  the  season  to 
you,  my  dear  friend!  As  many  of  the  good 
things  of  this  life,  as  is  consistent  with  the  usual 
mixture  of  good  and  evil  in  tlie  cup  of  being! 

I  have  just  finished  a  poem,  which  you  will 
receive  enclosed.  It  is  my  first  essay  in  the  way 
of  tales. 

I  have  these  several  months  been  hammering 
at  an  elegy  on  the  amiable  and  accomplished 
Miss  Burnet.  I  have  got,  and  can  get,  no  far- 
ther than  the  following  fragment,  on  which 
please  give  me  your  strictures.  In  all  kinds  of 
poetic  composition,  1  set  great  store  by  your 
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opinion ;  but  in  sentimental  verses,  in  the  poetrj' 
of  the  heart,  no  Roman  Catholic  ever  sot  niore 
value  on  the  infallibility  of  the  Holy  lather, 
tlian  I  do  on  yours. 

I  mean  the  introductory  couplets  as  text  verses. 

Life  ne'er  exulted  in  so  rich  a  priae,  &c.  See  Poems,  p.  296 

Let  me  hear  from  you  soon.     Adieu ! 


No.  9a 

To  Mr.  peter  hill. 

17tk.  January y  1791. 

1 AKE   these   two  guineas,   apd  place 
them  over  against  that  ******  account  of  yours! 
which  has  gagged  my  mouth  these  five  or  six 
months !  I  can  as  little  write  good  things  as  apo* 
logics  to  the  man  I  owe  money  to.     O  the  su- 
preme curse  of  making  three  guineas  do  the 
business  of  five !     Not  all  the  labours  of  Her- 
cules ;  not  all  the  Hebrews'  three  centuries  of 
Egyptian  bondage,   were  such  an  insuperable 
business,  such  an   ********    task!!     Poverty! 
thou  half-sister  of  death,  thou  cousin-german  of 
hell !  where  shall  I  find  force  of  execration  equal 
to  the  amplitude  of  thy  demerits  ?     Oppressed 
by  thee,  the  venerable  ancient,  grown  hoary  in 
the  practice  of  every  virtue,  laden  witli  years 
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and  wretchcfdness,  implores  a  little — little  aid 
to  support  his  existence,  from  a  stony-hearted 
son  of  Mammon,  whose  sun  of  prosperity  never 
knew  a  cloud ;  and  is  by  him  denied  and  insult* 
ed.     Oppressed  by  thee,  the  man  of  sentiment, 
whose    heart    glows  with  independence,    and 
melts  with  sensibility,  inly  pines  under  the  neg- 
lect, or  writhes  in  bitterness  of  soul,  under  the 
contumely  of  arrogant,  unfeeling  wealth.    Op- 
pressed by  thee,  the  son  of  genius,  whose  ill- 
starred  ambition  plants  him  at  the  tables  of  the 
fashionable  and  polite,  must  see  in  suffering  si- 
lence, his  remark  neglected,  and  his  person  des- 
pised, while  shallow  greatness,  in  his  idiot  at- 
tempts at  wit,  shall  meet  with  countenance  and 
applause.    Nor  is  it  only  the  family  of  worth 
that  have  reason  to  complain  of  thee :  the  chil- 
dren of  folly  and  vie?,  though  in  common  with 
thee  the  offspring  of  evil,  smart  equally  under 
thy  rod.    Owing  to  thee,  the  man  of  unfortu- 
nate disposition  and  neglected  education,  is  con- 
demned as  a  fool  for  his  dissipation,  despised 
and  shunned  as  a  needy  wretch,  when  his  fol- 
lies as  usual  bring  him  to  want ;  and  when  hi& 
unprincipled  necessities  drive  him  to  dishonest 
practices,  he  is  abhorred  as  a  miscreant,   and 
perishes  by  the  justice  of  his  country.     But  far 
otherwise  is  the  lot  of  the  man  of  family  and 
fortune.     His  early  foUiefe  and  extravagance^ 
are    spirit  and  fire ;  his  consequent  wants,  are 
*  8.  Gg 
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the  embarrassments  of  an  honest  fellow;  ar.il 
when,  to  remedy  the  matter,  he  has  gained  a 
legal  commission  to  plunder  distant  provinces, 
or  massacre  peaceful  nations,  he  returns,  per- 
haps, laden  with  the  spoils  of  rapine  and  mur- 
der ;  lives  wicked  and  respected,  and  dies  a  ** 
*****  and  a  lord. — Nay,  worst  of  all,  alas  for 
helpless  woman !  the  needy  prostitute,  who  has 
shivered  at  the  corner  of  the  street,  waiting  to 
earn  the  wages  of  casual  prostitution,  is  left  neg- 
lected and  insulted,  ridden  down  by  the  chariot 
wheels  of  the  coroneted  iir,  hurrying  on  to 
the  guilty  asssignation ;  she,  who  without  the 
same  necessities  to  plead,  riots  nightly  in  the 
same  gnilty  trade. 

Well !  divines  may  say  of  it  what  they  please, 
but  execration  is  to  the  mind,  what  phlebotomy- 
is  to  the  body :  the  vital  sluices  of  both  are 
wonderfully  relieved  by  their  respective  evacua- 
tions. 


No.  94- 

To  A.  F.  TYTLER,  Esq. 
Sni, 

Nothing  less  than  the  unfortimate 
accident  I  have  met  with,  could  have  prevented 
my  grateful  acknowledgments  for  your  letter. 
His  own  favourite  poem,  and  that  an  essay  in  a 
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walk  of  the  muses  entirely  new  to  him,  where 
consequently  his  hopes  and  fears  were  on  tlie 
most  anxious  alarm  for  his  success  in  the  at- 
tempt; to  have  that  poem  so  much  applauded 
by  one  of  the  first  judges,  was  the  most  delici- 
ous vibration  that  ever  trilled  along  the  heart- 
strings of  a  poor  poet.  However,  Providence,  to 
keep  up  the  proper  proportion  of  evil  with  the 
good,  which  it  seems  is  necessary  in  this  subluna- 
ry state,  thought  proper  to  check  ray  exultation 
by  a  very  serious  misfortune.  A  day  or  two 
after  I  received  your  letter,  my  horse  came 
down  with  me  and  broke  my  right  arm.  As 
this  is  the  first  service  my  arm  has  done  me  since 
its  disaster,  I  find  myself  unable  to  do  more 
than  just  in  general  terms  to  thank  you  for  this 
additional  instance  of  your  patronage  and  friend- 
ship.  As  to  the  faults  you  detected  in  the  piece, 
they  are  tnily  there :  one  of  them,  the  hit  at 
the  lawyer  and  priest,  I  shall  cut  out ;  as  to  the 
falling  off  in  the  catastrophe,  for  the  reason  yoii 
justly  adduce  it  cannot  easily  be  remedied. 
Your  approbation,  sir,  has  given  me  such  addi- 
tional spirits  to  persevere  in  this  "species  of  po- 
etic composition,  that  I  am  already  revolving 
two  or  three  stories  in  my  fancy.  If  I  can  bring 
tliese  floating  ideas  to  bear  any  kind  of  embodi- 
ed form,  it  wull  give  me  an  additional  opportu- 
nity  of  assuring  you  how  mucli  I  liave  the 
honour  to  be,  &c. 

Gg2 
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No.  95. 
To  Mrs.  DUNLOP. 

EUisland,  7th.  February y  179». 

When  I  tell  you.  Madam,  that  by  a 
fall,  not  from  my  horse  but  with  my  horse,  1 
have  been  a  cripple  some  time,  and  that  this  is 
the  first  day  my  arm  and  hand  have  been  able 
to  serve  me  in  writing ;  you  will  allow  that  it 
is  too  good  an  apology  for  my  seemingly  un^te- 
ful  silence.  I  am  now  getting  better,  and  am 
able  to  rhyme  a  little,  which  implies  some  tol- 
erable ease;  as  I  cannot  think  that  the  most 
poetic  genius  is  able  to  compose  on  the  rack. 

I  do  not  remember  if  ever  I  mentioned  to  you 
my  having  an  idea  of  composing  an   elegy  on 
the  late  Miss  Burnet,  of  JVIonboddo.     I  had  the 
honour  of  bdng  pretty  well  acquainted  with  her, 
and  have  seldom  felt  so  much  at  the  loss  of  an 
acquaintance,  as  when  I  heard  that  so  amiable 
and  accomplished  a  piece  of  God's  Ivorks  was 
no  more.     I  have  as  yet  gone  no  farther  than 
the  following  fragment,  of  which  please  let  roc 
have  your  opinion.     You  know  that    elegy  is  a 
subject  so  much  exhausted,  that  any  new  idea 
on  the  business  is  not  to  be  expected  :   'tis  well 
if  we  can  place  an  old  idea  in  a  new  light.     How 
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far  1  have  succeeded  as  to  this  last,  you  will 
judge  from  what  follows — 

(Htre  foUotPS  the  Elegy ^  S^,  as  in  p.  206,  adding  this  verss.J 

The  parent's  hearty  that  nestled  fond  in  thee. 
That  heart  how  sunk,  a  prey  to  grief  and  care  ; 

So  deck'd  the  woodbine  sweet  yon  aged  tree. 
So  from  it  ravish'd,  leaves  it  bleak  and  bare. 

[  have  proceeded  no  further. 

Your  kind  letter,  with  your  kind  reviemhrance 
of  your  godson,  came  safe.  This  last.  Madam, 
is. scarcely  what  my  pride  can  bear.  i\s  to  the 
little  fellow,  he  is,  partiality  apart,  the  finest 
boy  I  have  of  a  long  time  seen.  He  is  now  se- 
venteen months  old,  has  the  small-pox  and 
measles  over,  has  cut  several  teetli,  and  yet 
never  had  a  grain  of  doctor's  drugs  in  his  bowels^ 

I  am  truly  happy*  to  hear  that  the  "  little 
floweret"  is  blooming  so  fresh  and  fair,  and  that 
the  "  mother-plant"  is  rather  recovering  her 
drooping  head.  Soon  and  well  may  her  *•  cruel 
wounds"  be  healed!  I  have  written  thus  far 
with  a  good  deal  of  difficulty.  When  I  get  a 
little  abler  you  shall  hear  farther  from. 

Madam,  Yours,  &c. 
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No.  96. 

To  LACY  W.  M.  CONSTABLE, 

Acknowledging  a  Pfrsent  of  a  valuable  Sni/Jf- 
box,  ivit/i  a  fine  Picture  of  Mary  Queen  of 
Scots  on  the  lid. 

My  Lady, 

Nothing  less  than  the  unlucky  acci- 
.dent  of  having  lately  broken  my  right  arm, 
could  have  prevented  me,  the  moment  1  received 
your  ladyship's  elegant  present  by. Mrs.  ISliller, 
from  returning  you  my  warmest  and  most 
grateful  acknowledgments.  I  assure  your  lady- 
ship I  shall  set  it  apart :  the  symbols  of  religion 
shall  only  be  more  sacred.  In  the  moment  of 
poetic  composition,  the  box  shall  be  my  in- 
spiring genius.  When  I  would  breathe  the 
comprehensive  wish  of  benevolence  for  the 
happiness  of  others,  1  shall  recollect  your  lady- 
*  ship ;  when  I  would  interest  my  fancy  in  the 
distresses  incident  to  humanit)%  I  shall  re- 
member the  unfortunate  Mary. 

To  Mrs.  GRAHAM,  of  Fintry. 

^L\DAM, 

Whether  it  is  that  the  story  of  our 
iMar\%  Queen  of  Scots,  has  a  peculiar  effect  on 
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tlie  feelings  of  a  poet,  or  whether  I  have  in  the 
inclosed  ballad,  succeeded  beyond  my  usual  poe- 
tic  success,  I  know  not ;  but  it  has  pleased  me 
beyond  any  effort  of  my  muse  for  a  good  while 
|>ast;  on  that  account  I  inclose  it  particularly  to 
you.  It  is  true,  the  purity  of  my  motives  may  be 
suspected.     I  am  already  deeply  indebted  to  Mn 

G ^'s  goodness  -,  and,  what  in  the  usual  tmys 

of  men  is  of  infinitely  greater  importance,  Mr. 
G.  can  do  me  service  of  the  utmost  importance  in 
time  to  come.  I  was  born  a  poor  dog;  and  how- 
^ver  I  may  occasionally  pick  a  better  bone  thaii 
I  used  to  do,  1  know  I  must  live  and  die  poor : 
bat  i  will  indulge  the  flattering  faith  that  my 
poetry  will  considerably  outlive  my  poverty; 
and  without  any  fustian  affectation  of  spu^it,  I 
can  promise  and  affirm,  that  it  must  be  no  ordi- 
nary craving  of  the  latter  shall  ever  make  me  do 
any  thing  injurious  to  the  honest  fame  of  the 
former.     Whatevei-  may  be  my  failings,   for 
failings  are  a  part  of  human  nature,  may  they 
ever  be  those  of  a  generous  heart,  and  an  inde- 
pendent mind.     It  is  no  fault  of  mine  tliat  I 

was  boin  to  dependence ;  nor  is  it  Mr.  G $ 

chiefest  praise  that  he  can  command  influence; 
but  it  is  his  merit  to  bestov/,  not  only  with  tlie 
kindness  of  a  brother,  but  with  the  politeness  of 
a  gentleman ;  and  I  trust  it  shall  be  mine,  to 
iiec?eiv€  with  thankfulness  and  remember  with 
undiminished  gratitude* 
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No.  97. 

FROM  THE  REV.  G.  BAIRD. 

London^  StL  February^  179L 
Sir, 

I  TROUBLE  you  with  this  letter  to  in- 
form  you  that  I  am  in  hopes  of  being  able  very 
soon  to  bring  to  the  press  a  new  edition  (long 
since  talked  of)  oi  Michael  Bruce' s  Poems.  The 
profits  of  the  edition  are  to  go  to  his  mother — a 
women  of  eighty  years  of  age — poor  and  help, 
less.  The  poems  are  to  be  published  by  sub^ 
scription;  and  it  may  be  possible  1  think  to 
make  out  a  2s.  6d.  or  3s,  volume,  with  the  as- 
sistance of  a  few  hitherto  unpublished  verses, 
which  I  have  got  from  the  mother  of  the  poet 

But  the  design  I  have  in  view  in  writing  to 
you,  is  not  merely  to  inform  you  of  these  faqts, 
it  is  to  solicit  the  aid  of  your  name  and  pen  in 
support  of  the  scheme.  The  reputation  of  Bruce 
is  already  high  with  every  reader  of  classical 
taste,  and  1  shall  be' anxious  to  guard  against 
tarnishing  his  character,  by  allowing  any  new 
poems  to  appear  tlaat  may  lower  it.  For  this 
purpose,  the  MSS.  I  am  in.  the  possession  of^ 
have  been  submitted  to  the  revision  of  some 
whose  critical  talents  I  can  trust  to,  and  I  mean 
istill  to  submit  them  to  others. 

May  I  beg  to  know  therefore  if  you  will  take 
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the  trouble  of  perusing  the  MSS— of  giving 
your  opinion,  and  suggesting  what  curtailments, 
altera;tions,  or  amendments,  occur  to  you  as  ad- 
visable? And  will  you  allow  us  to  let  it  be 
known,  that  a  few  lines  by  you  will  be  added 
to  the  volume. 

I  know  the  extent  of  this  request.  It  is  bold 
to  make  it.  But  I  have  this  consolation,  that 
though  you  see  it  proper  to  refuse  it,  you  will 
not  blame  me  for  having  made  it ;  you  will  see 
my  apology  in  the  motive. 

May  I  just  add,  that  Michael  Bruce  is  one 
m  whose  company,  from  his  past  appearance, 
you  would  not,  I  am  convinced,  blush  to  be 
found ;  and  as  1  would  submit  every  line  of  his 
that  should  now  be  published,  to  your  own  criti- 
dsms,  you  would  be  assured  that  nothing  dero- 
gatory  either  to  him  or  you,  would  be  admitted 
in  that  appearance  he  may  make  in  future. 

Yqu  have  already  paid  an  honourable  tribute 
lo  kindred  genius,  in  Fergusson — 1  fondly  hope 
that  the  mother  of  Bruce  will  experience  your 
patronage. 
i      •   I  wish  to  have  the  subscription  papers  circu- 
I      lated  by  the  14th.  of  March,  Bruce's  birth-day ; 
which  1  understand  some  friends  in  Scotland 
talk  this  year  of  observing — at  that  time  it  will 
;      be  resolved,  I  imagine,  to  place  a  plain,  hum- 
ble stone  over  his  grave.    This  at  least  I  trust 
8,  H  h 
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you  will  agree  to  do — to  furnish,  in  a  few  cou- 
plets, an  inscription  for  it. 

'  On  these  points  may  I  solicit  an  answer  as 
early  as  possible ;  a  short  delay  might  disappoint 
us  in  procuring  that  relief  to  the  mother,  which 
is  the  object  of  the  whole. 

You  will  be  pleased  to  address  for  me  under 
cover  to  the  Duke  of  Atholl,  London. 


P.  S.  Have  you  ever  seen  an  engraving  pub- 
lished  here  some  time  ago  from  one  of  your 
poems,  **  O  thou  pale  Orb/*  If  you  have  not, 
I  shall  have  the  pleasure  of  sending  it  to  you. 


No.  98. 

To  THE  Rev.  G.  BAIRD. 

In  answer  to  the  foregoing. 

W  H  Y  did  you,  my  dear  Sir,  write  ta 
me  in  such  a  hesitating  style,  on  the  business  of 
poor  Bruce  ?  Don't  I  know,  and  have  I  not 
felt,  the  many  ills,  the  peculiar  ills  that  poetic 
flesh  is  heir  to  ?  You  shall  have  your  choice  of 
aU  the  unpublished  poems  I  have ;  and  had  your 
letter  had  my  direction  so  as  to  have  reached  me 
sooner,  (it  only  came  to  my  hand  this  moment) 
I  should  have  directly  put  you  out  of  suspence 
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on  the  subject.  1  only  ask,  that  some  prefatory 
advertisement  in  the  book,  as  well  as  the  sub- 
scription bills,  may  bear,  tliat  the  publication  is 
solely  for  the  benefit  of  Bruce's  mother.  I  would 
not  put  it  in  the  power  of  ignorance  to  surmise, 
or  malice  to  insinuate,  that  I  clubbed  a  share  in 
the  work  from  mercenary  motives.  Nor  need 
you  give  me  credit  for  any  remarkable  generosi- 
ty in  my  pnrt  of  the  business.  I  have  such  a 
host  of  peccadilloes,  failings,  follies,  and  back- 
slidings,  (any  body  but  myself  might  perhaps 
give  some  of  them  ^  worse  appellation)  that  by 
way  of  some  balance,  however  trifling, ,  in  the 
account,  I  am  fain  to  do  any  good  that  occurs 
in  my  very  limited  power  to  a  fellow-creature, 
just  for  the  selfish  purpose  of  clearing  a  little  the 
vista  of  retrospection. 


No.  99. 
To    Dr.    MOOKE. 

Ellisland,  2Sth.  February,  1791. 

1  Do  not  know,  Sir,  whether  you  are  a 
subscriber  to  Grose's  Antiquities  of  Scotland.  If 
you  are,  the  inclosed  poem  will  not  be  altoge- 
ther new  to  you.  Capt.  Grose  did  me  the  fa\  our 
^  send  me  a  dozen  copies  of  the  proof-sheet,  of 
♦  H  h  2 
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which  this  is  one.  Should  you  have  read  the 
piece  before,  still  this  will  answer  the  principal 
end  I  have  in  view :  it  will  give  me  another  op- 
portunity  of  thanking  you  for  all  your  goodness 
to  the  rustic  bard ;  and  also  of  shewing  you,  that 
the  abilities  you  have  been  pleased  to  commend 
and  patronize  a^e  still  employed  in  the  way  you 
wish. 

The  Elegy  on  Captain  Henderson^  is  a  tri- 
bute to  the  memory  of  a  man  I  loved  much. 
Poets  have  in  thLs  the  same  advantage  as  Roman 
Catholics;  they  can  be  of  no  service  to  their 
friends  after  they  have  past  that  bourne  where 
all  other  kindness  ceases  to  be   of  any  avail. 
Whether,  after  all,  either  the  one  or  the  other  he 
of  any  real  service  to  the  dead,  is,  1  fear,  very 
problematical ;  but  I  am  sure  they  are  highly 
gratifying  to  the  living :  and  as  a  very  orthodox 
text,  I  forget  where  in  scripture,  says,  "  What- 
soever is  not  of  faith,  is  sin ;"  so  say  I,  Whatso- 
ever is  not  detrimental  to  society,  and  is  of  po- 
sitive enjoyment,  is  of  God,  the  giver  of  all  good 
things,  and  ought  to  be  received  and  enjoyed 
by  his  creatures  with  thankful  delight.     Asal- 
most  all  my  religious  tenets  originate  from  my 
heart,  1  am  wonderfully  pleased  with  the  idea, 
that  I  can  still  keep  up  a  tender  intercourse  with 
the  dearly  beloved  friend,  or  still  more  dearly 
beloved  mistress,  who  is  gone  to  the  world  of 
spirits* 
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The  ballad  on  Qneen  Mary  was  begun  whUe 
I  was  busy  with  Percy* s  Reliques  of  English 
Poetry.  By  the  way,  how  much  is  every  ho- 
nest heart,  which  has  a  tincture  of  Caledonian 
prejudice,  obliged  to  you  for  your  glorious  story 
of  Buchanan  and  Targe.  'Twas  an  unequivocal 
proof  of  your  loyal  gallantry  of  soul,  giving 
Targe  the  victory.  I  should  have  been  morti- 
fied to  the  ground  if  you  had  not. 

I  have  just  read  over,  once  more  of  many 
times,  yoiu*  Zeluco.    1  marked  with  my  pencil, 
as  I  went  along,  every  passage  that  pleased  me 
particidarly  above  the  rest ;  and  one,  or  two  I 
think,  which,  with  humble  deference,  I  am  dis- 
posed to  think  unequal  to  the  merits  of  the 
book.     I  have  sometimes  thought  to  transcribe 
these  marked  passages,  or  at  least  so  much  of 
them  as  to  point  where  they  are,  and  send  them 
to  you.     Original  strokes  that  strongly  depict 
the  human  heart,  is  your  and  Fielding's  province, 
beyond  any  other  novelist  I  have  ever  perused. 
Richardson  indeed  might  perhaps  be  excepted ; 
but  unhappily,  Jiis  dramatis  pei^sonce^  are  beings 
of  some  other  world ;  and  however  they  may 
captivate  the  unexperienced,  romantic  fancy  of 
a  boy  or  a  girl,  they  will  ever,  in  proportion  as 
we  have  made  human  nature  our  study,  dissatis- 
fy our  riper  minds. 

As  to  my  private  concerns,  I  am  going  on,  a 
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mighty  tax-gatherer  before  the  Lord,  and  have 
lately  had  the  interest  to  get  myself  ranked  on 
the  list  of  excise  as  a  super\isor.     1  am  not  yet 
employed  as  such,  but  in  a  few  years  1  shall  fall 
into  the  file  of  supervisorship  by  seniority.    I 
have  had  an  immense  loss  in  the  death  of  the 
Earl  of  Glencairn ;  the  patron  from  whom  all 
my  fame  and  good  fortune  took  its  rise.     Inde- 
pendent of  my  grateful  attachment    to  him, 
which  was  indeed  so  strong  that  it  pervaded  my 
very  soul,  and  was  entwined  with  the  thread  of 
my  existence;    so  soon  as  the  prince's  friends 
had  got  in^  (and  every  dbg  you  know  has  his 
day)  my  getting  forward  in  the  excise  would 
have  been  an  easier  business  than  otherwise  it 
will  be.    Though  this  was  a  consummation  de- 
voutly to  be  wished,  yet,  thank  Heaven,  I  can 
live  and  rhyme  as  I  am ;    and  as  to  my  boys, 
poor  little  fellows !  if  I  cannot  place  them  on  as 
high  an  elevation  in  life,  as  I  could  wish,  I  shall, 
if  I  am  favoured  so  much  of  the  Disposer  of 
events  as  to  see  that  period,   fix  them   on  as 
broad  and  independent    a    basis    as    possible. 
Among  the  many  wise  adages  which  have  been 
treasured  up  by  our  Scottish  ance&tors,  this  is 
one  of  the  best.  Better  be  the  head  o*  the  com- 
monalty^  as  the  tail  o'  the  gentry. 

But  I  am  got  on  a  subject,  which,  however  in- 
teresting to  me,  is  of  no  manner  of  consequence 
to  you ;  so  I  shall  give  you  a,  short  poem  on  the 
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other  page,  and  close  this  with  assuring  you  how 
sincerely  I  have  the  honour  to  be.  Yours,  &c. 


Written  on  the  blank  leaf  of  a  book,  which  I 
presented  to  a  very  young  lady,  whom  I  had 
formerly  characterised  under  the  denoraination- 
rf  Tfie  Roue-bud.  (See  Poems,  p.  236. J 


No.  100. 

FROai  Dr.  MOORE- 

Deae  Sir,  Londo7i,  29th.  March^  1791. 

Your  letter  of  the  SSth  of  February 
I  received  only  two  days  ago,  and  this  day  I 
had  the  pleasure  of  waiting  on  the  Rev,  Mr. 
fiaird,  at  the  Duke  of  Atholl's,  who  had  been 
so  obliging  as  to  transmit  it  to  me,  with  the 
printed  verses  on  Alloa  Churchy  the  Eicgy  on 
Capt  Henderson,  and  the  Epitaph.  There  are 
many  poetical  beauties  in  the  former :  what  I 
particularly  admire  are  the  three  striking  simi- 
lies  from 

*'  Or  like  the  snow-falls  in  the  river," 

and  the  eight  lines  which  begin  with 
"  By  this  time  he  was  cross  the  ford,"* 

•  See  Poems,  p.  227. 
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so  exquisitely  expressive  of  the  superstitions  im- 
pressions of  the  country.  And  the  twenty-two 
lines  from 

'*  CoflBns  stood  round  like  open  presses," 
which,  in  my  opinion,  are  equal  to  the  ingredi- 
ents of  Shakespeare's  cauldron  in  Macbeth, 

As  for  the  Elegy ^  the  chief  merit  of  it  con- 
sists in  the  very  graphical  description  of  the  ob- 
jects belonging  to  the  country  in  which  the  poet 
writes,  and  which  none  but  a  Scottish  poet 
could  have  described,  and  none  but  a  real  poet, 
and  a  close  observer  of  Nature  could  have  so 

described. 

•     «•#»««« 

There  is  something  original  and  to  me  won- 
derfully pleasing  in  the  Epitaph. 

I  remember  you  once  hinted  before,  what 
you  repeat  in  your  last,  that  you  had  made 
some  remarks  on  ZelucOy  on  the  margin.  I 
should  be  very  glad  to  see  them,  and  regret  you 
did  not  send  them  before  the  last  edition,  which 
is  just  published.  Pray  transcribe  them  for  me; 
I  sincerely  value  your  opinion  very  highly,  and 
pray  do  not  suppress  one  of  those  in  which  you 
censure  the  sentiment  or  expression.  Trust  me 
it  will  break  no  squares  between  us — I  am  not 
akin  to  the  Bishop  of  Grenada. 

I  must  now  mention  what  has  been  on  my 
mind  for  some  time :  I  cannot  help  thinking 
you  imprudent,  in  scattering  abroad  so  many 
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tofies  of  your  verses.      It  is  most  natural  to 
give  a  few  to  confidential  friends,  particularly 
to  those  who  are  connected  with  the  sulgect,  or 
who  are  perhaps   themselves  the  sulgect, .  but 
this  ought  to  be  done  under  promise  not  to 
give  other  <x)pies.    Of  the  poem  you  sent  me 
on  Queen  Mary,  1  refused  every  solicitation  for 
copies,  but  I  lately  saw  it  in  a  newspaper.     My 
motive  for  cautioning  you  on  this  subject,  is, 
that  I  wish  to  engage  you  to  collect  all  your 
fugitive  pieces,  not  already  printed,  and  after 
they  have  been  re-considered,  and  polished  to 
the  utmost  of  your  power,  I  would  have  you 
«  publish  them  by  another  subscription :   in  *pro- 
inoting  of  which,  I  will  exert  myself  with  plea- 
sure. 

In  your  future  compositions,  1  wish  you 
would  use  the  modern  English.  You  have 
shewn  your  powers  in  Scottish  sufficiently.  Al- 
though in  certain  subjects  it  gives  additional 
zest  to  the  humour,  yet  it  is  lost  to  the  English; 
and  why  should  you  write  only  for  a  part  of 
the  island,  when  you  can  command  the  admira- 
tion of  the  whole. 

If  you  chance  to  write  to  my  friend  Mrs. 
Dualop,  of  Dunlop,  I  beg  to  be  affectionately 
remembered  to  her.  Slie  must  not  judge  of  the 
warmth  of  my  sentiments  respecting  her  by  the 
number  of  my  letters ;  I  hardly  ever  write  a 
line  biit  on  business ;  and  1  do  not  know  that 
8.  I  i 
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I  should  have  scribbled  all  this  to  you,  but  for 
the  business  part,  that  is,  to  instigate  you  to  a 
new  publication ;  and  to  tell  you,  that  when  you 
think  you  have  a  sufficient  number  to  make  a 
volume,  you  should  set  your  friends  on  getting 
subscriptions.  I  wish  1  could  have  a  few  hours 
conversation  with  you — I  have  many  things  to 
say,  which  I  cannot  write.  If  I  ever  go  to 
Scotland,  I  will  let  you  know,  that  you  may 
meet  me  at  your  own  house,  or  my  friend  Mrs. 
Hamilton  s,  or  both/ 

Adieu,  my  dear  Sir,  &c. 


No.  101. 

To  THE  Rev.  ARCH.  ALISON. 

Ellislandy  near  Dumfries^  lith.  Feb.  1791. 
Sir, 

X  OU  must,  by  this  time,  have  set  me 
down  as  one  of  the  most  ungrateful  of  men. 
You  did  me  the  honour  to  present  me  with  a 
book  which  does  honour  to  science  and  the  in- 
tellectual powers  of  man,  and  I  have  not  even 
so  much  as  acknowledged  the  receipt  of  it  The 
fact  is,  you  yourself  are  to  blame  for  it.  Flat- 
tered as  I  was  by  your  telling  me  that  you  wish- 
ed to  have  my  opinion  of  the  work,  the  old  spi- 
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ritual  enemy  of  mankind,  who  knows  well  that 
vanity  is  one  of  the  sins  that  most  easily  beset 
me,  put  it  into  my  head  to  ponder  over  the 
performance  with  the  look- out  of  a  critic,  and 
to  draw  up  forsooth  a  deep  learned  digest  of 
strictures,  on  a  composition,  of  which,  in  fact, 
until  I  read  the  book,  1  did  not  even  know  the 
first  principles.  I  own,  Sir,  that  at  first  glance, 
several  of  you  propositions  startled  me  as  para- 
doxical.  That  the  martial  clangor  of  a  trumpet 
had  something  in  it  vastly  more  grand,  heroic, 
and  sublime,  than  the  twingle  twangle  of  a 
jew's-harp ;  that  the  delicate  flexure  of  the  rose- 
twig,  when  the  half-blown  flower  is  heavy  with 
the  tears  of  the  dawn,  was  infinitely  more  beau- 
tiiul  and  elegant  than  the  upright  stub  of  a  bur- 
dock ;  and  that  fi-om  something  innate  and  in- 
dependent of  all  association  of  ideas ; — ^these  I 
had  set  down  as  irrefragable,  orthodox  truths, 
until  perusing  your  book  shook  my  faith. — In 
short.  Sir,  except  ETiclid's  Elements  af  Geo-me- 
trify  which  I  made  a  shift  to  unravel  by  my  fa- 
ther's fire-side,  in  the  winter  evening  of  the  first 
season  I  held  the  plough,  I  never  read  a  book 
which  gave  me  such  a  quantum  of  information, 
and  added  so  much  to  ray  stock  of  ideas  as  your 
"  Essays  on  the  Principles  of  Taste'*  One 
thing.  Sir,  you  must  forgive  my  mentioning,  aj 
an  uncommon  merit  in  the  work,  1  mean  the 
language.       To  clothe  abstract  philosophy  in 
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elegance  of  style,  sounds  something  like  a  con* 
tradiction  in  terms ;  but  you  have  convinced 
me  that  they  are  quite  compatible.  / 

I  inclose  you  some  poetic  bagatelles  of  my 
late  composition.  The  one  in  print  is  my  first 
essay  in  the  way  of  telling  a  tale- 

1  am»  Sir,  kc. 


No.  102. 

EXTRACT  OF  A  LETTER 

To  Me.  CUNNINGHAM. 

12tk  March,  1791. 

If  the  foregoing  piece  be  worth  your 
strictures  let  me  have  them.  For  my  own  part, 
a  thing  that  I  have  just  composed,  always  ap- 
pears through  a  double  portion  of  that  partial 
medium  in  which  an  author  will  ever  view  his 
own  works.  1  believe  in  general,  novelty  has 
something  in  it  that  inebriates  the  fancy,  and 
not  unfrequently  dissipates  and  fumes  away  like 
other  intoxication,  and  leaves  the  poor  patient, 
as  usual,  with  an  Vching  heart.  A  striking  in- 
stance of  this  might  be  adduced,  in  tiie  revolu- 
tion of  many  a  hymeneal  honey-moon.  But  lest 
I  sink  into  stupid  prose,  and  so  sacrilegiously 
intrude  on  the  office  of  my  parish  priest,  I  shall 
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fill  up  the  page  in  my  own  way,  and  ^ve  you 
another  song  of  my  late  composition,  wliich  will 
appear  perhaps  in  Johnston's  work^as  well  as 
the  former. 

You  must  know  a  beautiful  Jacobite  air, 
Tkere^U  never  be  peace  ^tiU  Jamie  comes  hame. 
When  political  combustion  ceases  to  be  the 
obgect  of  princes  and  patriots,  it  then,  you 
know,  becomes  the  lawful  prey  of  historians 
and  poets. 

''  By  yon  eastle  wa'  at  the  dose  of  the  day/' 

See  Poems,  js.  585. 
If  you  like  the  air,  and  if  the  stanzas  hit  your 
£mcy,  you  cannot  imagine,  ray  dear  friend,  how 
much  you  would  oblige  me,  if,  by  the  charms 
of  your  delightful  voice,  you  would  give  my 
honest  efl&ision  to  "  the  memory  (rf  joys  that 
are  past,"  to  the  few  fiiends  whom  you  indulge 
in  that  pleasure.  But  I  have  scribbled  on  till 
I  hear  the  dock  has  intimated  the  near  approath 
of 

"  That  hour  o'  night's  black  arch  the  key-stane." — 

So  good  night  to  you !  Sound  be  your  sleep, 
and  delectable  your  dreams !  Apropos,  how  do 
you  like  this  thought  in  a  ballad,  I  have  just 
now  on  the  tapis  ? 

I  look  to  the  west,  when  I  gae  to  rest. 

That  happy  my  dreams  and  my  slumbers  may  be ; 

For  far  in  the  west,  is  he  I  lo'e  best. 

The  lad  that  is  dear  to  my  babie  and  me ! 

Good  night,  once  more,  and  God  bless  you ! 
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No.   103. 
To  Mrs.  DUNLOP. 

EUisland,  Wth.  April,  1791. 

1  AM  once  more  able,  my  honoured 
friend,  to  return  you,  with  my  own  hand, 
thanks  for  the  many  instances  of  your  friendship, 
and  particularly  for  your  kind  anxiety  in  this 
last  disaster,  that  my  evil  genius  had  in  store 
for  me.  However,  life  is  chequered — joy  and 
sorrow — for  on  Saturday  morning  last  Mrs. 
Bums  made  me  a  present  of  a  fine  boy ;  rather 
stouter,  but  not  so  handsome  as  your  godson 
was  at  his  time  of  life.  Indeed  I  look  on  your 
little  namesake  to  be  my  chef  (t  ceuvre  in  that 
species  of  manufacture,  as  I  look  on  Tam  o' 
Shanter  to  be  my  standard  performance  in  the 
poetical  line.  *Tis  true,  both  the  one  and  the 
other  discover  a  spice  of  roguish  waggery,  that 
might  perhaps  be  as  well  spared ;  but  then  they 
also  shew,  in  my  opinion,  a  force  of  genius,  and 
a  finishing  polish,  that  I  despair  of  ever  excel- 
ling. Mrs.  Bums  is  getting  stout  again,  and 
laid  as  lustily  about  her  to  day  at  breakfast,  as 
a  reaper  from  the  corn-ridge.  That  is  the  pe- 
culiar privilege  and  blessingof  our  hale,  sprightly 
damsels,  that  ore  bred  among  the  hay  and  hea- 
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tker.    We  cannot  hope  for  that  highly  poUshed 
mind,  that  charming  deUcacy  of  soul,  which  is 
found  among  the  female  world  in  the  more 
elevated  stations  of  life,  and  which  is  certainly 
by  far  the  most  bewitching  charm  in  the  famous 
cestas  of  Venus.     It  is  indeed  such  an  inestima- 
ble treasure,   that  where  it  can  be  had  in  its 
native  heavenly  purity,  unstained  by  some  one 
or  other  of  the  many  shades  of  affectation,  and 
unallayed  by  some  one  or  other  of  the  many 
species  of  caprice,  I  declare  to  Heaven,  I  should 
think  it  cheaply  purchased  at  the  expence  of 
every  other  earthly  good !     But  as  this  angelic 
creature  is,  I  am  afraid,  extremely  rare  in  my 
station  and  rank  of  life,  and  totally  denied  to 
such  a  humble  one  as  mine ;  we  meaner  mortals 
must  put  up  with  the  next  rank  of  female  ex- . 
cellence — as  fine  a  figure  and  face  we  can  pro- 
duce a^^  any  rank  of  life  whatever ;   rustic,  na- 
tive grace;   unaffected  modesty,  and  unsullied 
purity ;  nature's  mother- wit>  and  the  rudiments 
of  taste;   a  simplicity  of  soul,   unsuspicious  ot^ 
because  unacquainted  with,  the  crooked  ways 
of  a  selfish,  interested,  disingenuous  world;  and 
the  dearest  charm  of  all  the  rest,   a  yielding 
sweetness  of  disposition,  and  a  generous  warmth 
ef  heart,  grateful  for  love  on  our  part,  and  ar- 
dently glowing  with  a  more  than  equal  return ; 
these,  with  a  healthly  fi-ame,  a  sound,  vigorous 
constitution,    which    your  higher    ranks   cau 
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$!^arcely  ever  hope  to  enjoy»  are  the  charms  of 
lovely  woman  in  my  humble  walk  of  life. 

This  is  the  greatest  dBPort  my  broken  arm  hai 
yet  made.  Do  let  me  hear,  by  first  post,  how 
cherp^it  Monsieur  comes  cm  with  his  small-pox, 
May  almighty  goodness  preserve  and  restore 
him! 


No.  104. 
To  Me.  CUNNINGHAM. 

lltk.  June,  1791. 

LiET  me  interest  you,  my  dear  Cub- 
ningham,  in  behalf  of  the  gentleman  who  waits 
on  yon  with  tliis.  He  is  a  Mr.  Clarke,  of  Mof- 
fat, principal  ^choolmas^r  there,  and  is  at  pre- 
sent suffering  severely  under  the  ******  of 
one  or  two  powerful  individuals  of  his  employers. 
He  is  accused  of  harshness  to  •  *  •  *  that  ware 
placed  under  his  care.  God  help  the  teacher, 
if  a  man  of  sensibility  and  genius,  and  such  is 
my  friend  Clarke,  when  a  booby  father  presents 
him  with  his  booby  SQn,  and  insists  on  lighting 
up  the  rays  of  science,  in  a  fellow's  head  whose 
skull  is  impervious  and  inaccessible  by  any  other 
way  than  a  positive  fracture  with  a  cudgel:  a 
fellow  whoni  in  fact  it  savours  of  impiety  to  at- 
tempt making  a  scholiur  of,  as  he  has  been 
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marked  a  blockhead  in  the  book  of  fate,  at  the 
almighty  fiat  of  his  Creator. 

The  patrons  of  Moffat  school  ase,  the  minis- 
ters, magiwstrates,  and  toAvn-council  of  Edin. 
burgh ;  and  as  the  business  now  comes  before 
them,  Irt  me  beg  uiy  dearest  friend  to  do  every 
thing  in  his  power  to  serve  the  interests  of  a 
man  of  genius  and  \vorth,  and  a  man  whom  I 
partieulai'ly  respect  and  esteem.  You  know 
some  good  fellows  among  Uie  magistracy  and 
council    *    *«#    #4iF***    m  0  *   «««    • 

but  particularly  you  have  much  to  say  with  a 
reverend  gentleman  to  whom  you  have  the 
honour  of  being  very  nearly  related,  and  whom 
this  country  and  age  have  had  the  honour  to 
produce.  1  need  not  name  the  historian  of 
Charles  V.*  I  tell  him,  through  the  'medium 
of  his  nephew's  influence,  that  Mr.  Clarke  is  a 
gentleman  who  will  not  disgrace  even  his  pa- 
tronage. I  know  the  merits  of  the  cause  tho- 
roughly, and  say  that  my  friend  is  falling  a  sa- 
crifice to  prejudiced  ignorance,  and  *•»*•*. 
God  lielp  the  children  of  dependence !  Hated 
and  persecuted  by  their  enemies,  and  too  often 
alas !  almost  unexceptionably,  received  by  their 
firiend^  with  disrespect  and  reproach,  under  the 
thin  disguise  of  cold  civility  and  humiliating 


•  Dr.  Robertson  was  uncle  to  Mr.  Cunningham. 
8.  K  k 
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advice.     O !  to  be  a  sturdy  savage,  stalking  in 
the  pride  of  his  mdependence,  amid  the  solitary 
wilds  of  his  desarts,  rather  than  in  civilized  life, 
helplessly  to  tremble  for  a  subsistence,  precarious 
as  the  caprice  of  a  fellow-creature !    Every  man 
has  his  virtues,   and  no  man  is  without  his  fail- 
ings ;  and  curse  on  that  privileged  plain  dealing 
of  friendship,  wliich,  in  the  hour  of  my  calamity, 
cannot  reach  forth  the  helping  hand  without  at 
the  same  time  pointing  out  those  failings,  and 
apportioning  them  their  share  in  procuring  my 
present  distress.   My  friends,  for  such  the  world 
calls  ye,  and  such  ye  think  yourselves  to  be, 
pass  by  my  virtues  if  you  please,  but  do,  als(% 
spare  my  foUies :   the  first  will  witness  in  my 
breast  for  themselves,  and  the  last  will  give  pain 
enough  to  the  ingenuous  mind  without   yoOr 
And  since  deviating  more  or  less  from  the  paths 
of  propriety  and  rectitude,  must  be  incident  to 
human  nature,  do  thou,  fortune,  put.  it  in  my 
power,  always  from  myself,  and  of  myself,  to 
bear  the  consequences  of  those  errors.     I  do  not 
want  to  be  independent  that  1  may  sin,  but  I 
want  to  be  independent  in  my  sinning. 

To  return  in  this  rambling  letter  to  the  sub- 
ject I  set  oijt  with,  let  me  recommend  my 
friend,  Mr.  Clarke,  to  your  acquaintance  and 
good  offices;  his  worth  entitles  him  to  the 
one,  and/his  gratitude  will  merit  the  other,  1 
long  much  to  hear  from  you.    Adieu  ! 
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No.  105. 
FROM  THE  EARL  OF  BUCHAN 

Dryhurgh  Abbey,  17th.  June,  1791. 

Lord  BUCHAN  has  the  pleasure  to 
invite  Mr.  Bums  to  make  one  at  the  coronation 
of  the  bust  of  Thomson,  on  Ednam  hill«  on  the 
22d.  of  September ;  for  which  day  perhaps  his 
miise  may  inspire  an  Ode  suited  to  the  occasion. 
Suppose  Mr.  Bums  should,  leaving  the  Nith,  go 
across  the  country,  and  meet  the  Tweed  at 
the  nearest  point  from  his  farm — and,  wander- 
ing along  the  pastoral  b^nks  of  Thomson's  pure 
parent  stream,  catch  inspiration  on  the  devious 
walk,  till  he  finds  Lord  Buchan  sitting  on  the 
ruins  of  Dryburgh.  There  the  commendator 
will  give  him  a  hearty  welcome,  and  try  to  light 
his  lamp  at  the  pure  flame  of  native  genius, 
upon  the  altar  of  Caledonian  virtue.  This  po- 
etical perambulation  of  the  Tweed,  is  a  thought 
of  the  late  Sir  Gilbert  Elliot,  and  of  Lord 
Minto,  followed  out  by  his  accomplished  grand- 
son, the  present  Sir  Gilbert,  who  having  been 
^vith  Lord  Buchan  lately,  the  project  was  re- 
newed, and 'will,  they  hope,  be  executed  in 
the  manner  proposed. 

K  k  2 
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No.  106. 
TO  THE  EARL  OF  BUCHAX. 
My  Lord, 

1-iANGUAGE  sinks  under  the  ardouf 
of  my  feelings  when  1  would  thank  your  lord- 
.  ship  for  the  honour  you  have  done  ^e  in  invi- 
ting me  to  make  one  at  the  coronation  of  the 
bust  of  Thomson.  In  my  first  enthusiasm,  in 
reading  the  card  you  did  me  the  honour*  to 
write  me,  I  overlooked  every  obstacle,  and  de- 
termined to  go ;  but  I  fear  it  will  not  be  in  my 
power.  A  week  or  two*s  absence,  in  the  very 
middle  of  my  harvest,  is  what  I  much  doubt  I 
dare  not  venture  on. 

Your  lordship  hints  at  an  ode  for  the  occasion : 
but  who  would  write  after  Collins  ?  I  read  over 
his  verses  to  the  memory  of  Thomson,  and  de- 
spaired.—! got  indeed  to  the  length  of  three  or 
four  stanzas,  in  the  way  of  address  to  the  shade  of 
the  bard,  on  crowning  his  bust.  I  shall  trouble 
your  lordship  with  the  subjoined  copy  of  them, 
which,  I  am  afraid,  will  be  but  too  convincing 
a  proof  how  unequal  I  am  to  the  task.  How- 
ever,  it  affords  me  an  opportunity  of  approach- 
ing your  lordship,  and  declaring  how  sincerely 
and  gratefully  I  have  tlie  honour  to  be,  &zc. 
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No.  107. 
FROM  THE  SAME. 
Sir,  Dryburgh  Abbey,  l6th.  Sept.  1791 

1 

y  OUR  address  to  the  shade  of  Thomson 
has    been  well   received  by   the  pubhe;    and 
though  I  should  disapprove  of  your  allowing 
Pegacps  to  ride  with  you  off  the  field  of  your 
honourable  and  useful  profession,  yet  1  cannot 
resist  an  impulse  which  I  feel  at  this  moment  to 
sugge&t  to  your  muse^  Harvest  Home,  as  an  ex- 
cellent subject  for  her  grateful  song,  in  which 
the  pecular  aspect  and  manners  of  our  country 
might  furnish  an  excellent  portrait  and  land* 
scape  of  Scotland,  for  the  employment  of  hap. 
py  moments  of  leisure  and  recess,  from  your 
more  important  occupations. 

Your  Hallozveen,  and  Saturday  Night,  will 
remain  to  distant  posterity  as  interesting  pic- 
tures of  rural  innocence  and  happihess  ih  your 
native  countr}%  and  were  happily  written  in  the 
dialect  of  the  people ;  but  Harvest  Home  being 
suited  to  desc^riptive  poetry,  except  where  col- 
loquial may  escape  the  disguise  of  a  dialect 
which  admits  of  no  elegance  or  dignity  of  ex- 
pression. Without  the  assistance  of  any  god 
or  goddess^  and  without  the  invocation  of  any 
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foreign  muse,  you  may  convey,  in  epistolary 
form,  the  description  of  a  scene  so  gladdening 
and  picturesque,  witli  all  the  concomitant  local 
position,   landscape  and  costume,   contrasting 
the  peace,  improvement  and  happiness  of  the 
borders,  gS  the  once  hostile  nations  of  Britain, 
with  their  former  oppression  and  misery,  and 
showing  in  lively  and  beautiful  colours,  the 
beauties  and  joys  of  a  rural  life.    And  as  the 
unvitiated  heart  is  naturally  disposed  to  over* 
flow  in  gratitude  in  the  moment  of  prosperity, 
such  a  subject  would  furnish  you  with  an  amia- 
ble opportunity  of  perpetuating  the  names  of 
Glencaim,  Miller,  and  your  other  eminent  bene" 
factors ;  which  from  what  1  know  of  your  spirit, 
and  have  seen  of  your  poems  and  letters,  wiU 
not  deviate  from  the  chastity  of  praise,  that 
is  so  uniformly  united  to  true  taste  and  genius. 

I  am.  Sir,  &c. 


No-  108- 
To  LADY  E.  CUNNINGHAM. 

My  Lady, 

1  WOULD,  as  usual,  have  availed  my- 
self of  the  privilege  your  goodness  has  allowed 
me,  of  sending  you  any  thing  I  compose  in  my 
poetical  way ;  but  as  I  had  resolved^  so  soon  ad 
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the  shock  of  my  irreparable  loss  would  allow  me', 
to  pay  a  tribute  to  my  late  benefactor,  I  deter- 
mined to  make  that  the  first  piece  I  should  do 
myself  the  honour  of  sending  you.  Had  the 
wing  of  my  fancy  been  equal  to  the  ardour  of 
my  heart,  the  inclosed  had  been  much  more 
worthy  your  perusal :  as  it  is,  I  beg  leave  to  lay 
it  at  your  ladyship's  feet.  As  all  the  world 
knows  my  obligations  to  the  late  Earl  of  Glen- 
cairn,  I  would  wish  to  shew  as  openly  that  my 
heart  glows,  and  shall  ever  glow,  with  the  most 
grateful  sense  and  remembrance  of  his  lordship's 
goodness.  The  sables  I  did  myself  the  honour 
to  wear  to  his  k>rds)ap's  memory,  vrere  not  the 
^  mockery  of  woe.**  Nor  shall  my  gratitude 
perish  with  me ; — If,  among  my  children,  I  shall 
have  a  son  that  has  a  heart,  he  shall  hand  it 
down  to  his  child  as  a  family  honour,  and  a  fa- 
mily debt,  that  my  dearest  existence  I  owe  to 
the  noble  house  of  Glencairn  ! 

I  was  about  to  say,  my  lady,  that  if  you  think 
the  poem  may  venture  to  see  the  light,  I  would, 
in  some  way  or  other,  give  it  to  the  world.* 


♦  The  poem  endoaed,  is  "  The  Lament  for  Jametj  Earl  of 
Glencairn;'— See  Poems,  p.  920. 
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Na  109. 

TO   MR.   AINSLIE.  " 

My  Deak  Ainslie, 

CiAN  you  minister  to  a  miiid  diseased? 
can  you,  ami&  the  horrors  of  penitence,  regret, 
remorse,  head-ache,  nausea,  and  all  the  rest  of 
tlie  d — d   hounds  of  hell,  that  beset  a  poor 
wretch,  who  has  been  guilty  of  the  sin  of  drunk- 
enness—can  you  speak  peace  to  a  troubled  wul? 
Miserable  perdu  that  1  am,  I  have  tried  eve- 
ry thing  that  used  to  amuse  me,  but  in  vain : 
here  must  I  sit,  a  monument  of  the  vengeance 
laid  up  in  ston^  for  the  wicked,  slowly  counting 
every  chick-  of  the  clock  as  it  slowly — slowly, 
numbers  over  these  lazy  scoundrels  of  hours, 
who,  d — ^n  them,  are  ranked  up  before  me,  eve- 
ry one  at  his  neighbour's  backside,  and  every 
one  with  a  burthen  of  anguish  on  his  back,  to 
pour  on  my  devoted  head — and  there  is  none  to 
pity  me.     My  ]^);|fe  scolds  me !  my  business  tor- 
ments me,  and  my  sins  come  staring  me  in  the 
face,  every  one  telling  a  more  bitter  tale  than 
his  fellow. — When  1  tell  you,  even  *  *  *  has 
lost  its  power  to  please,  you  virill  guess  some- 
thing of  my  hell  within,  and  all  around  me — ^I 
began  Elihanks  and  Elibraes,  but  the  stanza 
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iell  luienjoyed,  and  unfinished  from  my  listless 
tongue:  at  last  I  luckily  thought  of  reading 
over  an  did  letter  of  yours,  that  lay  by  me  in 
my  book  case,  and  I  felt  soQiething,  for  the  first 
time  since  I  opaied  my  eyes,  of  pleasurable 

existence. Well — I  begin  to  breathe  a  little, 

since  1  began  to  write  you,  ^How  are  you,  and 
what  are  you  doing  ?  How  goes  law  ?  Apropos, 
for  connexion's  sake  do  not  address  to  me  super- 
yisor,  for  that  is  an  honour  I  cannot  pretend  to. 
—I  am  on  the  list,  as  we  call  it,  for  a  superviscn*, 
and  will  be  called  out  by  and  bye  to  act  as  one ; 
but  at  present,  I  am  a  simple  ganger,  tho* 
'tother  day  I  got  ail  appointment  to  an  excise 
division  of^  25/.  per  arm.  better  than  the  rest. 
My  present  income,  down  money,  is  70/.  per 
mnn. 

I  have  one  or  two  good  fellows  here  whom 
you  would  be  glad  to  know. 


No-  111. 

FROM  SIR  JOHN  WHITEFOORD- 

SrB, '  Near  Mayhole,  im,  Oct  1791- 

jf^CCEPT  of  my  thanks  for  your  favour, 
vrith  tbe    Lament  on  the  de^th  of  my'  much 
esteemed  ^n4>.  and  your  worthy  patron,  the 
*9.       ."        '        L  1     ^ 
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perusal  of  which  pleased  and  affected  me  much. 
The  lines  addressed  to  me  are  very  flattering. 

I  have  always  thought  it  most  natiural  to  sup- 
pose, <and  a  strong  argument  in  favour  of  a 
future  existence,)  that  when  we  see  an  honour- 
able and  virtuous  man,  labouring  under  bodily 
infirmities,  and  oppressed  by  the  frowns  of  for- 
tune in  this  world,  that  there  was  a  happier 
slate  beyond  the  grave ;  where  that  worth-  and 
honour,  which  were  neglected  here,  would  meet 
with  their  just  reward,  and  where  temporal 
misfortunes  would  receive  an  eternal  recom- 
pense. Let  us  cherish  this  hope  for  our  depart- 
ed friend ;  and  moderate  our  grief  for  that  loss 
we  have  sustained;  knowing  that  he  cannot 
return  to  us,  but  we  may  go  to  him. 

Remember  me  to  your  wife,  and  with  every 
good  wish  for  the  prosperity  of  you  and  your 
family,  believe  me,  at  all  times. 

Your  mosl  sincere  friend, 

JOHN  WHITEFOORD. 


/No.    112. 

FROM  A.  F.  TYTLER,  Esq. 

Deak  Sir,  Edinburgh,  27th.  Nov.  1T91. 

JL  OU  have  much  reason  to  blame  me  for 
neglecting  till  now  tx)  acknowledge  the  receipt 
of  a  most  agreeble  packet,  containing  The  Whis^ 
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tle^  a  ballad;  and  The  Lament:  which  reached 
me  about  six  weeks  ago  ^  in  London,  from 
whence  I  am  just  returned.  Your  letter  was 
forwarded  to  me  there  from  Edinburgh,  where, 
as  I  observed  by  the  date,  it  had  lain  for  some 
days.  This  .was  an  additional  reason  for  me  to 
have  answered  it  immediately  on  receiving  it ; 
but  the  truth  was,  the  bustle  of  business,  en- 
gag^pients^  and  confusion  of  one  kind  or  another, 
in  which  I  found  myself  immersed  all  the  time 
1  was  in  London,  absolutely  put  it  out  of  my 
power.  But  to  have  done  with  apologies,  let 
me  now  endeavour  to  prove  myself  in  some  de* 
gree  deserving  of  the  very  flattering  compliment 
you  pay  me,  by  giving  you  at  least  a  frank  and 
a  candid,  if  it  should  not  be  a  judicious  criticism 
on  the  poems  you  sent  me. 

The  ballad  of  The  Whistle  is,  in  my  opinion, 
truly  excellent.  The  old  tradition  which  you 
have  taken  up,  is  the  best  adapted  for  a  Bac- 
chanalian composition  of  any  I  have  ever  met 
with,  and  you  have  done  it  full  justice.  In  the 
first  place,  the  strokes  of  wit  arise  naturally 
from  the  subject,  and  are  uncommonly  happy. 
For  example, 

"  The  bands  grew  the  tighter  the  more  they  were  wet."  \ 

*'  Cynthia  hinted  she'd  find  them  next  mom." 

**  The'  fate  said  a  hero  should  perish  in  lijfht, 

"  So  up  rose  bright  Phoebus  and  down  fell  the  knight." 

In  the  next  place,  you  are  singularly  happy  in 
h  I  3 
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the  cliscrimination  of  your  heroes,  and  in  givin|; 
each  the  sentiments  and  language  suitable  to 
his  character.  And  lastly,  you  have  much 
merit  in  the  delicacy  of  the  panegyric  which 
you  have  contrived  to  throw  <hi  each  of  the 
drq^natis  personcB,  perfectly  appropiate  to  hit 
character.  The  compliipent  to  Sir  Robert,  the 
blunt  soldier,  is  peculiarly  fine.  In  short,  this 
C(»nposition,  in  my  opinion,  does  you  great  ho* 
nour,  and  i  see  not  a  line  or  a  word  in  it  whidb 
I  could  wish  to  be  altered. 

As  to  The  Lament,  1  suspect,  from  some  ex« 
pressions  in  your  letter  tome,  that  you  are  more 
doubtful  with  respect  to  the  merits  of  this  piece 
than  of  the  other,  and  I  own  I  think  you  have 
reason ;  for  although  it  contains  some  beautiful 
stanzas,  as  the  first,  "  The  wind  blew  hollow/* 
&C.  the  Mh,  "Ye  scattered  birds  f  ^e  thir- 
teenth, **  Awake  thy  last  sad  voice,"  &cc.  Yet 
it  appears  to  me  faulty  as  a  whole,  and  inferior 
to  several  of  those  you  have  already  published  in 
the  same  strain.  My  principal  objection  lies 
against  the  plan  of  the  piece.  I  think  it  was 
unnecessary  and  improper  to  put  the  lamenta^ 
tion  in  the  mouth  of  a  fictitious  character,  an 
aged  bard — It  had  been  much  better  to  have 
lamented  your  patron  in  your  own  person,  to 
have  expressed  your  genuine  feelings  for  his  loss^ 
and  to  have  spoken  the  language  of  nature  ra- 
ther than  that  of  fiction  on  the  subject.     Com- 
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jlpare  tlus  with  your  poem  of  the  same  title  in 
your  printed  volume,  which  begins,  O  thouptde 
Orb!  and  observe  what  it  is  that  forms  the 
charm  of  that  composition.  It  is,  that  it  speaks 
the  language  of  truth  and  of  nature.  The 
change  is,  in  my  opinion,  injudicious  too  in  tliii 
respect,  that  an  agedha:cd  has  much  less  need 
of  a  patron  aod  protector  than  a  young  one.  1 
have  thus  given  you,  with  much  freedom,  my 
opinion  of  both  the  pieces.  1  should  liave  made 
a  very  ill  return  to  the  compliment  you  paid 
me,  if  I  had  given  you  any  other  than  my 
genuine  sentiments. 

It  will  give  me  great  pleasure  to  hear  from 
you  when  you  find  leisure,  and  I  beg  you  wiU 
believe  me  ever,  dear  Sir,  Yours,  &a 


No.  iia 

TO  MISS  DAVIES. 

IT  is  impossible,  madam,  that  the  gener- 
ous warmth  and  angelic  purity  of  your  youthful 
mind,  can  have  any  idea  of  that  moral  disease 
under  which  1  unhappily  must  rank  as  the  chief 
of  sinners ;  I  mean,  a  torpitude  of  the  moral 
powers,  that  may  be  called,  a  lethargy  of  con- 
science.— ^In  vain  remorse  reais  her  horrent  crest, 
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and  rouses  all  her  snakes :  beneath  the  deadly* 
fixed  eye  and  leaden  hand  of  Indolence,  their 
wildest  ire  is  charmed  into  the  torpor  of  the 
bat,  slumbering  out  the  rigours  of  winter  in  the 
chink  of  a  ruined  wall.  Nothing  less,  madam, 
could  have  made  me  so  long  neglect  your  obli- 
ging commands.  Indeed  I  had.  one  apology — 
the  bagatelle  was  not  worth  presenting.    Besides, 

so  strongly  am  I  interested  in  Miss  D 's  fate 

and  welfare  in  the  serious  business  of  life,  amid 
its  chances  and  changes ;  that  to  make  her  the 
subject  of  a  silly  ballad,  is  downright  mockery 
of  these  ardent  feelings ;  'tis  like  an  impertinent 
jest  to  a  dying  friend. 

Gracious  Heaven !  why  this  disparity  between 
our  wishes  and  our  powers  ?  Why  is  the  most 
generous  wish  to  make  others  blest,  impotent 
and  ineffectual — as  the  idle  breeze  that  crosses 
the  pathless  desart?  In  my  walks  of  like  I 
have  met  with  a  few  people  to  whom  how  glad- 
ly  would  I  have  said — "  Go,  be  happy  !  I  know 
"  that  your  hearts  have  been  wounded  by  the 
**  scorn  of  the  proud,  whom  accident  has  placed 
"  above  you— or  worse  still,  in  whose  hands  are, 
"  perhaps,  placed  many  of  the  comforts  of  your 
"  life.  But  there !  ascend  that  rock,  Independ- 
**  ence,  and  look  justly  down  on  their  littleness 
"  of  soul.  Make  the  worthless  tremble  under 
^'  your  indignation,  and  the  foolish  sink  before 
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''  yoar  contempt ;  and  largely  impart  that  hap- 
"  piness  to  others,  which,  I  am  certain,  wiH 
^*  give  yourselves  so  much  pleasure  to  bestow  !** 
Why,  dear  madam,  must  I  wake  from  this 
delightful  reverie,  and  find  it  all  a  dream  ?  Why, 
amid  my  generous  enthusiasm,  must  I  find  my- 
self poor  and  powerless,  incapable  of  wiping  one 
teat  from  the  eye  of  pity,  or  of  adding  one  com- 
fort to  the  friend  I  love ! — ^Out  upon  the  world ! 
say  I,  thkt  its  afiairs  are  administered  so  ill} 
They  talk  of  reform ; — ^good  Heaven !  what  a 
reform  would  I  make  among  the  sons,  and  even 
the  daughters  of  men! — Down,  immediately, 
should  go  fools  fi-om  the  high  places  where  mis- 
begotten chance  has  perked  them  up,  and 
through  life  should  they  skulk,  ever  haunted 
by  their  native  insignificance,  as  the  body 
marches  accompanied  by  its  shadow.-^ As  for  a 
much  more  formidable  class,  the  knaves,  I  am 
at  a  loss  what  to  do  with  them :  Had  I  a  world, 
there  should  not  be  a  knave  in  it. 

But  the  hand  that  could  give,  I  would  liberally 
fill ;  and  I  would  pour  delight  on  the  heart  that 
could  kindly  forgive,  and  generously  love. 

Still  the  inequalities  of  life  are,  among  men, 
comparatively  tolerable — ^but  there  is  a  delicacy, 
a  tenderness,  accompanying  every  view  in  which 
we  can  place  lovely  Woman,  that  are  grated  and 
shocked  at  the  rude,  capricious  distinctions  of 
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finrtunes.  Woman  is  the  blood-royal  of  life :  let 
there  be  slight  degrees  of  precedency  among 
them — ^but  let  them  be  all  sacred. — Whether 
this  last  sentiment  be  right  or  wrong,  I  am  not 
accountable ;  it  is  an  original  component  feature 
rf  my  mind. 


No.  114. 
To  Mrs.  DUNLOR 

EUislandj  Vlth.  December^  1791* 

jVlANY  thanks  to  you,  Madam,  for 
your  good  news  respecting  the  little  floweret 
and  the  mother-plant.  I  hope  my  poetic  pray- 
ers have  been  heard,  and  will  be  answered  up 
to  the  warmest  sincerity  of  their  fullest  extent; 
and  then  Mrs.  Henri  will  find  her  little  darling 
the  representative  of  his  late  parent^  in  every 
thing  but  his  abridged  existence. 

I  have  just  finished  the  following  song,  whidi 
to  a  lady  the  descendant  of  Wallace,  and  manj 
heroes  of  his  truly  illustrious  line,  and  herself 
the  mother  of  several  soldiers,  needs  neither 
preface  nor  apology. 

Here  follows  The  Song  of  Death.—- S'e^  Poems,  p.  534. 
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The  circumstance  that  gave  rise  to  the  fore- 
going verses  was,  looking  over  with  a  musical 
friend  McDonald's  collection  of  Highland  Airs,  I 
was  struck  ^ith  one,  an  Isle  of  Skye  tune,  enti- 
tled Oran  an  Aoig^  or.  The  Soiig  of  Death,  to 
the  measure  of  which  I  have  aclapted  my  stanzas. 
I  have  of.  late  composed  two  or  three  other  lit- 
tle pieces,   which,    ere  yon   full-orbed  moon,' 
whose  broad  impudent  face  now  st^es  at  old 
mother  earth  all  night,  shall  have  shrunk  into 
a  modest  crescent,  just  peeping  forth  at  dewy 
dawn,  I  sharll  find  an  hour  to  transcribe  for  you. 
A  Dieuje  vous  cofnmende! 


No.  115. 

To  Mrs.  DUNLOP. 

5th.  January,  1792. 

You   see  my  hurried  life,  isl—yv:i     ; 

can  only  command  starts  of  time ;   however  I 

am  glad  of  one  thing ;  since  I  finished  the  other 

sheet,   the  political  blast  that  threatened  my 

wdfere   is   overblown.      1   have  corresponded 

widi  Commissioner  Graham,  for  the  board  had 

made  me  the  subject  of  their  animadversions : 

and  now  1  have  the  pleasure  of  informing  you, 

that  all  is  set  to  rights  in  that  quarter.  ,  Now  as 

to  these  informers,  may  the  devil  be  let  loose  to 

3^1  m 
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——  but  hold!  I  was  praying  most  ifervently 
in  my  last  sheet,  and  1  must  not  so  soon  fall  a 
swearing  in  this. 

Alas !  how  little  do  the  wantonly  or  idly  of- 
ficious think  what  mischief  they  do  by  their 
malicious  insinuations,  indirect  impertinence, 
or  thoughtless  blabbings.  What  a  difference 
there  is  in  intrinsic  worth,  candour,  benevo- 
lence, generosity,  kindness — ^in  all  the  charities 
and  all  the  virtues ;  between  one  class  of  humaa 
beings  and  another.  For  instance,  the  amiable 
circle  I  so  lately  mixed  with  in  the  hospitable 

hall  of  D f  their  generous  hearts — ^their  un- 

contamin^ted,  dignified  minds — their  informed 
and  polished  understandings — ^what  a  contrast, 
when  compared — ^if  such  comparing  were  not 
dowright  sacrilege — with  the  soul  of  the  mis- 
creant  who  can  deliberately  plot  the  destruction 
of  ^li  honest  man  that  never  offended  him,  and 
with  a  grin  of  satisfaction  see  the  unfortunate 
being,  his  faithful  wife,  and  prattling  innocents, 
turned  over  to  beggary  and  ruin ! 

Your  cup,  my  dear  Madam,  arrived  safe.  1 
had  two  worthy  fellows  dining  with  me  the 
other  day,  when  I,  with  great  fomiality,  pro- 
duced ,my  whigmeleerie  cup,  and  told  them  that 
it  had  been  a  family-piece  among  the  descend- 
ants of  Sir  William  Wallace.  This  roused  such 
an  enthusiasm,  that  they  insisted  on  bumpering 
the  punch  round  in  it ;   and  by  and  by,  never 
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did  your  great  ancestor  lay  a  Sutkofm  more 
completely  to  rest,  than  for  a  time  did  your  cup 
my  two  firiends.  Apropos,  this  is  the  season  of 
wishing.  May  God  bless  you,  my  dear  friend, 
and  bless  me,  the  humblest  andsincerest  of  your 
fiiends,  by  granting  you  yet  many  returns  of 
the  season  !  May  all  good  things  attend  you 
and  yours  wherever  they  are  scattered  over  the 
earth! 


No.  iia 

TO  Mr.  WILLIAM  SMELr^ip,  PnrUer:' 
DumJHes,  22rf.  Janiiary,  1792. 

1  SIT  down,  my  dear  Sir,  to  introduce  a 

young  lady  to  you,  and  a  lady  in  the  first  ranks 

of  fasliion  too.  What  a  task !  to  you-^who  care 

no  more  for  the  herd  of  animals  called  young 

ladies,  than  you  do  for  the  herd  of  animals  call-r 

ed  young  gentlenjen.     To  you— ^who  'despise 

and  detest  the  groupings  and  con^binations  of 

fashion,  as  an  idiot  painter  that  seems  Industrie 

ous   to   place   staring  fools  and    unprincipled       \ 

knaves  in  the  foreground  of  his  picture,  while 

men  of  sense  and  honesty  are  too  often  thown  in 

the  dimmest  shades.     Mrs,  lUddel,  who  will 

take  this  letter  to  town  with  her  and  send  it  to 

you,  is  a  character  that,  even  in  your  own  way, 

^I  m  2 
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«s  a  naturalist  and  a  philosopher,  would  be  an 
acquisition  to  your  acquaintance.  The  lady  too 
is  a  votary  of  the  muses ;  and  as  I  think  myself 
somewhat  of  a  judge  in  my  own  trade,  I  assure 
you  that  her  verses,  always  ccwrect,  and  often 
elegant,  are  much  beyond  the  common  run  of 
the  tody-poetesses  of  the  day.  She  is  a  great 
admirer  of  your  book,  and  hearing  me  say  that 
I  was  acquainted  with  you,  she  be^ed  to  be 
known  to  you,  as  she  is  just  going  to  pay  her 
first  visit  to  our  Caledonian  capitaL  I  told  her 
that  her  best  way  was,  to  desire  her  near  rela- 
tion, and  your  intimate  friend,  Craigdarrock, 
to  have  you  at  liis  house  while  she  was  there; 
and  lest  you  might  thirjk  of  a  lively  West  In- 
dian girl  of  eighteen,  as  girls  of  eighteen  too 
often  deserve  to  be^  thought  of,  I  should  take 
care  to  remove  that  prejudice.  To  be  impartial 
however  in  appreciating  tiie  lady's  merits,  she 
has  one  unlucky  failing;  a  idling  which  you 
will  easily  discover,  as  she  seems  ratlier  pleased 
with  indulging  in  it:  and  a  failing  that  you 
will  as  easily  pardon,  as  it  is  a  sin  which  very 
much  besets  yourself; — where  she  dislikes  or 
despises,  she  is  apt  to  make  no  more  a  secret  of 
it,  than  where  she  esteems  and  respects. 

I  will  not  present  you  with  the  unmeaning 
compliments  of  the  season^  but  I  will  send  you 
my  warmest  wishes  and  most  ardent  prayers, 
that  FORTUNE  may  never  throw  your  subsist- 
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•i:ycE  to  the  mercy  of  a  knave,  or  set  your 
cHAUACTEii  on  the  judgment  of  a  fool  ;  but 
tliat  u))right  and  erect,  you  may  walk  to  an 
honest  grave,  where  men  of  letters  shall  say. 
Here  lies  a  man  who  did  honour  to  science ;  aiid 
men  of  worth  shall  say.  Here  lies  a  man  who 
did  honour  to  human  nature. 


No.  117. 

TO  Mk.  W.  NICOL. 

ZOik.  February,  1792. 

O  THOU,  wisest  among  the  wise,  me- 
ridian blaze  of  prudence,  full  moon  of  discretion, 
and  cliief  of  many  counsellors !  How  infinitely 
is  thy  puddle-headed,  rattle^ieaded,  wrong, 
headed,  round-headed  slave  indebted  to  thy  su- 
pereminent  goodness*  that  from  the  luminous 
path  of  thy  own  right-lined  rectitude,  thou 
lookest  benignly  down  on  an  erring  wretch,  of 
wliom  tlie  2.igzag  wanderings  defy  all  the  pow- 
ers of  calculation,  from  the  simple  copulation 
of  units,  up  to  the  hidden  mysteries  of  fluxions ! 
^lay  one  feeble  ray  of  that  light  of  wisdom 
^'hich  darts  from  thy  scnsorium,  straight  as  the 
arrow  of  heaven,  and  bright  as  the  meteor  of 
inspiration,  may  it  be  my  portion,  so  that  I  may 
ho  less  unworthy  cf  the  tace  and  favour  of  that 
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father  of  proverbs  and  master  of  maxiins,  that 
antipode  of  folly,  and  magnet  among  the  sages, 
the  wise  and  witty  Willie  Nichol!  Amen! 
Amen !    Yes,    so  be  it !. 

For  me !  (  am  a  beast,  a  reptile,  and  know 
nothing!  From  the  cave  of  my  ignorance,  amid 
the  fogs  of  my  dtilness,  and  pestilential  fumes 
of  my  political  heresies,  I  look  up  to  thee,  as 
doth  a  toad  through  the  iron-barred  lucerne  of 
a  pestiferous  dungeon,  to  the  cloudless  glory 
of  a  summer  sim !  Sorely  sighing  in  bitterness 
of  soul,  I  say,  when  shall  my  name  be  the  quo- 
tation  of  the  wise,  and  my  countenance  be  the 
delight  of  the  godly,  like  the  illustrious  lord  of 
Laggan's  many  hills?*  As  for  him,  his  works 
are  perfect :  never  did  the  pen  of  calumny  Uur 
the  fair  page  of  his  reputation,  nor  the  bolt  of 
hatred  fly  at  his  dwelling. 

•       #       4(      «       «       • 

Thou  mirror  of  purity,  when  shall  the  elfinc 
lamp  of  my  glimmerous  understanding,  purged 
from  sensual  appetites  and  gross  desires,  shine 
like  the  constellation  of  thy  intellectual  powers. 
— ^As  for  thee,  thy,  thoughts  are  pure,  and  thy 
lips  are  holy.  Never  did  the  unhallowed  breath 
of  the  powers  of  darkness,  and  the  pleasures  of 
darkness,  pollute  the  sacred  flame  of  thy  sky- 
descended  and  heaven-bound  desures :  never  did 

*  Mr.  Nicol. 
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the  vapours  of  impurity  stain  the  unclouded 
serene  of  thy  cerulean  imagination.  O  that 
like  thine  were  the  tenor  of  my  life,  like  thine 
the  tenor  of  my  conversation !  then  should  no 
friend  fear  for  my  strength,  no  enemy  rejoice  in 
my  weakness!  Then  should  I  lie  down  and 
rise  up,  and  none  to  make  me  a(hud« — May  thy 
pity  and  thy  prayer  be  exercised  for,  O  thou 
bmp  of  wisdom  and  mirror  of  morality !  thy 
devoted  slave.* 


No.  118. 

To  Me-  CUNNINGHAM. 

3rf.  March.  1792. 

Since  l  wrote  to  you  the  last  lugubri- 
ous sheet,  I  have  not  had  time  to  write  you 
farther.  When  I  say  that  I  had  not  time,  that, 
as  usual  means,  that  the  tliree  demons,  indo* 
lence,  b\isiness,  and  ennui,  liave  so  completely 
shared  my  hours  among  them,  as  not  to  leave 
me  a  five  minutes  fragment  to  take  up  a  pen  in. 
Thank  heaven^  I  feel  my  i^irits  buoying  up- 
i^ards  with  the  renovating  year.     Now  I  shall 


*  This  strain  of  irony  was  excited  by  a  letter  of  Mr.  Nico!, 
'CvntainiDg  good  advice. 
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in  good  earliest  take  up  Thomson's  songs.  I 
dare  say  he  thinks  I  have  nsed  him  unkindly* 
and  I  miist  own  with  too  much  appearance  of 
truth.  Apropos,  do  you  know  the  much  ad- 
mired old  highland  air  called  T/te  Sufor's^ 
Docliter  ?  It  i$  a  first  rate  favourite  of  mine, 
and  1  have  wnritten  what  I  reckon  one  of  my 
best  songs  to  it.  I  will  send  it  to  you,  as  it  was 
sung  with  great  applause  in  some  fashionable  cir- 
cles, by  Major  Robertson,  of  Lude,  who  was 
here  with  his  corps. 

There  is  one  commission  that  I  must  trouble 
you  with.  1  lately  lost  a  valuable  seal,  a  pre- 
sent if'om  a  departed  friend,  which  vexes  me 
much.  I  have  gotten  one  of  your  liighland  peb- 
bles, which  1  fancy  would  make  a  very  decent 
one;  and  I  want  to  cut  my  armorial  bearing  on 
it ;  will  you  be  so  obliging  as  enquire  what  will 
be  the  expence  of  such  a  business  ?  1  do  not 
know  that  my  name  is  matriculated,  as  the  he- 
ralds call  it,  at  all ;  but  1  have  invented  arms 
for  myself,  so  you  know  I  shall  be  thief  of  the 
name ;  and  by  courtesy  of  Scotland,  will  like- 
wise be  entitled  to  supporters.  These  however 
I  do  not  intend  having  on  my  seal.  1  am  a  bit 
of  a  herald ;  and  shall  give  you,  secundiim  artcm, 
my  arms.  On  -a  field,  azure,  a  holly  bush,  seed- 
ed, proper,  in  base ;  a  shepherd's  pipe  and  crook, 
saltier-wise,  also  proper,  in  chief    On  a  wreath 
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«f  the  colouis,  a  wood-lark  perching  on  a  sprig 
of  bay-tree,  proper;  for  crest,  two  mottoes,  round 
the  top  of  the  crest.  Wood  notes  wild.    At  the 
bottom  of  the  shield,  in  the  usual  place.  Better 
a  wee  busk  than  nae  bield.    By  the  shepherd's 
pipe  and  crook  I  do  not  mean  the  nonsense  of 
painters  of  Arcadia ;  but  a  Stock  and  Horny  and 
a  Cluby  such  as  you  see  at  the  head  of  Allan 
Ramsay,  in  Allan's  quarto  edition  of  the  Gentle 
Shepherd.     By  the  bye,  do  you  know  Allan  ? 
He  must  be  a  man  ef  very  great  genius. — Why 
is  he  not  more  known  ? — Has  he  no  patrons  ? 
or  do  "  Poverty's  cold  wind  and  crushing  rain 
«  beat  keen  and  heavy"  on  him  ?    I  once,  and 
but  once,  got  a  glance  of  that  noble  edition  of 
the  noblest  pastoral  in  the  world,  and  dear  as  it 
was,  I  mean,  dear  as  to  my  pocket,  I  would 
have  bought  it ;  but  1  was  told  that  it  was  prin- 
ted and  engraved  for  subscribers  only.     He  is 
the  only  artist  who  has  hit  genuine  pastoral  cos- 
tume.    What,  my  dear  Cunningham,  is  there  in 
riches,  that  they  narrow  and  harden  the  heart 
«o?  i  think  that  were  1  as  rich  as  the  sun,  I 
should  be  as  generous  as  the  day ;  but  as  I  have 
no  reason  to  imagine  my  soul  a  nobler  one  than 
any  other  man's,  I  must  conclude  that  wealth 
imparts  a  bird-lime  quality  to  the  p(>ssessor,  at 
which  the  man,  in  his  native  poverty,  would 
have  revolted.    What  has  led  me  to  this,  is  the 
idea  of  such  merit  as  Mr.  Allan  possesses,  and 
9.  N  n 
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such  riches  as  a  nnbob  or  governor  contractor 
possesses,  and  Why  tliey  do  not  form  a  mutual 
league.  Let  Wealth  slielter  and  cherish  unpro- 
tected merit,  and  the  gratitude  and  cekbrily  of 
that  merit  will  richly  repay  it. 


No.  iia 

To  Mrs.  DUNLOr. 

Aiitian  Water  FooU  ^nd.  August,  1792. 

13o  not  bhtme  me  for  it,  Madam— 4ny 
own  conscience,  hacknied  and  weatherbeaten  as 
it  is,  in  watching  and  reproving  my  vagaries^ 
follies,  indolence,  &e.  has  continued  to  blames 
and  pmilsh  me  sufficiently. 

Do  you  think  it  possible,  my  dear  and  honour- 
ed  friend,  that  1  could  be  so  lost  tp  gratitude 
for  many  favours ;  to  esteem  for  much  worthy 
and  to  the  honest,  kind,  pleasurable  tie  of,  iiow> 
old  acquaintance,  and  I  hope  and  am  sure  ot 
progressive  increasing  friendship — as,  for  a  single 
day,  not  to  think  of  you — ^to  ask  tlxe  Fates  what 
they  are  doing  and  about  to  do  with  my  much 
lovod  friend  and  \her  wide-scattered  oonnexioos, 
and  to  beg  of  them  to  be  tis  kind  to  you  and 
^ours  9»  tliey  possibly  can« 
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Apropos,  (though  how  it  is  apropos,  I  Iiave 
Bot  leisure  to  explain)  do  you  know  that  I  am 
almost  ia  iQve  with  an  acquaintance  of  yours? 
-r- Almost!  said  I-7-I  am  in  love,  souse!  over 
head  and  ears,  deep  as  the  most  unfatliomable 
abyss  of  the  bowidles$  oce^n;  but  the  word, 
JLove,  owing  to  the  iifterviinglcdgms  of  the 
good  and  the  bad,  t)ic  pure  .^nd  the  i^lp^re,  in 
this  world,  being  rather  an  equivocal  term  for 
expressing  one's  sentiments  and  sensations,  I 
must  do  justice  to  the  sacr.ed  purity  of  my  at- 
t^hment.  Know  then,  that  the  heart-struck 
awe ;  the  distant  humble  approach ;  the  delight 
we  should  have  in  gazing  upon  and  listening  to 
a  Messenger  of  Heaven,  appearing  in  all  the  un- 
spotted purity  of  his  celestial  home,  among  the 
coarse,  polluted,  far  inferior  sons  of  men,  to  de* 
fiver  to  them  tidings  that  make  their  hearts 
swim  in  joy,  and  their  imaginations  soaf  in 
transport — such,  so  delighting,  and  $0  pure, 
were  the  emotions  of  my  soul  on  meeting  the 
other  day  with  Miss  L —  B.   yq^ir  neighbour, 

at  M .    Mr.  B,  with  his  tyro  daughters,  ac- 

eompanied  by  Mr.  H,  of  G.  passing  through 
Dumfries  a  few  days  ago^  on  their  way  to  Eng- 
land, did  me  the  honour  of  calling  on  me ;  on 
'which  I  took  my  horse,  (though  God  knows  I 
Muld  ill  spare  tl)e  time)  and  accompanied  them 
^urteen  or  fifteen  miles,  and  dined  and  spent 
.^^e  day  w?<ft  them.    *Twas  about  nine,  I  think, 
'     N  n2 
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when  I  left  them ;  and  riding  home,  I  composed 
the  following  ballad,  of  which  you  will  probably 
tliink  you  have  a  dear  bargain,  as  it  will  cost 
you  another  groat  of  postage.    You  must  know' 
that  there  is  an  old  ballad,  beginning  with 

'*  My  bonnie  Lizie  Bailie 

"  rU  ix>w«  thee  in  my  plaidie,"  &c. 

So  I  parodied  it  as  follows,  which  is  literally 
the  first  copy,  "  unanointed  unannealed,*'  as 
Hamlet  says, 

'*  O  aaw  ye  bonnie  Lesley,"  &c.— 5cc  Poems,  p»  405. 

So  much  ibr  ballads.     I  regret  that  you  are 
gone  to  the  east  country,  as  I  am  to  be  in  Ayr- 
shire in  about  a  fortnight.    This  world  of  ours, 
notwithstanding  it  has  many  good  things  in  it, 
yet  it  has  ever  had  this  ciu^e,  that  two  or  three 
people,  who  would  be  the  happier  the  ottenet 
they  met  together,  are,  almost  without  excep- 
tion, always  so  jplaced  as  never  to  meet  but 
once  or  twice  a  year ;  which,  considering  the  few 
years  of  a  man's  life,  is  a  very  great  **  evil  under 
the  sun,"  which  %  do  not  recollect  that  Solomoa 
has  mentioned  in  h}s  catalogue  o£  the  miseries 
of  man.    1  hope  and  believe  that  thpre  is  a  state 
of  existence  beyond  the  grave,  where  the  wor- 
thy of  this  life  \f  ill  renew  their  former  intima- 
des,  with  this  endearing  addition,   that,  •*  we 
meet  to  part  no  more.** 
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**  Tell  us,  ye  dead, 
'^  Will  none  of  you  in  pity  disclose  the  secret, 
*'  What  'tis  you  are,  and  we  must  shortly  be  I" 

A  thousand  times  have  1  made  this  apo&troplie 
to  the  departed  sons  of  men,  but  not  one  gf 
them  has  ever  thought  fit  to  answer  the  ques-? 
tion.  *^  p  that  some  courteous  ghost  would 
blab  it  out!"  but  it  cannot  be;  you  and  I,  my 
friend,  must  make  tlie  experiment  by  ourselves 
and  for  ourselves.  However^  I  am  so  convinced 
that  an  unshaken  faith  in  the  doctrines  of  reli* 
gion  is  not  (mly  necessaiy,  by  making  us  better 
men,,  but  also  by  making  u«  happier  men,  that 
1  shall  take  every  care  that  your  little  godsoui 
and  every  little  creature  that  shall  call  me  fa« 
ther,  shall  be  taught  them. 

So  ends  this'  heterogeneous  letter,  writtai  at 
this  wild  place  of  the  world,  in  the  intervals  of 
my  labour  of  discharging  a  vessel  of  rum  fit>m 
Antigua. 


No.  im 

To  Me.  CUNNINGHAM. 

DuTn/ries,  10th  Septembet^  1793. 

JNO!  I  will  not  attempt  an  apology^*-^ 
Amid  all  my  hurry  of  business,  grinding  the 
iaces  of  the  publican  and  the  sinner  on  the  mer-* 


Digitized  by 


Google 


(    «7«    ) 

ciless  wheels  of  the  excifle;  making  ballads,  and 
then  drinking  and  singing  them ;  and,  over  and 
above  all,  the  correcting  the  press- work  of  two 
different  publications ;  still,  still  I  might  have 
stolen  five  minutes  to  dedicate  to  one  of  the  first 
of  ray  fiiends  and  fellow-creatures.  I  might 
have  done,  as  I  do  at  present,  snatching  an  hour 
near  «  witching  time  of  night"^— and  scmwled  a 
page  or  two.  I  might  have  congratulated  my 
fiiend  on  Ids  marriage ;  or  I  might  have  thanked 
the  Caledonian  archers  for  the  honor  they  have 
me,  (though  to  do  myself  justice,  I  intended  to 
have  done  both  in  rhyme,  else  I  had  done  both 
long  ere  now.)  Wdl  thra,  here  is  to  your  good 
health !  for  you  must  know  I  have  set  a  nipper- 
kin  of  toddy  by  me»  just  by  way  of  spells  to 
keep  away  the  meikle  homed  Deil,  or  any  of 
his  subaltern  imps  who  may  be  on  their  nightly 
rounds. 

But  what  shall  I  write  to  you? — **  The  voice 
SMdcry,-  and  1  said,  •*  What  shall  I  cry  ?"— O, 
thou  spirit!  whatever  tho^i  art,  or  wherever 
thou  makest  thyself  visible !  be  thou  a  bogle  by 
the  eerie  side  pf  an  auld  thorn,  in  the  dreary 
glen  through  which  the  herd-callan  maun  bicker 
in  his  gloamin  route  frae  the  faulde !— ^Be  thou 
a  brownie,  set,  at  dead  of  night,  to  thy  task,  by 
the  blazing  ingle,  m  in  the  solitary  bam,  where 
the  repercussions  of  thy  iron  flail,  half  aSnglit 
thyself^  as  thou  perfonnest  the  work  of  twenty 
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of  the  sons  of  men,  ere  the  co<3k-crowing  sttm^ 

moa  thee  to  thy  ample  cog  of  substantial  brose 

«-Be  thou  a  kelpie,  haunting  the  ford  or  ferry, 

in  the  starless  ni^t,  mixing  thy  laughing  yell 

with  the  liowling  of  the  storm  and  the  roaring 

of  the  flood,  as  thou  vie  west  the  perils  and  mi^ 

series  of  man  on  the  foundering  Iu»rse,  or  in  the 

tumbling  boat! — Or,  lastly,  be  thou  a  ghost, 

paying  thy  nocturnal  Tisits  to  the  hoary  ruins 

of  decayed  grandeur ;  or  performing  thy  mystic 

rites  la  tlie  shadow  of  the  time-worn  dnu'ch, 

while  the  moon  looks,  without  a  doud,  on  the 

silent,  ^lastly  dwellings  of  the  dead  around 

thee;  or  taking  thy  «tand  by  the  bedside  of  tixe 

vilhdn,  or  the  murderer,   pourtmying  on  hi« 

dreaming  fancy,  pictures,  dreadful  a^  the  hop- 

rors  of  unveiled  hell,  and  ternble  as  the  wrath 

of  incensed  Deity ! — Come;,  thou  ^irit,  but  not 

in  these  horrid  forms;  come  with  the  milder^ 

genUe,  easy  insiHraticMas,  which  thou  bxeatfaest 

round  the  wig  of  a  prating  advocate,  or  the  titt 

of  a  tea-sippii^  gossip,  while  their  tongues  run 

at  the  l^ht-horse  gdlop  of  dishmaclaver  for 

ever  and  ever-— come  and  assist  a  poor  deviU  who 

is  quite  jaded  in  the  attanpt  to  share  half  an 

idea  among  half  a  hundred  words ;  to  fiU  up 

four  quarto  pages^  while  he  has  hcA  gat  i»e 

single  sentence  o£  recvUectioi^  information,  or 

remark  w<Mrth  putting  pen  to  paper  fon 

I  feel,  1  fed  the  presence  of  supernatiual  as- 
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ssii^nce !  circled  in  the  embrace  of  my  elbow- 
chair,  my  breast  hibors»  like  the  bloated  Sybil 
on  her  three-footed  stool»  and  like  her  toe, 
labours  with  Nonsense. — ^Nonsense,  auspicious 
name!  Tutor,  friehd,  and  finger-post  in  the 
mystic  mazes  of  law ;  the  cadaverous  paths  of 
physic ;  and  particulstrly  in  the  sightless  soarings 
of  SCHOOL  DIVINITY,  who,  leaving  Commcxi 
Sense  confounded  at  his  strength  of  pinion. 
Reason,  delirious  with  eying  his  ^ddy  flight; 
and  Truth  creeping  back  into  the  bottom  of  her 
well,  cursing  the  hour  that  ever  she  offered  her 
scorned  alliance  to  the  wizard  power  of  Theolo- 
gie#yi»on — craves  abroad  on  all  the  winds.  "  On 
*  earth  Discord !  a  gloomy  Heaven  above,  open- 
'^  ing  her  jealous  gates  to  the  nineteen  thousandth 
**  part  of  the  tithe  of  mankind !  and  below,  an 
'^inescapable  and  inexorable  hell;  expanding 
« its  leviathan  jaws- for  the  vast  residue  of  mor- 
**  tals ! !  r — O  doctrine !  comfortable  and  healing 
to  the  weary,  wounded  soul  of  man !  Ye  sons 
and  daughters  of  affliction,  yepauvres  misera^ 
bles,  to  whom  day  brings  no  pleasure,  and  night 
yields  ho  rest,  be  comforted !  "  'Tis  but  one  to 
«  nineteen  hundred  thousand  that  your  situa- 
**  tion  will  mend  in  this  world*;"  so,  alas !  the 
experience  of  the  poor  and  the  needy  too  often 
affirms;  and  'tis  nineteen  hundred  thousand  f» 
one,hy  the  dogmas  of  **••*•**,  that  you  will  be 
damned  eternally  in  the  world  to  come ! 
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But  of  all  Nonsense,  Religious  Nonsense  is 
the  most  nc^sensical;  so  enough,  and  more 
than  enough  of  it.  Only,  by  the  bye,  will  you, 
or  can  you  tell  me,  my  dear  Cunningham,  ,why 
a  sectarian  turn  of  mind  has  always  a  tc;^idency 
to  narrow  and  illiberalize  the  hear^  ?  I'hey  are 
orderly;  they  may  be  just;  nay,  J  have  known 
them  merciful :  but  still  your  children  of  sane- 
tity  move  among  their  fellow-creatures  with  a 
nostril  snuffing  putrescence,  and  a  foot-spum- 
ing  filth,  in  short,  with  a  conceited  dignity  that 
your  titled  •♦•♦•*••»** 
or  any  other  of  your  Scottish  Lordlings  of  seven 
centuries  standing,  display  when  t^iey  acci4ent- 
ally  mix  among  the  many-aproned  sons  of  me* 
•chanical  life.  1  remember,  in  my  plough-boy 
days,  I  could  not  conceive  it  possible  that  a  no- 
ble lord  could  be  a  fool,  or  a  godly  man  pould 
be  a  knave.; — How  ignorant  are  plougli-boys  ! 
- — ^Nay,  1  have  since  discovered  that  a' godly 
xvoman  may  be  a  *****  ! — But  hold — Here's  t'ye 
again — ^thls  rum  is  generous  Antigua,  so  a  very 
unfit  menstruum  for  scandal. 

Apropos,  how  do  you  like,  I. mean  really 
like,  the  married  life !  Ah,  my  .friend !  matri-r 
mony  is  quite  a  difierent  thing  from  what  your 
love-sick  youths  and  siglung  girls  take  it  to  be ! 
But  marriage,  we  are  told,  is  appointed  by  (lod, 
and  I  shall  never  quarrel  with  any  of  his  ihsti- 
tutions.    I  anr  a  husband  of  older  standing  than 

9.  O  or 
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you,  and  sliall  give  you  my  ideas  of  the  conjugal 
state.  (En  passant,  you  know  1  am  no  Latinist, 
is  not  conjugal  derived  from  Jugum^  a  yoke?) 
Well  then,  the  scale  of  good  wifeship  I  divide 
into  ten  parts. — Goodnature,  four ;  Good  Sense, 
two;  Wit,  one;  Personal  Charms,  viz.  a  sweet 
face,  eloquent  eyes,  fine  limbs,  graceful  car-* 
riage,  (1  would  add  a  fine  waist  too,  but  that  is 
so  soon  spoilt,  you  know)  all  these,  one ;  as  for 
the  other  qualities  belonging  to^  or  attending  on, 
a  wife,  such  ^  Fortune,  Connections,  Educa- 
tion, (I  mean  education  extraordinary)  Faihily 
Blood,  &c.  divide  the  two  remaining  degrees 
among  them  as  you  please;  only,  remember 
that  all  these  minor  propeities  must  be  expres* 
sed  by  fractions,  for  there  is  not  any  one  of 
them,  in  the  aforesaid  scale,  entitled  to  the  dig- 
nity of  an  integer. 

As  for  the  rest  of  my  fancies  and  reveries-r 

how  I  lately  met  with  Miss  L ^  B— , 

the  most  beautiful,  elegant  woman  in  the  if orid 
— how  I  accompanied  her  and  her  father's  fami- 
ly fifteen  miles  on  their  journey,  out  of  pure 
devotion,  to  admire  the  loveliness  of  the  works 
of  God,  in  such  an  unequalled  display  of  them 
— ^how,  in  galloping  liome  at  night,  I  madiea 
ballad  on  her,  of  which  these  two  stanzas  make 
a  part — 

Thou,  bonnie  L       ■ ,  art  a  queexi. 
Thy  subjects  we  before  thee ; 

Ihoii,  boniiie  L ,  art  divine. 

The  hearts  o'  men  adore  tkee. 
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The  v€ry  Deil  he  could  na  scathe 

Whatever  wad  belang  thee  ! 
He'd  look  into  thy  Jbonnie  face 

And  say,  '  I  canna  wrang  th.ee.' 

! — ^Behold,  all  these  things  are  written  in  the 
chronicles  of  my  imaginations,  and  shall  be  read 
by  thee,  my  dear  friend,  and  by  thy  beloved 
spouse,  my  other  dear  friend,  at  a  more  conve- 
nient season. 

Now,  to  thee,  and  to  thy  before-designed  bor 
50/;i. companion,  be  given  the  precious  things 
J  brought  forth  by  the  sun,  and  the  precious 
things  brought  forth  by  the  moon,  and  the  be- 
nignest  influences  of  the  stars,  and  the  living 
streams  which  flow  from  the  fountains  of  life, 
and  by  the  tree  of  life,  fi?r  ever  and  ever ! 
Amen! 


No.  121, 

To  Mrs.  I?UNL0P, 
Dumfries f  24ith  Sejitember,  1792. 

1  HAVEJ  this  moment,  my  dear  Madam, 
yours  of  the  twenty-third,  AH  your  other  kind 
reproaolies,  your  news,  &p.  ^-0'  out  of  my  head 
when  I  read  and  thinly  Qr\  JiJrs?  H ?*s  situa- 
tion. Good  God!  a  heiyrtrWounded  helpless 
young  woman — ^in  a  strange,  fqreign  land,  an4 
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that  land  convulsed  with  eveiy  horror  that  caif 
harrow  the  human  feelings— sick— looking,  long- 
ing for  a  comforter,  but  findmg  none — a  mo- 
ther's feelings,  too — ^but  it  is  too  much  c  he  who 

wounded  (lie  only  can)  may  He  heal  !* 

♦    ♦#•"*'♦♦' 

1  wish  the  Farmer  great  joy  of  his  ncjw  ac* 
quisition  to  his  family.  ***♦**• 
I  cannot  say  that  I  give  him  joy  of  his  life  as  a 
farmer.  *Tis,  as  a  farmer  paying  a  dear,  uncon- 
scionable rent,  a  curbed  life !  As  to  a  laird  farm- 
ing his  own  property ;  sowing  his  own  com  in 
hope ;  and  reaping  it,  in  spite  of  brittle  w^eather, 
in  gladpess ;  kno-vving  that  nope  can  say  unto 
iiim,  *  what  doest  thou  ?' — ^fattening  his  herds ; 
shearing  his  flocks ;  rejoicing  at  Christmas ;  and 
begetting  sons  and  daughters,  until  he  be  the 
venerated,  grey-haired  leader  of  a  little  tribe — 
'tis  a  heavenly  life !  but  Devil  take  the  life  of 
reaping  the  fruits  that  another  must  eat. 

Well,  your  kind  wishes  will  be  gratified,  as 
to  seeing  me  when  I  make  my  Ayrshire  visit  I 
cannot  leave  Mrs.  B- — ,  until  her  nine  months 
race  is  run,  which  may  perhaps  be  in  three  or 
four  w^eeks.  She,  too,  seems  determined  to 
make  me  the  patriarchal  leader  of  a  band.  How- 
ever, if  Heaven  will  be  so  obliging  as  let  me 

*  This  much  lamented  lady  was  gone  to  the  soutli  of 
France  with  her  infant  son,  where  she  died  soon  after. 
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kaye  them  on  the  proportion  of  three  boys  tq 
one  girl,  1  shall  be  so  much  the  more  pleased, 
i  hope,  if  I  am  spared  with  them,  to  shew  a  set 
of  boys  that  will  do  honour  to  my  cares  and 
name ;  but  I  am  not  equal  to  the  task  of  rear- 
ing girls.  Besides,  1  am  too  poor ;  a  girl  should 
always  have  a  fortune.  Apropos,  your  little 
godson  is  thriving  charmingly,  but  is  a  very  de- 
vil. He,  though  two  years  younger,  has  com- 
pletely  mastered  his  brother.  Robert  is  indeed* 
the  mildest,  gentlest  creature  I  ev^r  saw.  He 
has  a  most  surprising  memory,  and  is  quite 
the  pride  of  his  schoolmaster. 

You  know  how  readily  we  get  into  prattle 
Upon  a  subject  dear  to  our  heart :  you  can  ex- 
tiise  it.     Grod  bless  you  and  yours ! 


No.  122. 
TO  Mrs.  DUNLOR 

Supposed  to  luzvc  been  written  on  the  Death  of 
Mrs.  H — f  her  daughter. 

1  HAD  been  from  home,  ^nd  did  not 
receive  your  letter  until  my  return  the  other 
day.  What  shall  I  say  to  comfort  you,  my 
much- valued,  much-afflicted  friend!  1  can  but 
grieve  %\nth  you ;  consolation  I  have  none  to' 
offer,  except  that  ^vhich  religion  holds  out  to 
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children  of  aflUction — children  of  afflkUm  /--» 
bow  just  the  expression  !  and  like  eveiy  other 
femily,  they  have  matters  among  them  which 
they  hear,  see,  and  feel  in  a  serious,  all-import- 
ant manner,  of  which  the  world  has  not,  nor 
cares  to  have,  any  idea.  The  world  looks  in- 
differently on,  makes  the  passing  remark,  and 
proceeds  to  the  next  noval  occurrence. 

Alas,  Madam !  who  would  wish  fw  many 
years !  what  is  it  but  to  drag  existence  until  our 
joys  gradually  expire,  and  leave  us  in  a  night 
of  misery :  like  the  gloom  which  blots  out  the 
stars  one  by  one,  from  the  face  of  night,  and 
leaves  us,  without  a  ray  of  comfort,  in  the  howL 
ing  waste ! 

I  am  interrupted,  ^d  must  leave  off.  Yoi; 
shall  soon  hear  from  me  again. 


No.  123. 
TO  Mrs.  DUNL,0P, 

^.DuTnfries,  6th  December,  17921 

1  SHALL  be  in  Ayrshire  I  think  next 
week ;  and  if  at  all  possible,  I  diall  certainlyj 
my  much  esteemed  friend,  have  the  pleasure 
of  visiting  at  Dunlop-house. 

Alas,  Madam !  how  seldom  do  we  meet  ia 
this  world,  that  we  have  reason  to  congratulate 
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©urseTves  on  accessions  of  happiness!  1  have 
not  passed  half  the  ordinary  term  of  an  old  man's 
life,  and  yet  I  scarcely  look  over  the  obituary 
of  a  newspaper,  that  i  do  not  see  some  names 
tliat  I  have  known,  aind  which  I,  and  other  ac- 
quaintanete,  little  thought  to  meet  with  there 
so  3oon,  Every  other  instance  of  the  mortality 
<^our  kind,  makes  us  cast  an  anxious  look  into 
the  dreadful  abyss  of  uncertainty,  and  slmdder 
with  apprehension  for  our  own  Me.  But  of 
how  different  an  importance  are  the  lives  of  dif- 
ferent individuals?  Nay,  of  what  impOTtance 
is  one  period  of  the  same  life,  more  than  another  ? 
A  few  years  ago,  I  could  have  lain  down  in  tlic 
dust,  ^*  careless  of  the  voice  of  the  morning  f 
and  now  not  a  few,  and  these  most  helpless  indi- 
viduals, would,  on  losing  me  and  my  exertions, 
lose  both  their  ''  staff  and  shield  "  By  tihe  way, 
these  helpless  ones  have  lately  gdt  an  addition ; 
Mrs.  B —  having  given  me  a  fine  girl  since  I 
wrote  you.  There  is  a  charming  passage  in 
Tliomsoh's  Edward  and  Eleamra^ 

"  The  valiant^  in  himself,  what  can  he  suffer  ? 
'^  Or  what  need  he  x^gard  his  si'ngh  wces:'  &c. 

As  I  am  got  in  the  %vay  of  quotations,  I  shall 
^ve  you  another  from  the  same  piece,  peculiarly, 
alas,  too  peculiarly  apposite,  my  deat  Madam, 
to  your  present  frame  of  mind ; 

"  Who  so  unworthy  but  may  proudly  deck  him 
"  With  his  fair-weather  virtue,  that  exults 
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^  Glad  o*er  the  summer  m^  >  the  tempest  c^mef^ 
'*  The  rough  winds  rage  aloud ;  when  from  the  helm 
*'  This  virtue  shrinks,  and  in  a  corner  lies 
"  Lamenting — Heavens !  if  privileged  from  trial, 
*'  How  ch^p  a  thing  were  Tirtiie  J* 

I  do  hot  remember  to  have  heard  you  meri- 
tion  Thomson's  dramas.  I  pick  up  favourite 
quotations,  and  store  them  in  my  mind  as  ready 
^mour»  offensive,  or  defensive,  £imid  the  strug- 
gle of  this  turbulent  existence.  Of  these  is  onfi 
a  very  favourite  one,  from'  his  Alfred. 

'*  Attach  thee  firmly  to  the  virtuous  deeds 

"  And  officeg  of  life;  to  lite  itself, 

*^  With  all  its  vain  and  traSlsient  joys,  sit  loose." 

Probably  1  have  quoted  some  of  these  to  you 
formerly,  as  indeed  when  I  write  from  the  heari^ 
I  am  apt  to  be  guilty  of  such  repetitions.     The 
compass  of  the  heart,  in  the  musical  style  of  ex- 
pressibn,  i^  much  more  bounded^  than  thai  of 
llie  imagination ;  so  the  notes  of  the  former  are 
extremely  apt  to  run  into  one  another;  but  iii 
return  for  the  paucity  of  its  compass,  its  few 
notes  are  much  more  sweet.     I  must  still  give 
you  another  quotation,  which  I  am  almost  sure 
I  have  given  you  before,  but  I  cannot  resist  the 
temptation.     The  subject  is  religidn^— speaking 
of  its  importance  to  mankind,  the  author  says, 

"  'Tis  this,  my  friend^  that  strealts  our  morning  bright," 

Sfv,asmp.    igil 

I  se^  you  are  in  for  double  postage,  so  I  shall 
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e*en  smbble  out  Mother  sheet  We  in  this 
country  here,  have  many  alarms  of  the  reform- 
iBgi  or  rather  the  republican  spirit,  of  your  part 
of  the  kiDgdom.  Indeed  we  are  a  good  dediin 
c^miQOtktt  ourselves*  For  me,  I  am.  a  place- 
man, you  know;  a  very  humble  one  indeed. 
Heaven  knows,  but  still  so  mudi  so  as  to  gag 
me.  What  my  private  sentiments  are,  you  will 
find  put  without  an  interpreter, 

I  h9LVt  taken  up  the  subject  in  another  view, 
and  the  other  day;  for  a  pretty  Actress's  benefit^ 
nigh^  I  wrote  an  address^  which  I  will  give  on 
tbe  other  page,  called  The  BigkU  of  WomanJ* 

I  shall  have  the  honour  of  receivuig  your  cri* 
tiwins  in  person  at  Dunlop* 


No.  124. 
To  MISS  B'w»,  of  YORK. 
Haxxau^  «lst  March,  1793. 

Among  many  things  for  which  I  envy 
those  hale^  long-lived  old  fellows  before  the 
flood,  is  this  in  particular,  that  when  they  met 
with  aoy  body  after  their  own  heart,  they  had 


^  ♦See  Poems  p.  277. 

♦  10.  V  p 
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a  dhartning  long  prospect  of  many,  many  haj^ 
py  meetings  with  them  in  after-life. 

Now,  in  this  short,  stormy,  winter  day  of 
our  fleeting  existence,  when  you  now  and  then, 
in  the  Chapter  of  Accidents,  meet  an  individual 
whose  acquaintance  is  a  real  acquisition,  there 
are  all  the  probabilities  against  you,  that  you 
shall  never  meet  with  that  valiied  character 
xnore.  Q71  the  other  hand,  brief  as  this  misera- 
ble being  is,  it  is  none  of  the  least  of  the  miser* 
ies  belonging  to  it,  that  if  there  is  any  miscreant 
whom  you  hate,  or  creature  whom  you  despise, 
the  ill  run  of  the  chances  shall  be  so  againstyou, 
that  in  the  overtakings,  turnings,  and  jostlings 
of  life,  pop,  at  some 'unlucky  comer,  etemafly 
comes  the  wretch  upon  you,  and  will  not  allow 
your  indignation  or  contempt  a  moment's  re- 
pose. As  I  am  a  sturdy  believer  in  the  powers 
of  darkness,  1  take  these  to  be  the  doings  of 
that  old  author  of  mischief,  the  devil.  It  is 
well  known  ^at  he  has  somp  ki^d  of  $hpd>hand 
way  of  taking  down  our  thoughts,  and  1  make 
no  doubt  that  h^  is  perfectly  acquainted  with 
my  sentiments,  respecting  Miss  B — — ;  how 
much  t  admired  her  abilities  and  valued  her 
worth,  and  how  very  fortunate  I  thought  my* 
self  ill  her  acquaintance.  ♦  F<wr  this  last  reason, 
my  dear  Madam,  I  must  entertain  no  hopes  o£ 
the  very  great  pleasure  of  meeting  with  you 
Again. 
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Mias  H----— tdls  me  that  she  is  sen^itfg  a  pack- 
et to  you,  and  I  beg  leave  to  send  you  the  in- 
closed sonnet,  thou^,  to  tell  you  the  realtrutk> 
the  sonnet  is  a'  mere  pr^taite,  that  I  may  have 
the  opportunity  of  declaring^  With  how  much 
respectful  esteem  I  have  the  honour  to  be,.&c. 


No.  125. 
^     To  MISS  C»***. 
Madam,  August,  1798; 

Some  rather  unlooked  for  accidents  have 
]prevented  my  doing  myself  the  honour  of  a  se- 
cond visit  to  Arbie^nd,  as  I  was  so  hospitably 
invited^  and  so  positively  meant  to  have  done. 
However,  I  still  hope  to  have  that  pleai^ure  be- 
fore the  busy  months  of  harvest  begin; 

1  indose  you  two  of  my  late  pieces,  as  some 

Idnd  of  return  for  the  pleasure  I  have  received 

in  perusing  a  certain  MS.  volume  of  poems  in 

the  possession  of  Captain  RiddeL     To  repay 

one  with  an  old  song,  is  a  prorverb^  whose  force 

you.  Madam,  I  know  will  not  allow.    What  is 

said  of  illufitcious  descent  is,  I  believe,  equally 

tirue  of  a  talent  for  poetry ;  none  ever  despised 

it  who  had  pretensions  to  it.    The  fates  aiid 

characters  of  the  rhyming  tribe  often  employ 

my  thoughts  when  I  am  disposed  to  be  ipelan- 

P  p  a 
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diofy.  There  is  not  awaohg^  the  matlj/ wlopes 
that  ever  were  penned,  so  n^ful «  aamtiTe  m 
the  lives  of  the  poets. — in  tiie  ^ompsMtive  viefir 
of  wretches^  the  criteiioii  is  not  what  thef  ve 
docmied  to  sulfer,  byft  how  tiiey  aw  Ibiwed  to 
bear.  Take  a  being  of  our  kincl»  give  kim  t 
stronger  imagination  and  a  more  delicate  sensi- 
iHlity,  whidi  between  them  will  ever  engender 
a  more  ungovernable  set  of  passions  than  are  the 
usual  lot  of  man ;  implaiit  in  him  an  irresistible 
impulse  to  some  idle  vagary,  such  as,  arranging 
wild  flowers  in  fantastical  nosegays,  tracing  ihe 
grasshopper  to  his  haunt  by  his  chirping  song, 
watching  the  fri^s  of  the  litt^  minnows  in  the 
sunny  pool,  or  hunting  ^fter  the  intrigues  of 
butterflies — ^m  short,  send  him  adrift  after  sone 
pursuit  which  shall  eternally  nuidead  him  irom 
the  paths  of  lucre,  and  yet  curse  him  with  a 
keener  relish  tiian  any  man  firing  for  the  ptou 
sures  that  lucre  can  purchase ;  lastly,  fill  up  thee 
measure  of  his  woes  by  bestowing  on  hkn  a 
spuming  sense  of  his  own  dignity,  and  you 
have  created  a  wight  nearly  as  miserable  as  a 
Poet.  To  you,  Madam,  I  need  not  veoount 
the  fairy  pleasures  the  muse  bestows  to  counter- 
balance diis  catalogue  of  evils.  Bewitching  poe- 
try is  like  bewitching  woman ;  she  has  in  all 
ages  been  accused  of  misleading  manisind  from 
the  counsels  of  wisdom  and  the  paths  of  pru- 
deneef  involving  them  in  difficulties,  baiting 
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tfaem  wiih  por^rtf,  bnnding  tiiem  wUh  ufii- 
mff  ad  plmij^g  them  in  the  whirling  vortet 
«f  rain;  ]ret»  whete  is  ^  man  but  must  own 
tiott  ^  oof  faappiaess  4on  earth  is  not  worthj 
the  name — ^that  even  the  holy  hermit's  «oHtarjr 
fm^eet  of  paradisaical  bfiai  ia  but  the  glitter 
of  a  nortliera  sun,  ri^g  over  a  fiozen  iegioQ^ 
eompas^  with  the  many  pleasures,  the  nami^ 
less  raptures  that  we  owe  to  the  lovely  Qoeeii 
•ftiieheaitofManl 


No-  126- 
TO  JOHN  M*alUBDO,  Es<^' 

SiK,  December,  1791 

It  is  sdid  that  we  t^e  tiie  greatest  liber- 
ties  with  our  greatest  fiiends,  and  1  pay  myself 
a  very  high  compliment  in  the  manner  in  which 
I  am  going  to  apply  the  remark.  I  have  owe! 
you  money  longer  than  ever  I  owed  it  to  any 
inan. — ^Here  is  Ker's  account,  and  here  are  six 
guineas ;  and  now,  I  don't  owe  a  shilling  to 
man — or  woman  either.  But  for  these  damned 
dirty,  dog's-ear'd  little  pages,*  I  had  done  my- 
self the  Iwnour  to  liave  waited  xw  you  long  ago- 
Ittde^pendent  of  the  obligadons  your  hosjntdity 

*  ^Ctfttish  Baxxkfl  Notes 
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has  laid  me  under ;  the  consciousness  of  yout 
superiority  in  the  rank  of  man  and. gentleman^ 
of  itself  was  fiilly  as  much  as  I  could  ever  make 
head  against ;  but  to  owe  you  money  too^  was 
more  than  1  could  face. 

I  think  I  once  mentioned  something  of  a  col- 
lection of  Scots  songs  I  hare  for  some  years 
been  making :  I  send  you  a  perusal  of  what  I 
have  got  together.  I  could  not  conveniently 
spare  them  above  five  or  six  days,  and  five  or 
six  glances  of  them  will  probably  more  than  suf- 
fice you.  A  very  few  of  them  are  my  own. 
When  you  are  tired  of  them,  please  leave  them 
with  Mr.  Clint»  of  the  King's  Arms.  Tliere  is 
not  another  copy  of  the  collection  in  the  world ; 
and  I  should  be  sorry  that  any  unfortunate  neg* 
ligence  should  deprive  me  of  what  has  cost  me 
9  good  deal  of  pains. 


No.  127. 

To  Mrs.  Il*«** 

Who  was^  to  bespcah  a  play  one  evening  at  th& 
Dumfries  Theatre. 

1  AM  thinking  to  send  rtiy  Address  to 
some  periodical  publication,  but  it?  has  not  got 
your  sanction,  so  pray  look  over  it. 
As  to  the  Tuesday's  play,  let  me  beg  of  you. 
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my  dear  Madam,  let  me  beg  of  you  to  give  wsy 
The  Wondet  a  Woman  keeps  a  Secret ;  to  which 
please  add.  The  Spoilt  Child — ^you  %viU  highly 
oblige  me  by  so  doing. 

Ah,  what  an  enviable  creature  you  are !  Tliere 
pow  .this  cursed  gloomy  blue-devil  day,  you  are 
going  to  a  party  of  choice  spirits— 

"  To  play  the  shapes 
"*  Of  frolick  fancj,  and  incessant  fonn 
'^  Those  rapid  pictures^  that  assembled  train 
^'  Of  fleet  ideas,  nevcx  join'd  before, 
^'  Where  lively  mt  excites  to  gay  surprise  ; 
'<  Or  foUy-painting  /tumour,  grave  himself 
"  Calls  laughter  fortli^  deep«shaking  every  nerve.*] 

But  as  you  rejoice  with  them  that  do  rejoice, 
do  also  remember  to  weep  with  them  that  weep, 
ai^^  pity  your  melancholy  friend. 


No.  128. 

To  a  Lady,  in  favour  of  a  Player's  Benefi. 
Madam, 

x  OU  were  so  very  good  as  to  promise 
me  to  honour  my  friend  with  your  presence?  on 
his  benefit-night.  That  night  is  fixed  for  Fri- 
day first :  the  play  a  most  interesting  one !  The 
way  tb  keep  him  I  have  the  pleasure  to  know 
Jlr.  Q.  well.    His  merit  as  an  actpr  is  generallv 
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jK^owIedged.  He  has  genias  and  i?itirtfa  which  ^ 
would  do  honour  to  patronage :  he  is  a  poor  and 
modest  man :  claims  which  from  their  very  fu 
knee  have  the  more  forcible  poww  on  the  ge- 
nerotxd  heart.  Alas,  for  pity !  that  from  the 
indolence  of  those  who  have  the  good  things  of 
this  life  in  their  gift,  too  often  does  brazen* 
fronted  importunity  snatch  thjit  boon,  the  right* 
fill  due  of  rething,  humble,  want!  Of  all  the 
qualities  we  assign  to  the  author  and  director  of 
Nature,  by  far  the  most  enviaMe  is*«-4o  be  aU^ 
^  To  wipe  away  all  tears  from  aU  eyes/*  O  what 
insignificant,  sordid  wretches  are  they,  however 
chance  may  have  loaded  them  with  wealth,  who 
go  to  their  graves,  to  their  magnificent  mausth 
teums,  with  hardly  the  consciousness  of  having 
made  one  poor  honest  heart  happy ! 

But  I  crave  your  pardon.  Madam ;  I  came  t» 
beg,  not  to  preach, 


No.  V2^. 

EXTRACT  of  a  LEISTER 

TO    M».  .-r^ 

1794. 

1  AM  extremely  obliged  to  you  for  your 
\fi\A  mention  of  my  interests,  in  a  letter  which 
Mn  S***  shewed  me.    At  present,  my  situa* 
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hoii  in  life  must  be  in  a  great  fneasure  station- 
ary, at  least  for  two  or  three  years.    The  state- 
ment is  thi&^I  am  on  the  supervisor's  list ;  and 
as  we  come  on  there  by  precedency,  in  two  or 
three  years  I  shall  be  at  the  head  of  that  list,  and 
be  appointed  of  course — ^then,  a  Friend  might 
be  of  service  to  vcie  in  getting  me  into  a  place  of 
the  kingdom  which  I  would  like.    A  supervi- 
sor's income  varies  from  about  a  hundred  and 
twenty,  to  two  himdred  a  year ;  but  the  busi- 
ness is  an  incessant  drudgery,   and  would  bt 
nearly  a  compleat  bar  to  every  species  of  lite- 
rary pursuit.    The  moment  I  am  appointed  su- 
pervisor in  the  common  routine,  I  may  be  no- 
ftiinated  on  the  Collector's  list ;  and  this  is  at 
ways  a  business  purely  of  political  patronage.  A 
oollectorsfaip  varies  much,  from  better  than  two 
hundred  a  year  to  near  a  thousand.    They  also 
come  forward  by  precedency  on  the  list,  and 
have,  besides  a  handsome  income,  a  fife  of  corn- 
pleat  leisure.    A  life  of  literary  leisure,  with  a 
decent  competence,  is  the  summit  of  my  wishes* 
—It  would  be  the  prudish  affectation  of  silly 
pride  in  me,  to  say  tlmt  1  do  not  need  or  would 
not  be  indebted  to  a  political  fiiend;  at  the 
same  tim^  Sir,  I  by  ho  means  lay  my  affairs 
brfbre  you  thus,  to  hook  my  depaident  situa- 
tion  on  your  benevolence.    If^  ^  my  progress 
of  life,  an  opening  should  occur  where  the  good 
^flioes  of  a  gentleman  of  your  public  character. 
10.  Q  q 
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and  political  consequence  might  bring  me  for^ 
ward,  I  will  petition  your  goodiless  with  the 
same  frankness  and  sincerity  as  I  now  da  my- 
self the  honour  to  subscribe  myself,  &c. 

No.  130. 

to  Mas. , 


Dear  Madam, 

I  MEANT  to  have  called  on  ydii  yester- 
*  night,  but  as  I  edged  up  to  your  box-door,  the 
first  object  which  greeted  my  view,  was  one  of 
those  lobster-coated  puppies,  sitting  like  another 
dragon,  guarding  the  Hesperian  iruit.  On  the 
conditions  and  capitulations  you  so  obli^ngly 
ofFer,  I  shall  certainly  make  my  w'eather-beaten 
rustic  p1iiz  a  part  of  your  box-furniture  on  Tues-- 
day ;  when  we  may  arrange  the  business  of  the 

[  visit.  ' 

♦'    *    •     •     *    *    * 

Among  the  profusion  of  idle  compliments^ 
which  insidious  craft,  or  unmeming  foUy,  inces- 
santly offer  nt  your  shrine— a  shrine,  how  far 
exalted  above  such  adoration-r-permit  me,  were 
it  but  for  rarity's  sake,  to  pay  you  the  honest 
tribute  of  a  warm  heart  and  an  independent 
mind;  and  to  Itssure  you,  that  I  am^  thou  most 
amiable,  and  most  accomplished  of  thy  sex,  i^ith 
the  most  respectful  esteem,  and  fervent  regard, 
thine,  &c. 
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No.  131- 

TO  THE  SAME. 

1  WILL  wait  on  you,  my  ever  valued 
.friends  but  whether  in  the  morning  1  am  not 
surie.     Sunday  closes  a  period  of  our  curst  reve- 
nue business,  and  may  probably  keep  me  em- 
ployed with  my  pen  until  noon.    Fine  employ- 
ment for  a  Poet's  pen !  There  is  a  species  of  the 
human  genus  that  I  call  the  gin-horse  class : 
what  enviable  dogs  they  are.      Round,   and 
round,    and    round  they   goj — Mundell's    ox, 
that    drives   his  cotton    mill,    is  their    exact 
prototype — without  an  idea  or  wish  beyond 
their  circle;   fat,   sleek,  stupid,  patient,  quiet, 
and  contented ;  while  here  I  sit,  altogether  Noi 
vemberish,  a  d— — *  melange  of  fretfulness  and 
melancholy;  not  enough  of  the  one  to  rouse 
me  to  passion,  nor  of  the  other  to  repose  me  in 
torpor ;  my  soul  flouncing  and  fluttering  round 
her  tenement,  like  a  wild  finch,  caught  amid 
the  horrors  of  winter,  and  newly  thrust  into  a 
cage.     Well,  I  am  persuaded  that  it  was  of  me 
the  Hebrew  sage  prophesied,  when  he  foretold 
— ^*  And  behold,  on  whatsoever  this  man  doth 
**  set  his  heart,  it  shall  not  prosper!"   If  my  re- 
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sentment  is  awaked,  it  is  sure  to  be  where  it 

dare  not  squeak ;  and  if-^ 

mm**** 

Pray  that  wisdom  and  bliss  be  iijore  frequent 
visitors  of 


No-  13^. 
TO  THE  SAME. 

1  HAVE  this  moment  got  the  song 
from  Si***,  and  I  ana  sorry  to  see  that  he  has 
spoilt  it  agppd  4eal.  It  shall  be  a  lesion  to  me 
how  [  lend  him  any  thing  again* 

I  have  sent  you  Werter,  truly  happy  to  have 
jjny  the  smallest  opportunity  of  obli^g  you- 

•Ti$  true,  Madam,  1  saw  you  once  since  I  was 
at  W ;  and  that  mice  froze  the  very  life- 
blood  of  my  heart.  Your  reception  of  me  -was 
such^  that  a  wretch  meeting  the  eye  of  his  judge 
about  to  pronounce  sentence  of  death  on  him, 
could  only  have  envied  my  feelings  and  situation^ 
Sut  I  hate  the  theme,  and  never  more  shall 
write  or  speak  on  it. 

One  tiling  I  shall  proudly  say,  that  I  can  pay 
Mrs.  — ; —  a  higher  tribute  of  esteem,  and  ap- 
preciate her  amiable  worth  more  truly,  than  imy 
man  whom  1  have  seen  approach  her. 
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No.  133. 
TO  THE  SAME. 

I  HAVE  often  told  you,  my  ^ear  friend, 
litat  you  had  a  spice  of  caprice  in  your  coinposi* 
tion,  and  you  have  as  often  disavowed  it ;  even 
perhaps  while  your  opinions  were,  at  the  mo- 
ment, irrefragably  proving  it.  Could  any  thing 
estrange  me  from  a  fiiend  such  as  you  ? — ^No ! 
To-morrow  I  shall  have  the  honour  of  waiting 
pn  you. 

Farewell,  tfaou  first  <^f  friends,  and  mqfM  ac- 
complished of  women ;  even  with  all  thy  little 
caprices  \ 

No.  134- 

TO  THE  SAMK 

Madam, 

1  RETURN  your  common-place  book.  1 
have  perused  it  with  much  pleasure,  and  would 
have  continued  my  criticisms ;  but  as  it  seems 
the  critic  has  forfeited  your  esteem,  his  strictures 
must  lose  their  value. 

If  it  is  true  that "  ofiences  come  only  frpm  the 
heart,''  before  you  I  am  guiltless.  To  admire, 
esteem,  and  prize  you,  as  the  most  accomplished 
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of  women,  and  the  first  of  friends — ^if  these  ape 
crimes,  I  am  the  most  offending  thing  alive. 

In  a  face  where  I  used  to  meet  the  kind  com- 
placency of  friendly  confidence,  now  to  find  cold 
neglect,  and  contemptuous  scorn — ^is  a  wrench 
that  my  heart  can  ill  bear.  It  is' however  some 
kind  of  miserable  good  luck ;  that  while  de-hautr 
enJyas  rigour  may  depress  an  unoiOfending 
wretch  to  the  ground,  it  has  a  tendency  to  rouse 
a  stubborn  something  in  his  bosom,  which^ 
though  it  cannot  heal  the  wounds  of  his  sout, 
is  at  least  an  opiate  to  blunt  their  poignancy. 

With  the  profoundest  respect  for  your  abili* 
ties;  the  most  sincere  esteem,  and  ardent  re- 
gard, for  your  gentle  heart  and  amiable  man« 
ners ;  and  the  most  fervent  wish  and  prayer  for 
your  welfare,  peace,  and  bliss,  I  have  the  ho- 
nour to  be.  Madam,  your  most  devoted  humble 
servant. 


No.  135- 
To  JOHN  SYME,  Esq. 

Y  OU  know  that,  among  other  high  dig- 
nities, you  have  the  honour  to  be  my  supreme 
court  of  critical  judicature,  from  which  thete  is 
no  appeal.  I  inclose  you  a  song  which  I  com- 
posed  since  I  saw  you,  and  I  am  godj^  to  give 
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you  the  history  of  it.  Do  you  know  that  among 
much  that  1  admire  in  the  characters  and  man- 
ners of  those  great  iolks  whom  I  have  now  the 
honour  to  call  my  acquaintances,  the  O*****  fa- 
mily, there  is  nothii^  charms  me  more  than 
Mr.  0*s  unconcealable  attachment  to  that  incom- 
parable woman.  Did  you  ever,  my  dear  Syme, 
meet  with  a  man  who  owed  more  to  the  Divine 
Giver  pf  all  good  things  than  Mr.  O.  ?  A  fine  , 
fortune ;  a  pleasing  exterior }  self-evident  amia- 
hie  dispositions,  and  an  ingenuous  upright  mind, 
and  that  informed  too  much  beyond  the  usual 
run  of  young  fellows  of  his  rank  and  fortune : 
and  to  all  this,  such  a  woman ! — ^but  of  her  I 
shall  say  nothing  at  all,  in  despair  of  saying  anjr 
any  thing  adequate:  in  my  song,  1  have  en- 
deavoured to  do  justice  to  what  would  be  his 
feelings,  on  seeing,  in  the  scene  I  have  drawn, 
the  habitation  of  his  Lucy.  As  I  am  a  good 
deal  pleased  with  my  performance,  I,  in  my 
first  fervor,  thought  of  sending  it  to  Mrs.  0-— , 
but  on  second  thoughts,  perhaps  what  I  offer  as 
the  honest  incense  of  genuine  respect,  might, 
fi-om  the  well-knowq  character  of  poverty  and 
poetry,  be  construed  into  some  modification  or 
ather  of  that  servility  which  my  soul  abhors,* 


•  Ihe  song  inclosed  was  "  O  wat  ye  wha's  in3'on  town/ 
See  Poems,  p.  517- 
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No-  ise. 

TO  MISS , 

Madam^ 

Nothing  short  of  a  kind  of  absolute 
•  necessity  could  have  made  me  trouble  you  with 
this  letter.  Except  my  ardent  and  just  esteem 
for  your  sense,  taste,  and  worth,  every  sentiment 
arising  in  my  breast,  as  I  put  pen  to  paper  to 
you,  is  painful.  The  scenes  I  have  past  with 
the  friend  of  my  soul,  and  hii^  amiable  connex- 
ions !  The  wi*eneh  at  my  heart  to  think  that  he 
is  gone,  for  ever  gone  from  me,  never  more  to 
meet  in  the  wanderings  of  a  weary  world !  and 
the  cutting  reflection  of  all,  that  1  had  most  un- 
fortunately, though  most  undeservedly,  lost  the 
confidence  of  that  soul  of  worth,  ere  it  took  its 
flight! 

These,  Madam,  .are  sensations  of  no  ordinary 
anguish. — However  you,  also,  may  be  ofiended 
with  some  imputed  improprieties  of  mine ;  sen- 
sibility, you  know,  I  possess,  and  sincerity  none 
will  deny  me» 

To  oppose  tliose  prejudices  which  have^been 
raised  against  me,  is  not  the  business  of  this  let- 
t^.  Indeed  it  is.  a  warfai-e  1  know  not  how  ta 
wage.    The  powers  of  positive  vice  I  can  in- 
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some  degree  calculate,  and  against  direct  m^ 
fevolence  I  can  be  on  my  guard ;  but  who  can 
estimate  the  fatuity  of  giddy  caprice,  or  ward 
off  the  unthinking  mischief  of  precipitate  folly  ? 

i  have  a  favour  fo  request  of  you,  Madam ; 

and  of  your  s;ister  Mrs.  ,  through  your 

means*  You  know  that  at  the  wish  of  my  late 
fiiend,  I.  made  a  collection  of  all  my  trifles  in 
verse  which  I  had  ever  writtien;  They  are 
many  of  them  local,  som^  of  them  puevjile  and 
sijljr,  and  all  of  them  nnSt  for  the  public  eye. 
As  I, have  some  jitiie  fame  at  stake,  a  fame 
tl^it  I  trust  may  live,^  when  tibe  hate  of  those 
who  <'  watch  for  my  halting,"  and  the  contume- 
lious snee|-  of  those  whom  accident  has  made 
n|y  superiors,  will,  with  themwlves,  be  gone  to 
the  regions  of  oblivion ;  I  am  uneasy .  now  for 
the  fate  of  those  manuscripts.— ^WiU  Mrs.  — — 
have  the  goodness  to  destroy  them,  or  return 
them  to  me?  As  a  pledge  of  friendship  they 
were  bestoT^ed;  dsfkd  that  drcumstanpe  indeed 
wa6all  their  merit.  Most  ufihapptly  for  me, 
that  v[\etit  they  no  longer  possess,  and  I  hope 
that  Mrs.  — -'s  goodness,  which  I  well  know, 
and  ever  will  revere,  will  hot  refuse  this  ftvour 
to  a  man  whom  she  once  held  in  sodie  degree 
of  estimation. 

With,  the  sincerest  esteem  1  have  the  honour 
to  be.  Madam,  &c. 

lb  Rr 
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No.  13t. 
TO  Me.  CUNNINGHAM. 

25th  February,  1794 

CiANST  thoil  minister  to  a  mind  dis- 
eased? Canst  thou  speak  peace  and  rest  to  a 
soul,  tost  on  a  sea  of  troubles,  without  one 
friendly  star  tb  guide  her  course,  and  dreadii^ 
that  the  next  surge  may  orerwhelm  her?  Canst 
thou  give  to  a  frame,  tremblingly  alive  as  the 
tortures  of  siispenee,  the  stability  ahd  hardihood 
of  the  rock  that  braves  the  bl^t  ?  If  thou  canst 
riot  do  the  least  of  these,  why  wdiildst  thou  dis- 
turb me  in  my  miseries,  with  thy  inquiries  aiter 
me? 

For  these  two  months  I  have  not  been  able 
td  lift  a  pen.  My  constitution  and  frame  were, 
ab  arigine,  blasted  with  a  deep  incuraUe  taint 
of  hypochondria,  which  poisons  riiy  existi&nce. 
Of  late  a  number  of  domestic  vexations,  and 
some  pecuniary  share  in  the  ruin  of  these  ••••* 
times ;  loshos  which,  though  triflings  were  yet 
what  I  could  in  hear,  have  so  irritated  me,  that 
my  feelings  at  times  could  only  be  envied  by  a 
reprobate  spirit  listening  to  tlte  sentence  that 
dooms  it  to  perdition. 
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An  you  deep  in  the  language  of  consolation  ? 
1  have  exhausted  in  reflection  every  topic  of 
comfort.  A  heart  at  ease  would  have  been 
charmed  with  my  sentiments  and  reasonings; 
but  as  to  myself^  I  was  like  Judas  Iscariot 
preaching  the  gospel ;  he  might  melt  and  mould 
the  hearts  of  those  around  him^  but  his  own 
^ept  its  native  incorrigibility. 

Still  there  are  two  great  pillars  that  bear,  us 
up,  amid  the  wreck  of  misfortune  and  misery* 
The  ONE  is  composed  of  the  different  modificaT 
tions  of  a  certain  noble,  stubborn  something  iiv . 
man,  known  by  the  names  of  courage^  fortitude,- 
magnanimity^.    The  oth^r  is  madp  up  of  those 
feelings  and  sentiments,  which,  however  the 
sceptic  may  deny  them,  or  the  enthusiast  disfi- 
guire  them,  are  yet,  I  am  convinced,  original. 
and  component  parts  of  the  human  soul ;  those 
serues  of  the  mind,  if  I  may  be  allowed  the  ex- 
pression, which  connect  us  with,  sjfi^  link  us  to,,r. 
those  awful  obscure  realities — an  all,  powerful; 
and  equally  beneficent   God;  and  a  world -ta% 
come,  beyond  death  and  the  grave.     The  first 
gives  the  perve  of  combat,  while  a  i«^y  of  hope 
beams  on  the  field ; — the  last  pours  the  balm  of: 
pomfortinto  th^  woijnd:§  >vhic^  time  can  flever 
cure. 

I  do  not  remember,  my  dear  Cunningham, 
tliat  you  and  1  ever  talked  on  the  subject  of  re- 
|igion  at  alL    I  know  some  who  laugh  at  it^  a^ 
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the  trick  of  the  crafty  few,  to  lead  the  undisT 
ceming  many  ;  or  at  most  as  an  uncertain  ob- 
scurity, which  manlund  can  never  know  any 
thing  of,  and  with  which  thejr  are  fools  if  they 
give  themselves'  much  lo  do.  Nor  would  I 
quarrel  wi^h  a  man  for  his  irreligion,  any  more 
than  I  woiidd  for  his  want  of  a  musical  ear.  I 
would  regret  that  he  was  shut  out  from  what, 
to  niie  and  to  others  were  such  superlative  sources 
of  enjoyment.  It  is  in  this  point  of  view,  and 
for  this  reason,  tiiat  I  will  deeply  imbue  the 
mind  of  every  diild  of  mine  with  religion.  If 
iny  son  should  happen  to  be  a  man  of  feeling, 
sentiment^  and  taste;  I  shaU  thus  add  largely  to 
his  enjoyments.  Let  me  flatter  myself  tlfat  this 
sTPireet  little  fellow,  who  is  just  now  running 
about  my  desk,  will  be*  a  man  of  a  mielting,  ar- 
dent, glowing  heart;  and  an  imagination,  de- 
Ughted  with  the  t>ainter,  and  rapt  with  the 
pbet. '  Let  m6  figure  him,  wandering  out  in  a 
^weet  evening,  to  inhale  the  balmy  gales,  and 
enjoy  the  growing  luxuriance  of  the  spring'; 
himself  the  while  in  the  blooming  youth  of  life. 
He  looks  abroad  on  all  nature,'  and  through 
nature  up  io  nature!^  God.  His  soul,'  by  swift^ 
delighting  degreefs,  is  rapt  above  this  sublunary 
sphere,  until  he  can  be  silent  no  longer,  and 
burJSts  diit  into  the  glorious  enthusiasm  of 
Thotason, 
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^  These,  as  they  change.  Almighty  Fatlier,  the^e 
*'  Are  but  the  Varied  GecL--*The  idUii^  year 
«  JsfoUcjfthee;^' 

And  SO  on  in  all  the  spirit  and  ardour  of  that 
charming  hymn, 

These  a^reno  ideal  pleasures;  they  are  reai 
delights ;  and  1  a^  what  of  the  delights  among 
iiie  sons  of  men  are  superior,  npt  to  ^say,  equal 
to  tlu^m  ?  And  th^  have  this  precbus,  vast  ad* 
dition»  that  consdous  virtne  stamps  them  ibr 
her  own ;  and  h^s  hold  on  them  to  farmg  her- 
self into  the  presence  of  a  witnessing,  judging^ 
snd  apjNrdving  God. 

No.  138, 

TO . 

I^ujffppses  himself  to  be  writing  fiam  the  dc^^ 
the  living. 

I  DARE  say  this  is  the  first  epistle  you 
ever  received  from  this  nether-world.  1  write 
you  firom  the  regions  of  Hell,'  amid  the  Ikhtots 
of  the  danined  The  time  and  manner  of  my 
leaving  your  earth  I  do  not  exactly  Iqiow ;  as 
I  took  my  departure  iii  the  heat  of  a  fever  of  in- 
toxicatioi!i, '  contracted  at  ypiir  too  hospitable 
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mansiofn ;  but  on  my  arrival  here,  I  was  feirly 
tried,  and  sentenced  to  endure  the  pargatoiial 
tortures  of  this  infernal  confine,  for  the  space  rf 
ninety-nine  years,  eleven  months,  and  twenty- 
nine  days;  and  aU  on  account  of  the  impiO* 
priety  of  my  conduct  yefiterniglit  under  your 
roof  Here  am  I,  laid  on  a  bed  pf  pityless  furze, 
with  my  aching  head  rediimg  on  a  pillow  d 
ever^pierdng  thorn,  while  an  infernal  tonnen* 
tor,  wrinkled,  and  dd,  aod  cruel,  Hsn^De  I 
think  is  Recollectwfi^  with  a  whip  pf  3QprpioBi^ 
forbids  peace  or  rest  to  approach  me,  and  keepi 
anguish  eternally  awake.  .StiU,  Madam,  if  I 
could  in  any  measure  be  reinstated  in  the  goc4 
opinion  of  the  fair  circle  whom  my  conduct  last 
night  so  much  injured,  I  think  it  would  be  an 
alleviation  to  my  torments.  For  this  reason  I 
trouble  you  with  this  lettqr.  To  the  men  of 
the  company  1  will  make  no  apology, — ^Your 
husband,  who  insisted  on  my  drinking  more 
than  I  chose,  ^as  no  right  to  blame  pie ;  and 
the  other  gentlemen  were  partakers  of  my  gmlt 
But  to  you.  Madam,  J  have  much  to  apologize. 
Your  good  opinion  I  valued  as  one  of  the  great- 
est acquisitions  I  had  made  on  earth,  ^nd  1  wa^ 
truly  a  beast  to  forfeit  it  There  wjis  a  Mis? 
I too,  a  woman  of  fine  sense,  gentle  Mid  un- 
assuming manners — do  make  on  my  part,  a  mi- 
serable d— d  wretch's  best  apology  to  ten  A 
Mrs.  G       ,  a  charming  woman,  did  me  the 
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hoDOtir  to  be  ptejudiced  in  my  favour;  this 
makes  me  hope  that  I  have  not  outraged  her 
beyond  9&  forgiveness. — ^To  all  the  other  ladies 
please  present  my  humblest  contrition  for  my 
oonduct,  and  my  petition  for  their  gradous  par« 
doii.  O  all  ye  powers  of  decency  and  decorum ! 
wldsper  to  lA^eaii  ihst  my  eirors,  though  great, 
were  myoluntary — ^that  an  intoxicated  man  is 
the  vSest  of  beasts — that  it  was^  not  in  my  na- 
tive to  be  brutal  to  any  one — ^that  to  be  rude 
to  a  woman^  wh^i  in  my  senses^  was  imposd* 
Ue  with  me^-but — 

Begirt!  Remorse!  Shame!  ye  three  faell- 
hoimds  that  ever  dog  my  steps  and  bay  at  my 
beds,  spare  me !  spare  me ! 

For^ve  the  offences,  and  pity  the  perffition 
^  Madam^  your  humble  slave. 


No.  139. 
to  Mrs.  DUNLOR 

15th  December^  1795. 
.  My  Deab  Fbiend/ 

xIlS  I  am  m  a  conipleat  Decemberish  hu- 
Hiour^  gloomy,  sullen,  stupid,  as  even  the  deity 
(tfDuhiess  herself  could  wish,  I  shall  not  drawl 
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out  a  Iieavy  letter  with  a  number  of  heavier  apo*; 
logics  for  my  late  silence.  Only  one  I  shall 
mention,  because  I  Idiow  you  ^irill  sympatfaiaef 
in  it  s  these  four  monthSi  a  sweet  little  girl,  my 
youngest  chUd^  has  been  so  ill,  that  every  6d(f^ 
a  week  ot  less  threatened  to  terminate  her  exist* 
ence.  There  had  much  need  be  many  pleasures 
annexed  to  th&  states  of  huf  band  an4  &tiier,  for 
God  knows,  they  have  many  pecifliar  cu^  t 
cannot  describe  to  you  the  anxious,  deqplesff 
hours  these  ties  frequently  give  me.  I  6ee» 
train  of  helpless  little  folks;  me  and  my  exer-; 
lions  all  their  stay  ^  and  on  what  a  brittle  thread 
does  the  life  of  man  hang !  If  1  am  nipt  off  at 
the  command  of  fate ;  even  in  all  the  vigour  of 
manhood  as  I  am,  such  things  happen  eveiy 
day — gracious  God  t  what  would  become  of  my 
little  flock !  'Tis  here  that  I  envy  your  people 
of  fortune* — A  father  on  his  deathbed,  taking 
an  everlastmg  leave  of  his  children,  has  indeed 
woe  enough ;  but  the  man  of  competent  fortune 
leaves  his  sons  and  daughters  independency  and' 
friends ;  while  I — ^but  I  shall  run  difitracted*if  I 
think  any  longer  on  tlie  subject ! 

To  leave  talking  of  the  matter  so  gravdy,  l' 
idiall  sing  with  the  old  Scots  ballad— « 

*'  G  that  I  had  ne'er  been  married, 

''  I  would  never  had  nae  care ; 
'*  Now  I've  gotten  wife  and  bairns, 

**  They  ay,  crowdie,  evermair. 
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**  Crovdie!  aQce;  crordie!  twic6; 

"  Crow^ie!  ^irec  times  in  a  d«y : 
•'  Ap  ye,  crpwdie  I  ony  mair, 

*'  Yell,  px)wdie !  a'  my  meal  away/'— 

Decmber  2Wu 

We  have  had  a  brilliant  theatre  here,  this 
Mason ;  only,  as  vSL  other  bu^ess  has,  it  expe- 
iiences  a  stagnation  of  trade  from  the  epidemi* 
cal  complaint  of  the  coniitry,  tvant  of  cask.  I 
mention  our  theatre  merely  to  lug  in  an  occa- 
sional Address  which  I  wrote  for  the  bc^hefit 
night  of  one  of  the  actresses.* 

.  Q6tk,  Christmas  Morning. 

This,  my  much  loved  friend,  is  a  morning  of 
wishes :  acc^t  mine-^-so  Heaven  hear  me,  as 
they  are  sinc(^!  that  blessings  may  attend 
your  steps,  and  afiliction  know  you  not !  In  the 
charming  words  of  my  favoiirite  author,  The 
Man  of  Feeling  J  ^^  May  the  great  spkit  bearup 
"  the  weight  of  thy  gray  hairs ;  and  blunt  the 
<*  aiTOW  that  brings  them  rest ! 

Now  that  1  talk  of  authors,  how  do  you  like 
Cowper  ?  Is  not  the  Task  a  glorious  poem  ? 
The  religion  of  the  itask^  bating  a  few  scraps 
of  Calvinistic  divinity,  is  the  reU^on  of  God 
and  Nature :  the  religion  that  exalts,  that  en- 

-« _. ■  ■■  , 

♦  See  Poems^  p.  27*. 

10.  S  s 
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Tioties  man.  Were  not  you  to  send  me  }  om 
Zeluco  in  return  for  mine?  Tell  me  how  you 
like  my  marks  and  notes  through  the  book.  1 
would  not  give  a  farthing  for  a  book,  unless  I 
were  at  liberty  to  blot  it  with  my  criticisms. 

i  have  lately  collected,  for  a  friend's  perusal, 
all  my  letters;  1  mean  those  which  1  first 
sketched,  in  a  rough  draught,  and  afterwards 
wrote  out  fair.  On  looking  over  some  old 
musfy  papers,  whicti  from  time  to  time,  I  had 
parcelled  by,  as  trash  that  were  scarce  worth 
preserving,  and  which  yet  at  the  same  time  I 
did  not  care  to  destroy ;  I  discovered  many  of 
these  rude  sketches,  and  have  written,  and  am 
writing  them  out,  ia  a  boui^d  MS.  for  my 
friend's  library.  As  I  wrote  always  to  you  the 
rhapsody  of  tlie  moment,  I  cannot  find  a  single 
scroll  to  you,  except  one,  about  the  commence- 
ment of  our  acquaintance.  If  there  were  any 
possible  conveyance,  I  would  send  you  a  perusal 
of  my  book. 


No,  140- 
TO  :<1rs.  i)UNLOP,  IN  London. 

Dumfrks^  20th  December,  179*- 

1.  Jtl AVE  been  prodigiously  disappointed 
in  this  London  journey  of  yours.     In  the  first 
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place,  when  your  last  to  me  reached  Dumfries^ 
1  was  in  the  country,  and  did  not  return  until 
too  late  to  answer  your  letter ;  in  the  next  place, 
I  thought  you  woula  certainly  take  this  route ; 
and  now  I  know  not  what  is  become  of  you,  or 
whether  this  may  reach  you  nt  all.-:— God  grant 
that  it  may  find  you  and  yours  in  prospering 
health  and  good  spirits.  Do  let  me  hear  from 
you  the  soonest  possible 

As  1  hope  to  get  a  frank  from  my  friend 
Gapt.  Miller,  I  shall,  every  leisure  hour,  take 
up  the  pen,  and  gossip  away  whatever  comes 
first,  prose  or  poesy,  sermon  or  song.  In  this 
last  artide  I  have  abounded  of  late.  I  have  of- 
ten mentioned  to  you  a  superb  publication  of 
Scottish  songs  which  is  making  its  appearance 
in  your  great  metropolis,  and  where  I  have  the 
honour  to  preside  over  the  Scottish  verse,  as  no 
less  a  personage  than  Peter  Pindar  does  over  the 
English. 


December  ZQtJu 

Since  I  began  this  letter,  I  have  been  appointr 
cd  to  act  in  the  capacity  of  supervisor  li?re,  anc\ 
I  assure  you,  what  wdth  the  load  of  business, 
and  what  with  that  business  being  n0\v  to  me,  I 
could  scarcely  have  commanded  ten  minutes  to 
have  spoken  to  you,  had  you  been  in  town^ 
S  s  2 
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niutih  les&  to  Jiave  written  ycm  an  epi^e.  Ttis 
appointment  is  only  it^mporary,  and  dttiihg  the 
illness  pf  the  present  incumbent ;  but  I  look  for* 
watd  to  ah  eayJy  feno^  yrhen  I  ^all  be  appoint- 
ed in  full  form :  a  consummation  devoutly  to 
be  wished!  My  political  sins  seem  to  be  for- 
^ven  me. 


This  is  the  season  (Newyeaifs-day  is  now  tiiy 
date)  of  wishing ;  and  mine  are  ttiost  fervently 
oJBfa^  up  for  you !  May  life  to  you  be  a  posi- 
tive blessing,  while  it  lasts,  for  your  own  sake; 
and  that  it  may  yet  be  greatly  prolohged,  is  my 
"wish  for  my  owi)  sake;  and  for  the  sake  of 
the  rest  of  your  friends!  Wjiat  a  transi«it 
business  is  Jife !  Very  lately  I  was  a  boy ;  but 
t'other  diiy  I  was  $.  young  man ;  ^d  I  ahea- 
dy  begin  to  feel  the  rigid  fibre  and  stiffening 
joints  pf  old  age  coming  fast  o*er  my  frame. 
With  all  my  foHies  of  youth,  and  I  ffew,  a  few 
vices  of  m^hpod,  stijl  I  congratulate  myself  on 
having  had  in  early  days,  religion  strongly  im- 
printed pn  my  mind.  I  have  nothing  to  say  to 
any  one  as  to  which  seci  he  belongs  to,  or  what 
6reed  he  believes ;  but  I  look  on  the  man,  who 
is  fomly  persuaded  of  infinite  wisdom  and  good- 
rtess,  superintending  and  directing  every  drcum- 
5tance  tha^  can  happen  in  his  lot — I  felicitate 
jpuch  a  man  as  having  a  solid  foundation  for  hi^ 
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maital  ^oyment ;  a  finn  prop  and  sure  stay; 
in  the  hour  of  difficulty,  trouble,  and  distress; 
and  a  never-failing  anchor  of  hope,  when  he 
looks  beyond  the  grave. 

January  \9Xlu 

You  trfU  hfikVe  seen  our  worthy  and  ingenious 
^end,  tjie  dodx>r,  long  ere  this,  I  hope  he  is 
well^  and  beg  to  be  remembered  tp  him.  I 
have  just  been  reading  uver  again,  I  dare  saf 
for  the  hundred  and  fiftieth  time,  h}g  VteHX)  f^ 
Society  and  Manners;  and  still  1  read  it  with 
delight.  His  humour  is  perfectly  original — ^it 
fs  heither  the  humour  of  Addison,  nor  Swift; 
nor  Sterne,  nprof  any  body  but  Dr.  Moore^ 
By  the  bye,  you  have  deprived  me  offZeluco,  re- 
member that,  when  you  are  disposed  to  rake 
up  the  sins  of  my  neglect  from  ^mong  the  ashet 
of  my  laziness. 

He  has  paid  me  fi  pretty  compliment,  by 
quoting  me  in  his  last  publication.* 

•       »      ^       »       «       «       ♦      4( 


Edward. 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


No.  141, 

TO  Mrs. 

20th.  January,  179& 

1  CANNOT  express  ray  gi-atitude  to 
you  for  allowing  mc  a  longer  perusal  ofAnacbar- 
m^  In  fact  1  never  met  with  a  book  that  be- 
witched me  so  mucli ;  and  I  as  a  member  of  the 
library  must  warmly  feel  the  obligation  you 
have  laid  us  under*  Indeed  to  me,  the  obliga- 
tion is  stronger  than  to  any  other  individual  of 
cur  society ;  as  Anacharsis  is  an  indispensible 
desideratum  to  a  son  of  the  muses 

The  health  you  wished  me  in  your  morning's 
card,  is,  I  think  flown  from  me  for  ever.  I 
have  not  been  able  to  leave  my  bed  to-day  till 
about  an  hour  ago.  These  wickedly  unludcy 
advertisements  I  lent  (I  did  wrong,)  to  a  fnend^ 
and  I  am  ill  able  to  go  in  quest  of  him. 

The  muses  have  not  quite  forsaken  me.  The 
following  detatched  stanzas  I  intend  to  interT 
weave  in  some  disastrous  ta^e  of  a  sbeplier?l. 
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No-  14<2. 
To  Mrs.  DUNLOP. 

1 HESE  many  xnonths  you  have  'beea 
two  packets  in  my  debt — what  sin  of  ignorance 
I  have  committed  against  so  highly  valued  a 
Mend  I  am  utterly  at  a  loss  to  guess.  Alas ! 
Madam,  ill  can  I  afford,  at  this  time,  to  be 
deprived  of  any  of  the  small  remnant  of  my 
.pleasures.  I  have  lately  drunk  deep  of  the 
«up  of  affliction.  The  autumn  robbed  me  of 
my  only  daughter  and  darling  cliild,  and  that 
at  a  distance  too,  and  ^o  rapidly,  as  .to  put  it 
out  of  my  power  to  pay  the  last  duties  te 
her.  I  had  scarcely  begun  to  recover  from  thaft 
shock,  \vlien  1  became  myself  the  victim  of  a 
most  severe  rheumatic  fev^r,  and  long  the  die 
spun  doubtful;  until  after  many  weeks  vOf -A 
sick  bed,  it  seems  to  have  turned  up  life,  and 
I  am  beginning  to  crawl  across  my  room,  and 
once  indeed  have  been  before  my  own  door  m 
in  the  street 

When  pleasure  faficlnates  tlie  mentiil  sigiltg 

Afflietion  purifies  tlie  visual  raj^ 
•fieligion  halls  the  drear  the  untried  night, 

Th^X  shuts,  for  ever  shuts  !  life's  doubtful  djgjL 
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No.  14^- 

To  M»s.  K***»*. 

fPko  had  desired  hvnt  to  go  to  the  Birih^y 
Assembly  on  that  day  to  shew  his  loyalty. 

Uh.  June,  1796. 

I  AM  in  such  mi^rable  hdilth  ^  to  be 
utterly  incapable  of  shewiiig  my  loyalty  in  any 
way.  Rackt  as  1  am  with  rheumatisms,  I  meet 
every  face  with  a  greeting  like  that  of  Balak 
to  Balaam — ^^  Come  curse  me  Jacob ;  and  coioe 
defy  me  Israel !",  So  say  1 — Come  ciu-se  me  that 
east  wind;  and  come»  dtefy  me  the  norlb! 
Would  you  have  me  in  sUch  drcumatanoes  c(v 

py  you  out  a  love-song? 

•    ♦    »    i»    *    #    • 

I  may  perhaps  see  you  on  Saturday,  but  I 
Will  not  be  at  the  ball.— -Why  should  I  ?  "  Man 
"  delights  not  me,  nor  woman  either!"  Can  you 
supply  me  with  the  song.  Let  us  all  be  nnhap' 
py  together — do  if  you  can,  and  oblige  Itpauvrc 
miserable  R.  B. 
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No.  144.. 

To  Me.  CUNNINGHAM. 

Brow,  Sea-bathing  quarters,  7th.  July,  179^. 
My  Dear  Cunningham, 

I- 

I  RECEIVED  yours  here  this  moment, 
ahd  am  uideed  highly  flattered  with  the  appro- 
bation of  the  literary  circle  you  mention ;  a  lite- 
tory  c±rd!e  inferior  to  none  in  the  two  kingdoms. 
Alas !  my  fnend,  I  fear  the  voice  of  the  hard 
will  soon  be  heard  among  you  no  more!  For 
these  eight  or  ten  months  I  have  been  ailing, 
sometinies  bedfast  and  sometimes  not ;  but  these 
last  three  months  1  have  been  tortiu'ed  with  an 
excruciating  rheumatism,  which  has  reduced  me 
to  nearly  the  last  stage.     You  actually  would 
not  know  me  if  you  saw  me. — Pale,  emaciated, 
and  so  ieeble,  as  occasionally  to  need  help  from 
my  chair — ^my  spirits  fled!  fledl-^but  I  can  no 
more  on  the  subject — only  the  medicial  f6lk$ 
tell  me  that  my  last  and  only  chance  is.  bathing 
and  country  quarters,  and"  riding.— "if  he  deuce 
of  the  matter  is  this ;  wh^  an  exciseman  is  off 
duty,  his  salary  is  reduced  to  931.  instead  of  501. 
—What  way,  in  the  name  of  thrift;,  shall  I  main- 
tain myself  and  keep  a  horse  in  coimtry  quarters 
*  11.  T  t 
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— with  a  wife  and  five  children  at  home,  oh  35 1? 
I  mention  this,  because  I  had  intended  to  beg 
^'our  utmost  interest,  and  that  of  all  thd  friends 
you  can  muster,  to  move  our  commissioners  of 
excise  to  grant  rae*  the  fuH  salary.-^I  dare  say 
you  know  them  all  personally.  If  they  do  not 
grant  it  mfe,  I  tiiiist  lay  my  accoiihi  with  an  ex- 
it  truly  en  poete ;  if  I  die  not  of  disease,  1  must 
perish  with  hunger. 

I  have  sent  you  one  of  the  songs ;  the  other 
my  memory  does  not  serv^e  me  with,  and  I  have 
HO  copy  here ;  but  1  shall  be  at  home  soon,  when 
I  will  send  it  you.---Apropos  to  being  at  home, 
!Mrs.  Bums  threatens  in  a  week  or  two,  to  add 
one  more  to  my  paternal  chairge,  which,  if  of  the 
right  gender,  I  intend  shall  be  introduced  to  the 
world  by  the  respectable  designdtioiii  of  Alexan- 
der Cunningham  Burns.  ]My  last  was  James 
Glencairny  so  you  can  have  no  objection  to  the 
company  of  nobility.     Farewelb. 


No;  145. 

To  Mrs.  burns. 
My  Deabesx  Love,        Brow,  Thursday. 

I  DELAYED  writing  until  I  could  tell 
you  what  effibct  seaJ-bathing  was  likely  to  pro- 
du«e.    It  would  be  injustice  to  deny  that  it  has 
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eased  my  pains,  and  I  think  has  streBgtiiened 
me ;  but  my  appetite  is  still  extremely  had.  No 
flesh  nor  fish  can  I  swallow :  porridge  and  milk 
are  the  only  tiling  I  can  taste.  I  am  very  hap. 
py  to  hear,  by  Miss  Jess  Lewars,  that  you  are 
all  well.  ]\Iy  very  best  and  kipdest  complimaits 
to  her  and  to  all  the  children.  1  will  see  you 
on  Sunday.  Your  affectionate  husband,     R.  B, 


No.  146. 
To  Mks.  DUNLOR 
Madam,  12th.  July,  1796. 

1  HAVE  written  you  so  often,  without 
receiving  any  answer,  that  1  would  not  trouble 
j'ou  again,  but  for  the  circumstances  in  wliich 
I  am.  An  illness  which  has  long  hung  about 
me,  in  all  probability  will  speedily  send  me  be- 
yqnd  that  bowne  whence  no  traveller  returns. 
Your  friendship,  with  which  for  many  years 
you  honoured  me,  was  a  friendship  dearest  to 
my  soul.  Your  conversation,  and  especially 
your  corresppndenpe,  werg  ^t  once  highly  enter- 
taining and  instructive,  \Vith  M'hat  pleasure 
did  I  use  to  break  up  the  seal !  The  remem- 
brance yet  adds  one  pulse  more  to  m^  poor  pal- 
pitating heeixt    FarewcU ! ! !  R.  B. 


The  above  is  supposed  to  be  tlie  last  production  of  Iloberfc 
^arns^  who  died  on  the  21st.  of  the  moatlij  nine  days  after^ 

T  t  2 
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No.  147. 
Mr.  THOMSON  TO  Mr.  BURN?. 
jSfE,  Edinburgh,  September,  179*. 

For  some  years  pc«t,  I  have,  with  a 
friend  oj:  two,  empjoycd  many  leism^e  hours  in 
jselectihg  an4  collating  the  most  favourite  of  our 
national  melodies  for  publication.  We  have  en- 
gaged Pleyel,  the  most  agreeable  composer  liv- 
ing, to  put  accompanimefnts  to  these,  and  also 
to  compose  an  instrumental  prelude  and  condu* 
sion  to  each  air,  the  better  to  fit  them  for  con- 
certs, both  public  and  priyate.  To  render  this 
work  perfect,  we  are  desirous  to  have  the  poe- 
try improved,  wherever  it  seems  unworthy  of 
the  music;  and  that  it  is  so  in  many  instances, 
is  allowed  by  every  one  conversant  with  our 


wards.  He  had  however  the  pleasure  of  receiving  a  satisfac- 
tory explanation  of  his  friend's  silenc6»  and  an  assurance  of 
the  continuance  of  her  friendship  to  his  widow  and  chiidren; 
an  assurance  that  has  been  amply  fulfiUed. 

It  is  probable  that  the  greater  part  bf  her  letters  to  him 
were  destroyed  by  our  bard  about  the  time  that  this  last  was 
bitten.  He  did  not  foresee  tlial  his  own  letters  to  her  were 
to  appear  in  ^rint|  nor  conceive  the  disappointment  tliat  will 
be  felt,  diat  a  few  of  this  excellent  lady's  have  not  served  to 
enrich  and  adorn  the  cbUection. 
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Ibusical  ca£lecti<»is.    The  editors  of  these  seem 

I      .  •         •         •         .  •  •  , 

in  j;eneral  to  have  depended  on  the  music  prov- 
ing an  excuse  for  the  verses ;  and  hence,  some 
charming  melodies  are  i^ted  to  mere  nonsense 
and  dbggre),  while  others  are  accommodated 
with  rhymes  so  loose  and  indelicate,  as  cannot 
be  sung  in  decent  company.  To  remove  tliis 
leproacb,  would  be  an  easy  task  to  the  author  of 
The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night ;  and,  for  the  ho- 
nour of  Caledonia,  I  would  fain  hope  he  may 
tie  induced  to  take  up  the  pen.  If  so,  we  shall 
be  enabled  to  present  the  public  with  a  collecr 
tion^  infinitely  more  interesting  than  any  that 
has  yet  appeared,  and  acceptable  to  all  persons 
of  taste,  whether  they  wish  for  correct  melodies, 
dehcate  accompaniments,  or  characteristic  ver- 
ses,—We  will  esteem  your  poetical  assistance 
z  particular  favour,  besides  paying  any  reason- 
able price  you  shall  please  to  demand  for  it. 
Profit  is  quite  a  secondary  consideration  with 
us, .  and  we  are  resolved  to  spare  neither  pains 
nor  expense  on  the  pijbUcation.  Tell  me  frank- 
ly then,  whether  you  will  devote  your  leisure 
to  writing  twenty  or  twenty-five  songs,  suited 
to  the  particular  melodies  which  I  am  prepared 
to  send  you.  A  few  songs  exceptionable  only 
iii  some  of  their  verses,  I  will  likewise  submit 
to  your  consid«riation ;  leaving  it  to  you,  eithar 
to. mend  these,  or  make  new  songs  in  their  stead; 
It  is  superfluous  to  assure  you  that  I  have  no 
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intention  to  displace  any  of  the  steriing  old 
songs ;  those  only  ^^  be  removed,  whidi  ap* 
pear  quite  silly,  or  absolutdy  indecait  Even 
these  shall  all  be  examined  by  Mr.  Bums,  and 
if  he  is  of  o^Mon  that  any  of  them  are  deserving 
of  the  music,  in  such  cases  no  divorce  shall  take 
place. 

Relying  on  the  letter  accompanying  this,  to 
be  forgiven,  for  the  liberty  I  have  taken  in  ad- 
dressmg  you,  I  am,  with  gseat  esteem.  Sir,  your 
most  obedient  humble  servjant^ 

a  THOMSON. 


No.  148. 
Mk.  BURKS  to  Mr,  TJipMSpN. 

Sir,  Dumfries^  16M.  Sept.  1792 

1  HAVE  just  this  moment  got  your  let- 
ter. As  the  request  you  make  to  me  will  posi- 
tively add  to  my  enjoyment^  in  complying  with 
it,  I  shall  enter  into  your  undertaking  with  all 
the  small  portion  of  abilities  1  have,  strained  to 
their  utmost  exertion  by  the  impulse  of  enthusi* 
asm.  Only,  dorft  hi|rry  me :  «  Deil  tak  the 
liindmost'*  is  by  no  means  the  cri  de  guerre  of 
my  muse.  Will  you,  as  I  am  inferior  to  none 
of  you  in  enthusiastic  attachment  to  the  poetry 
and  music  of  old  Caledonia,  and^  since  you  re- 
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quest  it,  have  chearfully  promised  iay  mile  of 
assistance — will  you  let  me  haVe  a  Kst  of  your 
airs,  with  the  first  Ime  of  the  printed  verses  you 
intend  for  them,  that  I  may  have  an  opportuni- 
fy  (^  suggesting  any  alteration  that  may  occur 
to  me.    You  know  'tis  in  the  way  of  my  trade; 
still  leaving  you,   gentlemen,  the  undoubted 
right  of  publishers,  to  approve,  or  reject,  at  your 
pleasiure,  for  your  own  publication.    Apropos, 
ifyouarefor  English  verses,  there  is,  on  my 
part,  an  end  of  the  matter.     Whether  in  the 
simplicity  of  tiiie  ballad,  or  the  pathos  of  the 
song,  1  can  only  hope  to  please  myself  in  being 
aUowed  at  least  a  sprinkling  of  our  native  tongue. 
English  verses,  particularly  the  works  of  Scots- 
men, that  have  merit,  are  certainly  very  eli^ble- 
Tweedside ;  Ak !  the  poor  Shcpkercts  Trvournfut 
fate;  Ah!  Ckloris,  could  I  now  but  sit,  <§c.  you 
cannot  mend :  But  such  insipid  stuff  as.  To  Fan* 
ny  fair, could  I  impart^  ^c.  usually  set  to  Thr 
Mill  JlHl  O9  is  a  disgraee  to  the  collections  in 
which  it  has  already  appeared;  and  would  dotl- 
Hy  disgiace  a  collection  that  will  have  the  very 
superior  merit  of  yours.  But  ihore  of  this  in  the 
farther  prosecution  of  the  business^  if  I  am  calU 
ed  on  for  my  strictures  and  amendments — I  say, 
amendments ;  for  1  will  ndt  alter  except  wh^x^e 
I  my  self  at  least  think  that  I  amend. 

As  to  any  remuneration,  you  may  thinlc  my 
»ngs  either  above  or  below  price ;  for  they  siiall 
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absolutely  be  the  one  or  the  other.  In  the  honest 
enthusiasm  with  which  I  embark  in  your  under- 
taking, to  talk  of  money,  wages,  fee,  hire,  &c. 
would  be  downright  prostitution  qf^sotU!  A 
proof  of  each  of  the  songs  that  I  compose  or  a« 
mend,  I  shall  receive  as  a  favour.  In  the  rustic 
phrase  of  the  season,  **  Gude  speed  the  warfc!** 
I  am.  Sir,  your  very  humble  servant, 

R.  BURNS. 
P*  S   I  have  some  particular  reasons  for  wish- 
ing  my  interference  to  be  known  as  little  as 
possible. 


No.  149- 
Me.  burns  to  Mr.  THOJ^SON. 
My  Dear  Sib, 

JLET  me  tell  you,  that  you  are  too  fasti- 
dious in  your  ideas  of  songs  and  balldkls.  1  own 
that  your  criticisms  are  just;  the  songs  you 
specify  in  your  list  have  all  but  one  the  faults 
you  remark  in  them ;  but  who  shall  mend  the, 
matter?  Who  shall  rise  up  and  say— Go  to,  I 
will  make  a  better?  For  instance,  on  reading 
over  T/ie  Lea-rig,  1  immediately  set  about  try- 
ing  my  hand  on  it,  and,  after  all,  I  could  make 
nothing  more  of  it  than  the  following,  which 
Heaven  knows  is  poor  enough. 
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When  o'er  the  liill  the  eastern  star. 

Tells  bughtin^time  is  near,  my  jo  ; 
And  owsen  frae  the  furrow'd  field. 

Return  sae  dowf  and  weary  O ; 
Down  by  the  bum,  where  scented  birks 

Wi*  dew  are  hanging  dear,  my  jo, 
ril  meet,  thee  on  the  lea-rig. 

My  ain  kind  dearie  O. 

In  tmrkest  glen,  ab  midnight  hour, 

rd  rove,  and  ne'er  be  eerie  O, 
If  thro'  that  glen  I  gaed  to  thee^ 

My  ain  kind  dearie  O. 
Altho'  the  night  were  ne'er  sae  wild^ 

\And  I  were  ne'er  sae  wearie  O, 
I'd  meet  thee  on  the  lea-rig. 

My  ain  kind  dearie  O. 

Yoiir  observation  as  to  the  aptitude  of  Dn 
Percy's  ballad  to  the  air  Nanie  O,  is  just.  It  is 
Besides,  perhaps,  the  most  beautiful  ballad  in 
the  English  langiiatg^.  But  let  me  remark  to 
you,  that  in  the  sentiment  and  style  of  our  Scot- 
tish airs,  there  is  a  pastoral  simplicity,  a  some- 
thing that  one  may  call  the  Doric  style  and  dia- 
lect of  vocal  music,  to  which  a  dash  of  our  na- 
tive tongue  and  manners  is  particularly,  nay  pe- 
culiarly, £ipposite.  For  this  reason,  and,  upon 
my  honour,  for  this  reason  alone,  I  am  of  opi- 
nion (biit,  as  I  told  you  before,  my  opinion  is 
yours,  fieely  yours,  to  approve,  or  reject,  as  you 
please)  that  my  ballad  of  Nanie  O  might  per- 
haps do' for  one  set  of  verses  to  the  tune.    !Now 
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don't  let  it  6nter  into  your  head,  that  you  are 
under  any  necessity  of  taking  my  verses.  I 
have  long  ago  made  up  my  mind  as  to  my  own 
reputation  in  the  business  of  authorship;  and 
have  nothing  to  be  pleased  or  offended  at,  in 
your  adoption  or  rejection  of  my  verses.  Though 
you  should  reject  one  half  of  what  I  give  you,  1 
shall  be  pleased  with  your  adopting  the  other 
half,  and  shall  continue  to  serve  you  w^ith  the 
same  assiduity. 

In  the  printed  copy  of  my  Ndnie  O,  the  name 
of  the  river  is  horridly  prosaic.     I  will  alter  it, 

"  Behind  yon  hills  where  Lugar  flows." 

Girvan  is  the  name  of  the  river  that  suits  the 
idea  of  the  stanza  best,  but  Lugar  is  the  most 
agreeable  modulation  of  syllables. 

1  will  soon  give  you  a  great  many  more  re- 
marks on  this  business;  but  I  have  just  an  op- 
portunity of  conveying  you  this  scrawl,  free  of 
postage,  an  expense  that  it  is  ill  able  to  pay: 
so,  with  my  best  compliments  to  honest  Allan, 
Good  be  wi'  ye,  &c. 

Friday  Night 


Saturday  Morning^ 

As  I  find  I  have  still  an  hour  to  spare  this 
morning  before  my  conveyance  goes  away,  I  will 
give  you  Nanic  O  at  length. 
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Your  remarks  on  Ewe-bughtSy  Marion^  are 
iust;  still  it  has  obtained  a  place  among  our 
more  classical  Scottish  songs;  and  what  with 
many  beauties  in  its  composition,  and  more  pre- 
judices in  its  favour,  you  will  not  find  it  easy  to 
supplant  it. 

In  my  very  early  years,  when  I  was  thinking 
of  going  to  the  West  Indies,  I  took  the  follow- 
ing farewell  of  a  dear  girl.  It  is  quite  trifling, 
and  has  nothing  of  the  merits  of  Ewe-bughts ; 
but  it  will  fill  up  this  page,  You  must  know, 
that  all  my  earlier  love-songs  were  the  breath- 
ings of  ardent  passion,  and  though  it  might 
have  been  easy  in  after-times  to  have  given 
them  a  polish,  yet  that  polish,  to  me,  whose 
they  w^ere,  and  who  perhaps  alone  cared  for 
them,  would  have  defaced  the  legend  of  my 
Jieart,  which  was  so  faithfully  inscribed  on  them. 
Their  uncouth  simplicity  was,  as  they  say  of 
ni^ines,  their  race. 

"  Will  ye  gq  to  the  Indies^  my  Mary,"  See  Poems,  p.  404-. 

GaUa  Water,  and  Auld  Rob  Morfis,  1  think, 
will  most  probably  be  the  next  subject  of  my 
musings.  However,,  even  on  my  verses,  speak 
out  your  criticisms  with  equal  frankness.  My 
Mrish  is,  not  to  stand  aloof,  tiie  uncomplying  bi- 
got of  opinidtretc,  but  cordially  to  join  issun 
>vjtli  you  in  the  furtherance  of  the  >n  ork. 

U  u  3 
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No.  150. 
Mb,  burns  to  Mr.  THOMSON. 

November  Sth,  1792. 

IF  you  mean,  my  dear  Sir,  that  all  the 
songs  in  your  collection  shall  be  poetry  of  the 
&st  merit,  I  am  afraid  you  will  find  more  diffi- 
culty in  the  undertaking  than  you  are  aware  of. 
There  is  a  peculiar  rhythmus  in  many  of  our 
airs,  and  a  necesssity  of  adapting  syllables  to 
the  emphasis,  or  what  I  would  call  the  Jeature- 
notes  of  the  tune,  that  cramp  the  poet,  and  lay 
him  under  almost  insuperable  difficulties.    For 
inistance,  in  the  air.  My  wife's  a  wanton  wee 
thing,  if  a  few  lines  smooth  and  pretty  can  be 
adapted  to  it,  it  is  all  you  can  expect.    The 
following  were    made   extempore  to  it;   and, 
though,  on  farther  study,  I  might  give  you 
something  more  profound,  yet  it  might  not  suit 
the  light-horse  gallop  of  the  air  so  well  as  this 
random  clink. 

*'  My  Wife's  a  winsome  wee  thing."  See  Poemi,  p.  403. 


1  have  just  been  looking  over  the  Collier's 
bonny  Dochter ;  and,  if  the  following  rhapsody, 
wJiicli  1  composed  the  other  day,  on  a  charm- 
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ing   Ayrshire  girl.   Miss ,  as  she 

through  this  place  to  England,  ivill  suit  your 
taste  better  than  the  Collier  Lassie,  fall  on  and 
wedcome. 

*'  O  saw  ye  bonnie  Lesley,  &c."  See  Poems,  p,  405. 

1  have  hitherto  deferred  the  sublimer,  more 
pathetic  airs,  until  more  leisure,  as  they  will 
take  and  deserve,  a  greater  effort.  However, 
they  are  all  put  into  your  hands,  as  clay  into 
the  liands  of  the  potter,  to  make  one  vessel  to 
honour,  and  another  to  dishonour.  Farewell,  &:c 


No,  151. 

Mr.  burns  to  Mr.  THOMSON. 

My  Dear  Sir,  liitk.  November ,  1792. 

I  AGREE  with  you  that  the  song,  JTa- 
iJiarine  Ogie,  is  very  poor  stuff,  and  unworthy, 
altogether  unwortliy,  of  so  beautiful  an  air.  I 
tried  to  mend  it ;  but  the  auk  ward  sound  Ogie^ 
recurring  so  often  in  the  rhyme,  spoils  every  at- 
tempt at  introducing  sentiment  into  the  piece. 
The  foregoing  song*  pleases  myself;  1  think  it 
is  in  my  happiest  manner ;  you  will  see  at  first 
glance  that  it  si;its  the  air.  The  subject  of  the 
song  is  one  of  the  most  interesting  passages  of 
my  youthful  days ;  and,  I  own  that  1  should  be 


Highland  Mar3\"  See  Poems,  p,  398. 
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much  flattered  to  see  the  verses  set  to  an  air, 
which  Avould  insure  celebrity.  Perhaps,  after 
all,  'tis  the  still  glowing  prejudice  of  my  heart, 
that  throws  a  borrowed  lustre  over  the  merits  of 
the  composition. 

I  have  partly  taken  your  idea  ofAuld  Rob  Mor- 
ris.  I  have  adopted  the  two  first  verses,  and 
am  going  on  with  the  song  on  a  new  plan,  which 
promises  pretty  well.  1  take  up  one  or  another, 
just  as  the  bee  of  the  moment  buzzes  in  my  bon- 
net-lug; and  do  you,  sans  ce7^e?nonie,  make 
what  useyou  chuse  of  the  productions. 

Adieu !  &c. 


No.  152. 

Mr  THOMSON  to  Me.  BURNS. 

Dear  Sir,  Edinburgh^  Nov.  1792 

1  WAS  just  going  to  write  to  you,  that 
on  meeting  with  your  Naiiicy  I  had  fallen  vio- 
lently in  love  with  her.  I  thank  you,  therefore, 
for  sending  the  charming  rustic  to  me,  in  the 
dress  you  wish  her  to  appear  before  the  public. 
She  does  you  great  credit,  and  will  soon  be  ad- 
mitted into  the  best  company. 

I  regret  that  your  song  for  the  Lea-rig  is  so 
short ;  the  air  is  easy,  soon  sung,  and  very  pleas- 
ing :  so  that,  if  the  singer  stops  at  the  end  of 
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two  stanzas,  it  is  a  pleasure  lost,  ere  it  is  well  j 
possessed. 

Although  a  dash  of  our  native  tongue  and 
manners  is  doubtless  peculiarly  congenial  and 
appropriate  to  our  melodies,  yet  1  shall  be  able 
to  present  a  considerable  number  of  the  very 
Flowers  of  English  Song,  well  adapted  to  those 
melodies,  which  in  England  at  least  will  be  the 
means  of  recommending  them  to  still  greater  at- 
tention than  they  have  procured  there.  But 
you  will  observe,  my  plan  is,  that  every  air 
shall  in  the  first  place  have  verses  wholly  by 
Scottish  poets ;  and  that  those  of  English  wri- 
ters shall  follow  a3  additional  songs,  for  the 
choice  of  the  singer. 

What  you  say  of  the  Ewe^biights  is  just ;  I 
admire  it,  and  never  meant  to  supplant  it.  All 
1  requested  was,  that  you  would  try  your  hand 
on  some  of  the  inferior  stanzas,  which  are  appa- 
rently  no  part  of  the  original  song ;  but  this  I 
do  not  urge,  because  the  song  is  of  sufficient  . 
length,  though  those  inferior  stanzas  be  omitted, 
as  they  will  be  by  the  singer  of  taste.  You 
must  not  think  I  expect  all  the  songs  to  be  of 
sux>erlative  merit;  that  vfexe  an  unreasonable 
expectation.  I  am  sensible  that  no  poet  can  sit 
down  doggedly  to  pen  verses,  and  succeed  well 
at  all  times. 

I  am  highly  pleased  with  your  humorous  and 
amorous  rhapsody  on  Bonie  Leslie:  it  is  a  thou- 
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sknd  times  better  than  the  Collier's  Lame. 
*'  The  deU  he  cou'd  na  skaithe  thee/'  &c.  is  an 
(eccentric  and  happy  thought  Do  you  not  think, 
however,  that  the  names  of  such  old  heroes  as 
Alexander,  sound  rather  queer,  unless  in  pomp- 
ous or  mere  burlesque  verse  7  Instead  of  the  line; 
«« And  never  made  q.nither,"  I  would  humbly 
suggest,  **  And  ne'er  made  sic  anither ;"  and  I 
would  fain  have  you  substitute  some  other  line 
for  "  Return  to  Caledonie,"  in  the  last  verse, 
because  1  think  this  alteration  of  the  orthogra- 
phy, and  of  the  sound  of  Caledonia,  disfigures 
the  word,  and  renders  it  Hudibrastic 

Of  the  other  song,  My  wife's  a  wiiisome  wee 
thing,  I  think  the  first  eight  lines  very  good : 
But  I  do  not  admire  the  other  eight,  because  four 
of  them  are  a  bare  repetition  of  the  &st  verses. 
I  have  been  trying  to  spin  a  stanza,  but  could 
make  nothing  better  tlian  the  following:  do 
you  mend  it,  or,  as  Yorick  did  with  the  love- 
letter,  whip  it  up  in  your  own  way. 

O  leeze  me  on  my  wee  thing. 
My  bomde  blythsome  wee  thing; 
Sae  lang's  I  hae  my  wee  thing, 
ril  think  my  lot  divine* 

Tho'  warld's  care  we  share  o't, ' 
And  may  see  meikle  mair  o't,. 
Wi*  her  I'll  blythly  bear  it. 
And  ne'er  a  word  repine^ 
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You  perceive,  toy  dear  Sir,  I  avail  myself  of 
the  Ubarty,  which  you  condescend  to  allow  me, 
by  speaking  freely  what  I  think.  Be  assured^ 
it  is  not  my  disposition  to  pick  out  the  faults  of 
any  poem  or  picture  I  see :  my  first  and  chief 
object  is  to  discover  and  be  delighted  with  the 
beauties  of  the  piece.  If  1  sit  down  to  examine 
critically,  and  at  leisure,  what  perhaps  you  have 
written  in  haste,  I  may  ha^^n.to  observe  care- 
less lines,  the  re-perusal  of  M^hijich  might  lead  you 
to  improve  them.  The  wren  will  often  i^ee 
what  has  been  overlooked  by  the  eagle. 

I  remain  yours  faithfully,  &c. 

£*  S.  Your  verses  upon  Highland  Mary»  are 
just  come  to  hfmd:  they  breatjie  the  genuine 
spirit  of  poetry,  and  like  the  muiSc  will  last  for 
ever.  Such  verses  united  to  such  an  air,  with 
the  delicate  harmony  of  Pleyel  superadded, 
might  form  a  treat  worthy  of  beirig  presentejd 
to  Apollo  himself.  1  have  heard  the  sad  story 
of  your  Mary :  you  always  seem  inspired  when 
you  write  of  her. 

No.  153. 

Mr.  burns  to  Mr.  THOMSON. 

Dvmfriesy  1st  Dee.  179». 

Your  alterations  of  my  Nanie  O  are 
perfectly  right.  So  are  those  of  My  xeif^s  a  wan- 
11  Xx 
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ion  wee  tUng.  Your  aiter^^n  of  the  second 
stanza  is  a  positive  improvement  Now,  my 
dear  Sir,  with  the  freedom  which  diaracterises 
our  cOTrespondence,  1  must  not,  cannot  alter 
Bonie  Leslie.  You  are  right,  the  word  **  AIex« 
ander"  makes  the  line  a  little  uncouth,  but  I 
think  the  thought  is  pretty.  Of  Alexander,  be* 
yond  all  other  heroes,  it  may  be  said  in  the  sub- 
lime language  of  scripture,  that  "  he  went  forth 
"  conquering  and  to  conquer." 

**  For  nature  made  her  what  the  is, 

*'  And  never  made  anither."  (sudi  a  person  as  sbe  is.) 

This  is  in  my  opinion  more  poetical  than 
«  Ne'er  made  sic  anither/'  However,  it  is  im- 
material :  make  it  either  way .•  **  Caledonie," 
1  agree  with  you,  is  not  so  good  a  word  as  couU 
be  wished,  though  it  is  sanctioned  in  three  or 
four  instances  by  Allan  Ramsay ;  but  1  cannot 
help  it.  In  short,  that  species  of  stanza  is  the 
most  difficult  that  I  have  ever  tried. 

I  am  interrupted-  Yours,  &c. 


No.  154^. 


4/A  December,  1792. 

1  HE  foregoingf  I  submit,  my  dear  Sir, 

to  your  better  judgment.   Acquit  them,  or  cbn- 

*  Mr.  Thomson  has  decided  on  .Vc'er  made  sic  anither. 
t  '«Auld  Rob  Morris  and  Duncan  Gray."    See  Poems, 
JK  403  and  406. 
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demn  them  as  seemeth  good  in  your  sight. 
Duncan  Gray  is  that  kind  of  light-horse  gallop 
of  an  air,  which  predude«;  acntiment.  The  lu- 
dicrous is  its  ruling  feature,  • 


No.  155. 

Jan.  1798. 

JAxAl^fY  returns  of  the  season  to  you,  my 
dear  Sir.  How  comes  on  your  publication  ?  will 
these  two  foregoing  be  of  any  service  to  you.* 
I  should  like  to  know  what  songs  you  print  to 
each  tune,  besides  the  verses  to  which  it  is  set. 
In  short,  I  would  wish  to  give  you  my  opinion 
on  all  the  poetry  you  publish.  You  know,  it  is 
my  trade ;  and  a  man  in  the  way  of  his  trade 
may  suggest  useful  hints,  that  escape  men  of 
much  superior  parts  and  endowments  in  other 
things. 

If  you  meet  with  my  dear,  and  much-valued 
C.  greet  him,  in  my  name,  with  the  compli- 
ments of  the  season. 

Youvs,  &c. 

•  "  O  Poortith  Cauld,  &c.  and  Galk  Water."  See  Pocms^ 
p.  399  and  408. 
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No.  156. 
Mr  THOMSOJJ  to  Mk.  BURNS. 

Edinburgh^  Jan.  20,  1798. 

1 OU  make  me  happy,  my  dear  Sir,  and 
thousands  mil  be  happy  to  see  the  ehanning 
songs  you  have  sent  me.  Many  merry  returns 
of  the  season  to  you,  and  may  you  long  con* 
tinue  among  the  sons  and  daughters  of  Caledo- 
nia, to  delight  them,  and  to  honour  yourself. 

The  four  last  songs  with  which  you  favoured 
me,  for  Atdd  Rob  Morris,  Duncan  Gray,  GaU 
la  Water,  and  Cauld  Kail,  are  admirable.  Dun- 
can is  indeed  a  lad  of  grace,  and  his  humour 
will  endear  him  to  every  body, 

The  distracted  lover  in  Auld  Rob,  and  the 
happy  shepherdess  in  GaUa  Water,  exhibit  an  ex- 
cellent contrast :  they  speak  from  genuine  feel- 
ing, and  powerfully  touch  the  heart. 

The  number  of  songs  which  I  had  originally 
in  view  was  limited,  but  I  now  resolve  to  in- 
dude  every  Scotch  air  and  song  worth  singing; 
leavin|^  none  behind  but  mere  gleanings,  to 
which  the  publishers  of  omnegatherum  are  wel- 
come. I  would  rather  be  the  editor  of  a  collec- 
tion from  which  nothing  could  be  taken  away, 
than  of  one  to  which  nothing  could  be  ad^ed. 
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We  intend  presenting  the  subscribers  "with  two 
l)eautiful  stroke  engravings ;  the  one  character- 
istic of  the  plaintive,  and  the  other  of  the  lively- 
songs;  and  I  have  Dr.  Beattie*s  promise  of  an 
essay  upon  the  subject  of  our  national  music,  if 
his  health  vrill  permit  him  to  write  it  As  a 
i^umber  of  our  songs  have  doubtless  been  called 
forth  by  particular  events,  or  by  the  charms  of 
peerless  damsels,  there  must  be  many  curious 
anecdotes  relating  to  them. 

Tlie  late  Mr.  Tytler  of  Woodhouselee,  1  be- 
lieve, -knew  more  of  this  than  any  body,  for  he 
joined  to  the  pursuits  of  an  antiquary,  a  taste 
for  poetry,  besides  being  a  man  of  the  world, 
^d  possessing  an  enthusiasm  for  music  beyond 
most  of  his  contemporaries.  He  was  quite  pleas- 
ed with  this  plan  of  mine,  for  I  may  say  it  has 
been  solely  managed  by  me,  and  w^e  had  several 
long  conversations  about  it,  when  it  avbs  in  em* 
bryo.  If  I  could  simply  mention  the  name  of  ' 
the  heroine  of  each  song,  and  the  incident  which 
pccasioqed  the  verses,  it  would  be  gratifying. 
Pray  will  you  send  me  any  information  of  this 
sort,  a^  well  with  regard  to  your  own  songs,  as 
th^  old  ones? 

-  To  all  the  favourite  songs  of  the  plaintive  or 
pastoral  kind,  will  be  joined  the  delicate  accom- 
paniments, &c.  of  rieyel.  To  those  of  the  co- 
mic and  humorous  class,  I  tliink  accompani- 
inents  scarcely  necessary ;  they  are  chiefly  fitted 
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lor  the  oonviviality  of  the  festive  boards  aad  a 
tuneful  voice,  with  a  proper  delivery  of  the  vrotia, 
renders  them  perfect.  Nevertheless,  t6  these  I 
propose  adding  bass  accompaniments,  because 
then  they  are  fitted  either  for  singing,  or  for  in* 
strumental  performance,  when  there  happens  i^ 
be  no  singer.  I  mean  to  employ  our  right  trusty 
friend  Mr.  Clarke  to  set  the  bass  to  these,  which 
he  assures  me  he  will  do  con  ajnore,  and  with 
much  greater  attention  than  he  ever  bestowed 
on  any  tiling  of  the  kind.  But  for  this  last  dass 
of  airs  I  will  not  attempt  to  find  more  than  one 
set  of  verses. 

That  eccentric  bard  Peter  Pindar,  has  started 
1  know  not  how  many  difficulties,  about  writing 
for  the  airs  1  sent  to  him,  because  of  the  peculi- 
arity of  their  measure,  and  the  trammds  they 
impose  on  his  flying  Pegasus.  I  subjoin  for 
your  perusal  the  only  one  I  have  yet  got  from 
him,  being  for  the  fine  air  "Lord  Gregory.* 
The  Scots  verses  printed  with  that  air,  are  taken 
fix)m  the  middle  of  an  old  ballad,  called^  The 
Loss  of  Lochroyan,  which  1  do  not  admire. 
I  have  set  down  the  air  therefore  as  a  creditor 
of  yours.  Many  of  the  Jacobite  songs  are  replete 
with  wit  and  humour ;  might  not  the  best  of 
these  be  included  in  our  volume  of  comic  songs  ? 
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POSTSCRIPT 

From  the  Hon.  A-  ERSKINE. 

Mr.  THOMSON  has  been  so  obliging 
as  to  give  me  a  perusal  of  you*  songs.  High- 
land Mary  is  most  inchantingly  pathetic,  and 
Duncan  Gray  possesses  native  genuine  humour : 
«  spak  q'  lowpin  o'er  a  linn/'  is  a  line  of  itself 
that  should  make  you  immortal,  I  sometimes 
hear  of  you  from  our  mutual  friend  C.  who  is  a 
most  excellent  fellow,  and  possesses,  above  all 
men  Lknow,  the  charm  of  a  most  obliging  dis- 
position. You  kindly  promised  me,  about  a 
year  ago,  a  collection  of  your  unpublished  pro- 
ductions, religious  and  amorous ;  1  know  from 
experience,  how  irksome  it  is  to  copy.  If  you 
will  get  any  trusty  person  in  Dumfries  to  write 
them  over  fair,  I  will  give  Peter  Hill  whatever 
money  he  asks  for  his  trouble ;  aiid  1  certainly 
shall  not  betray  your  confidence. 

I  am  your  hearty  admirer, 

ANDREW  ERSKINE. 
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No.  157. 
Mb-  burns  to  Mr.  THOMSOK 

26/A  January t  179S. 
I  APPROVE  greatly,  my  dear  Sir,  of 
your  plans.  Dr.  Beattie's  essay  will  of  itself  be 
ft  treasure.  On  my  part,  I  mean  to  draw  up  an 
appendix  to  the  Doctor*s  essay,  containing  my 
itock  of  anecdotes,  &c.  of  our  Scots  songsi^  All 
the  late  Mr.  Ty  tier's  anecdotes,  I  have  by  me, 
taken  down  in  the  course  of  my  acquaintance 
witli  him  from  his  own  mouth.  I  am  such 
an  enthusiast,  that  in  the  course  of  my  several 
peregrinations  through  Scotland,  I  ma^  a  pil- 
grimage to  the  individual  spot  from  which 
every  song  took  its  rise,  Lochabary  and  the 
Braes  of  BaUenden^  excepted.  S.o  far  as  the 
locality,  either  from  the  title  of  tlie  air,  or  the 
tenor  of  the  song,  could  be  ascertained,  I  have 
paid  my  devotions  at  the  particular  shrine  of 
every  Scots  muse. 

I  do  not  doubt  but  you  might  make  a  very 
valuable  collection  of  Jacobite  songs,  but  would 
it  give  no  offence  ?  In  the  mean  time,  do  not 
you  think  that  some  of  them,  particularly  The 
sow's  tail  to  Geordie,  as  an  air,  with  other  words, 
might  be  well  worth  a  place  in  your  collection 
of  lively  songs? 
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If  it  were  possible  to  procure  songs  of  ment^ 
it  would  be  proper  to  have  one  set  of  Scots 
Words  to  every  air,  and  that  the  set  of  words  to 
which  the  notes  ought  to  be  set.  There  is  a 
naivete,  a  pastoral  simplicity,  in  a  slight  inter- 
mixture of  Scots  words  and  phraseology^  which 
is  more  in  unison  (at  least  to  my  taste,  and  I 
will  add,  to  every  genuine  Caledonian  taste)  with 
the  simple  pathos,  or  rustic  sprightliness  of  out 
native  music,  than  any  English  verses  whatever. 

The  very  name  of  Peter  Pindar  is  an  acquisi- 
tion to  your  work.  His  Grego?^  is  beautiful. 
I  have  tried  to  give  you  a  set  of  stanzas  in  Scots, 
on  the  same  subject,  which  are  at  your  service. 
Not  that  I  intend  to  enter  the  lists  with  Peter : 
that  would  be  presumption  indeed.  My  song, 
though  much  inferior  in  poetic  merit,  has  I 
tiiink  more  of  the  ballad  simplicity  in  it. 

*'  O  mirkj  mirk  is  this  midnight  hour."  Sec  Poems,  p,  404. 

My  most  respectful  compliments  to  the  ho- 
nourable gentleman,  who  favoured  me  with  a 
postscript  in  your  last.  He  shall  hear  from  me 
and  receive  his  MSS.  soon. 


!!•  Y  y 
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No.  158. 
JMy  Deae  Sir, 

1  HE'  song  prefixed*  is  one  of  my  juve- 
nile works.  1  leave  it  in  your  hands.  I  do  not 
think  it  very  remarkable,  either  for  its  merits 
or  demerits.  It  is  impossible  (at  least  I  feel  it 
so  in  my  stinted  powers)  to  be  always  original, 
entertaining  and  witty. 

What  is  become  of  the  list,  &c.  of  yotir  songs? 
I  shall  be  out  of  all  temper  with  you  by  and  by. 
I  have  always  looked  on  myself  as  the  prince  of 
indolent  correspcmdents,  and  valued  myself  a& 
cordingly ;  and  I  will  not,  cannot  bear  rivolsfaip 
from  you,  nor  any  body  else. 


No.  159. 
Mr.  THOMSON  to  Mr.  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  id  April,  1793- 

1  WILL  not  recognize  the  title  you  give 
yourself,  "  the  Prince  of  indolent  correspond- 
ents ;"  but  if  the  adjective  were  taken  away,  I 
think  the  title  would  then  fit   you  exactly.    I* 

*  ''  Mary  Mormoiv"  See  Poem,  p.  4ia 
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gives  me  pleasure  to  find  you  can  furnish  anec^ ' 
dotes  with  respect  to  most  of  the  songs :  these 
will  be  a  literary  curiosity. 

I  now  sexui  you  my  list  of  the  songs^  which 
I  believe  will  be  found  nearly  complete.  I  have 
put  down  the  first  lines  of  all  the  English  songs, 
wliich  I  propose  giving  in  addition  to  the  Scotch 
verses^  If  any  others  occur  to  you,  better  adap- 
ted to  the  character  of  the  airs,  pray  mention 
them,  when  you  favour  me  with  your  strictures 
upon  every  dimg  else  relating  to  the  work. 

Pleyel  has  lately  sent  me  a  number  of  the 
songs,  with  his  symphonies  and  accompani- 
ments added  to  them,  I  wish  you  were  here, 
that  I  might  serve  up  some  of  them  to  you  with 
your  own  verses,  by  way  of  desert  after  dinner. 
There  is  so  much  delightful  fancy  in  the  sym- 
phonies,  and  such  a  delicate  simplicity  in  the 
accompaniments:  they  are  indeed  beyond  all 
praise. 

1  am  very  much  pleased  with  the  several  last 

productions  of  your  muse :  your  I^ord  Gregory, 
m  my  estimation,  is  more. interesting  than  Pe- 
ter's, beautiful  as  his  is !  Your  Here  axca  Willie 
must  undergo  some  alterations  to  suit  the  air, 
Jlr.  Erskine  and  I  have  been  conning  it  over ;  he 
will  suggest  what  is  necessary  to  nmke  them  a 
fit  match. 

The  gentleman  I  have  mentioned,  whose  fine 
taste  you  are  no  stronger  to,  is  so  well  pleased, 
Yy2 
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both  with  the  musical  and  poetical  part  of  our 
work,  that  he  has  volunteered  his  assistance,  and 
has  already  written  four  songs  for  it,  which  by 
his  own  desire  I  send  for  your  perusal. 


No.  160. 
Mr.  burns  to  Me.  THOMSON. 

^th.  April,  1793. 

1  HANK  you,  my  dear  Sir,  for  your 
packet.  You  cannot  imagine  how  much  this 
business  of  composing  for  your  publication  has 
added  to  my  enjoyments.  What  with  my  early 
attachment  to  ballads,  your  book,  Ace.  ballad- 
making  is  now  as  completely  my  hobby-horse, 
as  ever  fortification  was  Uncle  Toby*s ;  so  I'll 
e'en  canter  it  away  till  I  come  to  the  limit  of 
my  race,  (God  grant  that  I  may  take  the  right 
side  of  the  winning  post!)  and  then  cheerfully 
looking  back  on  the  honest  folks  with  whom  1 
have  been  happy,  I  shall  say,  or  sing,  "  Sae 
merry  as  we  a'  hae  been,*'  and  raising  my  last 
looks  to  the  whole  human  race,  the  last  words 
of  the  voice  of  Cof/a*  shall  be,  "  Good  night  and 

*  Bums  here  calls  hitnsejf  the  Voice  of  Coila,  in  iinitfition 
of  Ossian^  who  denominates  himself  the  Voice  of  Cona.  Sae 
merry  as  we  <£  hae  been :  and  Good  niglU  and  joy  be  tvi*  you  a\ 
9Xt  the  names  of  two  Scottish  tunes.    - 
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•*joy  be  wi*  you  a'!**  So  much  for  my  last 
words  :  now  for  a  few  present  remarks,  as  they 
have  occurred  at  random,  on  looking  over  your 
list. 

The  first  lines  of  The  last  time  I  came  ifer  the 
wooTy  and  several  other  lines  in  it,  are  beauti- 
ful; but  in  my  opinion — ^pardon  me,  revered 
shade  of  Ramsay  1  the  song  is  unworthy  of  the 
divine  air.  I  shall  try  to  make  or  mend.  For 
ever  Fortune  wilt  tliou  prove,  is  a  charming 
song;  but  Logan  burn  and  Logan  braes  are 
sweetly  susceptible  of  rural  imagery :  I'll  try 
that  likewise ;  and  if  I  succeed,  the  other  song 
may  class  among  the  English  ones.  I  remem- 
ber the  two  last  lines  of  a  verse  in  some  of  the 
old  songs  of  Logan  Water  (for  I  know  a  good 
many  different  ones)  which  I  think  pretty : 

*'  Now  my  dear  lad  maun  face  his  faes, 
'*  Far,  far  frae  me  and  Logan  braes." 

My  Patie  is  a  lover  gay,  is  unequal.  "  His 
**  mind  is  never  muddy,''  is  a  muddy  expression 
indeed, 

**  Then  I'll  resign  and  marry  Pate, 
*'  And  syne  my  cockemony." — 

This  is  surely  far  unworthy  of  Ramsay,  or 
your  book,  lily  song,  Rigs  of  Barley y  to  the 
same  tune,  does  not  altogetlier  please  me,  but 
if  I  can  mend  it,  and  thresh  a  few  loose  senti- 
ments out  of  it,  I  will  submit  it  to  your  consi- 
deration.    The  Lass  o*  Patic's*  Mill  is  one  of 
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Ramsay's  best  songs ;  but  there  is  one  loose  serw 
timent  in  it,  which  my  nvuch-valued  fnend  Mr. 
Erskine  will  take  into  his  .critical  consideration* 
In  Sir  J.  Sinclair's  Statistical  volumes,  are  two 
claims,  one,  I  think,  from  Aberdeenshire,  and 
the  other  from  Ayrshire,  for  the  honour  of  this 
song.  The  following  anecdote,  which  I  had 
from  the  present  Sir  William  Cunningham,  of 
Robertland,  who  had  it  of  the  late  John,  Earl 
of  Lowdon,  I  can,  on  such  authorities  believe. 

Allan  Ramsay  was  residing  at  Lowdon  casde 
with  the  then  Eari,  father  to  Earl  John ;  and 
one  forenoon,  riding,  or  walking  out  together, 
his  Lordship  and  Allan  passed  a  sweet,  roman- 
tic spot  on  Irwine  water,  still  called^  **  Patie's 
Mill,"  where  a  bonie  lass  was  "tedding  hay, 
bareheaded  on  the  green."  My  Lord  observed 
to  Allan,  that  it  would  be  a  fine  theme  for  a 
song.  Ramsay  took  the  hint,  and  lingering  he* 
hind,  he  composed  the  first  sketch  of  it,  which 
he  produced  at  dinner 

Otic  day  I  heard  Mary  say,  is  a  fine  s<Mig; 
but  for  consistency's  sake,  alter  the  name  "  Ado- 
nis.'*  Were  there  ever  such  banns  published,  as 
a  purpose  of  marriage  between  Adonis  and 
Mary  ?  1  agree  with  you  that  my  song,  Tliere^s 
nought  hut  care  on  every  hand,  is  much  superi- 
or to  Poortith  cauld.  The  original  song  The 
Mill  MiU  O,  tliough  excellent,  is,  on  account 
of  delicacy,  Inadmissable ;  still  I  like  the  title, 
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^d  think  a  Scottish  song  would  suit  the  notei 
best ;  and  let  your  chosen  song,  which  is  very 
pretty,  follow,  as  an  English  set.  T/ie  Banks 
of  the  Dee,  is,  you  know,  literally,  Langolee, 
to  slow  time.  The  song  is  well  enough,  but 
has  some  false  imagery  in  it ;  for  instance,   ' 

"  And  sweetly  the  nightingale  sung  from  the  tree." 

In  the  first  place,  the  nightingale  sings  in  a 
low  bush,  but  never  from  a  tree ;  and  in  the  se* 
cond  place,  there  never  was  a  nightingale  seen, 
or  heard,  on  the  banks  of  the  Dee,  or  on  the 
banks  of  any  other  river  in  Scotland.  Exotic 
rural  imagery  is  always  comparatively  flat.  If 
I  could  hit  on  another  stanza,  equal  to  The 
smuU  birds  rejoice,  &c.  I  do  myself  honestly 
avow  that  1  think  it  a  superior  song.  John 
Anderson  my  jo — ^the  song  to  this  tune  in  John- 
son's Museum,  is  my  composition,  and  I  think 
it  not  my  worst :  If  it  suit  you,  take  it  and  wel- 
come. Your  collection  of  sentimental  and  pa- 
thetic songs,  is,  in  my  opinion,  very  compleat, 
but  not  so  your  comic  ones.  Where  are  TuU 
lochgoruniy  Lumps  o*  Puddin,  Tibbie  Fowler, 
and  several  others,  which  in  my  humble  judg- 
ment, are  well  worthy  of  preservation.  There 
is  also  one  sentimental  song  of  mine  in  the  Mu- 
seum, which  never  was  known  out  of  the  im- 
mediate neighbourhood,  until  I  got  it  taken 
down  from  a  country  girl's  singing.  It  is  called 
Craigieburn-Wood ;  and  in  the  opinion  of  Mr. 
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Clarke^  is  one  of  our  sweetest  Scottish  songs. 
He  is  quite  an  enthusiast  about  it ;  and  I  would 
take  his  taste  in  Scottish  music  against  the  taste 
of  most  connoisseurs. 

You  are  quite  right  ii>  inserting  the  last  five 
in  your  list,  though  they  are  certainly  Irish* 
Shepherds  I  have  lost  my  hve ;  is  to  me  a  hea- 
venly air — what  would  you  think  of  a  set  of 
Scottish  verses  to  it  ?  I  have  made  one  to  it  a 
good  while  ago,  which  I  think  •♦••••♦♦•♦• 
*  *  *  but  in  its  original  state  is  not  quite  a  lady's 
song.  I  inclose  an  altered,  not  amended  copy, 
for  you,  if  you  chuse  to  set  the  tune  to  it,  and 
let  the  Irish  verses  follow, 

Mr.  Erskine's  songs  are  all  pretty,  but  his 
Lone  Vale  is  divine,  ^ 

Yours,  &c. 

Let  me  know  just  how  you  like  these  ran- 
dom hints. 


No.  161- 
Mb*  THOMSON  to  Mr.  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  April  1793- 

I  REJOICE  to  find,  my  dear  Sh-,  that 
ballad-making  continues  to  be  your  hobby-horse. 
— Great  pity  'twould  be,  were  it  otherwise*  I 
hope  you  will  amble  it  away  for  many  a  year. 
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and  **  witch  the  world  with  your  horsemanship.** 
1  know  there  are  a  good  many  lively  songs  of 
merit  that  I  have  not  put  down  in  the  list  sent 
you ;  but  I  have  them  all  in  my  eye.  My  Pa- 
tie  is  a  hver  gay^  though  a  little  unequal,  is  a 
natural  and  very  pleasing  song,  and  1  humbly 
think  we  ought  not  to  displace  or  alter  it,  ex- 
cept the  last  stanza. 


No.  162. 

Me.  burns  to  Mr.  THOMSON. 

April,  1798. 

I  HAVE  yours,  my  dear  Sir,  this  mo- 
ment. I  shall  answer  it  and  your  former  letter, 
in  my  desultory  way  of  saying  whatever  comes 
uppermost. 

The  business  of  many  of  our  tunes  wanting 
at  the  beginning  what  fiddlers  call,  a  starting 
note,  is  often  a  rub  to  us  poor  rhymers. 

"  There's  braw,  braw  lads  on  Yarrow  braes, 
**  That  wander  thro'  the  blooming  heather.'* 

You  may  alter  to 

"  Braw,  braw  lads  on  Yarrow  braes, 
''  Ye  wander,  &c. 

My  song,  Here  awa  there  awa,  as  amended 
by  Mr.  Erskine,  I  entirely  approve  of,  and  re- 
turn you. 

♦  11  J?  z 
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Give  me  leave  to  criticise  your  taste  in  the 
only  tiling  in  which  it  is  in  my  opinion  repre- 
hensible. You  know  I  ought  to  know  some- 
thing  of  my  own  trade.  Of  pathos,  sentiment, 
and  point,  j&ou  are  a  complete  judge ;  but  there 
is  a  quality  more  necessary  than  either,  in  a 
song,  and  which  is  the  very  essence  of  a  ballad, 
I  mean  simplicity :  now,  if  I  mistake  not,  this 
last  feature  you  are  a  little  apt  to  sacrifice  to 
the  foregoing. 

Ramsay,  as  every  othet  poet,  has  not  been  al- 
ways equally  happy  in  his  pieces :  still  T  cannot 
approve  of  taking  such  liberties  with  an  author 
as  Mr.  W.  proposes  doing  with  The  last  time  I 
came  o'er  the  moor.  Let  a  poet,  if  he  chuses, 
take  up  the  idea  of  another,  and  work  it  into  a 
piece  of  his  own ;  but  to  mangle  the  works  of 
the  poor  bard,  whose  tuneful  tongue  is  now 
mute  for  ever,  in  the  dark  and  narrow  house; 
by  heaven  'twould  be  sacrilege !  I  grant  that 
Mr.  W*s  version  is  an  improvement;  but,  I 
know  Mr.  W.  well,  and  esteem  him  much :  let 
him  mend  the  song,  as  the  Highlander  mended 
his  gun :  he  gave  it  a  new  stock,  a  new  lock, 
and  a  new  barrel. 

I  do  not  by  this,  object  to  leaving  out  impro- 
per stanzas,  where  that  can  be  done  without 
spoiling  the  whole.  One  stanza  in  The  less 
0*  Patie's  milU  must  be  left  out :  the  song  will 
be  nothhig  worse  for  it.    1  am  not  sure  if  we 


Digitized  by 


Google 


(     855     ) 

• 

can  take  the  same  liberty  with  Corn  rigs  arc 
bonie.  Perhaps  it  might  want  the  last  stanza, 
and  be  the  better  for  it.  Cauld  kail  in  Aber- 
deen, you  must  leave  with  me  yet  a  while.  1 
have  vowed  to  have  a  song  to  that  air,  on  the 
lady  whom  I  attempted  to  celebrate  in  the  ver- 
ges, Poortith  cauld  and  restless  love.  At  any 
xate,  my  other  song,  Green  grow  the  rashes, 
will  never  suit.  That  song  is  current  in  Scot- 
land under  the  old  title,  and  to  the  merry  old 
tune  of  that  name ;  which  of  course  would  mar 
the  progress  of  your  song  to  celebrity.  Your 
book  will  be  the  standard  of  Scots  songs  for  the 
future :  let  this  idea  ever  keep  your  judgment 
on  the  alarm. 

I  send  a  song,  on  a  celebrated  toast  in  this 
country,  to  suit  Bonie  Dundee.  1  send  you  also 
a  ballad  to  the  Mill  mill  O.* 

The  last  time  I  came  o^er  the  moor,  I  would 
fain  attempt  to  make  a  Scots  song  for,  and  let 
Kamsay's  be  the  English  set.  You  shall  hear 
from  me  soon.  When  you  go  to  London  on 
this  business,  can  you  come  by  Dumfries?  I 
have  still  several  MSS  Scots  airs  by  me  which 
I  have  pict  up,  mostly  from  the  singing  of  coun- 


•  The  song  to  the  tune  of  Boiiic  Dundee^  k  that  which  be- 
gins "  True  hearted  was  he,  &c.'*     The  ballad  to  the  Mill 
mil  0,  ifl  that  begmning,  "  When  wild  wars  deadly  blast  are 
blawu/'  See  Poevis,  p.  413,  and  414. 
Z  z  2 
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try  lasses.  They  please  me  vastly ;  but  your 
learned  liLgs  would  perhaps  be  displeased  with 
the  very  feature  for  which  I  like  them.  1  call 
them  simple ;  you  would  pronounce  them  silly. 
Do  you  know  a  fine  air,  called  Jackie  Hume^s 
Lament?  I  have, a  song  of  considerable  merit 
to  that  air.  Til  inclose  you  both  the  song  and 
tune,  as  I  had  them  ready  to  send  to  Johnson's 
Museum.*  I  send  you  likewise,  to  me,  a  beau- 
iiful  little  air,  which  1  had  taken  down  fixmi 
viva  voce.jf 

Adieu! 


No.  163. 

Mr.  burns  to  Me.  THOMSON. 

My  Dear  Sie,  Aprils  179*. 

1  HAD  scarcely  put  my  last  letter  into 
the  post-office,  when  I  took  up  the  subject  of 
The  last  time  I  came  o'er  the  mo&r,  and  ere  I 
slept  drew  the  outlines  of  the  foregoing.  How 
far  I  have  succeeded,  I  leave  on  this,  as  on  eveiy 
other  occasion,  to  you  to  decide.  I  own  my 
vanity  is  flattered,  when  you  give  my  songs  a 


• 


The  tong  here  mentioned,  is  *'  O  ken  ye  what  Meg  o' 
the  Mill  has  gotten/'  See  Poems,  p.  417. 

t  The  air  here  mentioned,  is  that  for  which  he  wrote  the 
ballad  of  "  Bonie  Jean."     See  Poem*,  p.  f  82. 
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place  in  your  elegant  and  superb  work ;  but  to 
be  of  service  to  the  work  is  my  first  wish.  As  I 
have  often  told  you,  I  do  not  in  a  single  in- 
stance wish  you,  out  of  compliment  to  me,  to 
insert  any  thing  of  mine.  One  hint  let  me  give 
you — whatever  Mr.  Pleyel  does,  let  him  not  al- 
ter  one  iota  of  the  original  Scottish  airs ;  I  mean, 
in  the  song  department ;  but  lef  our  national 
music  preserve  its  native  features.  They  are,  1 
own,  frequently  wild  and  in-edudble  to  the 
more  modem  rules ;  but  on  that  very  eccentri- 
city, perhaps,  depends  a  great  part  of  their  ef- 
feet. 


No.  164^- 
Mr  THOMSON  to  Mr.  BURNS. 

Edinhttrghy  Z6th  April,  1793. 

I  HEARTILY  thank  you,  my  dear  Sir, 
for  your  last  two  letters,  and  the  songs  which 
accompanied  them.  I  am  always  both  instruct- 
ed and  entertained  by  your  observations ;  and 
the  frankness  with  which  you  speak  out  your 
mind,  is  to  me  highly  agreeable.  It  is  very  pos- 
sible I  may  not  have  the  true  idea  of  simplicity . 
in  composition.  I  confess  there  are  several  songs 
of  Allan  Ramsay's,  for  example,  that  I  think 
silly  enough,  which  another  pei-son  more  con- 
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versant  than  1  have  been  with  country  people^ 
would  perhaps  call  simple  and  natural.  But 
the  lowest  scenes  of  simple  nature  will  not  please 
generally,  if  copied  precisely  as  they  are.  The 
poet,  like  the  painter,  must  select  what  will 
form  an  agreeable  as  well  as  a  natiu*al  picture. 
On  this  subject  it  were  easy  to  enlarge ;  but  at 
present  suffice  it  to  say,  that  I  consider  simpli- 
city, rightly  understood,  as  a  most  essential  qua- 
lity in  composition,  and  the  ground  work  of 
beauty  in  all  the  arts.  I  will  gladly  appropriate 
your  most  interesting  new  ballad  When  wUd 
wars  deadly  blast,  <§c.  to  the  Mill  mill  O,  as 
well  as  the  two  other  songs  to  their  respective 
airs ;  but  the  tliird  and  fourth  line  of  the  first 
verse  must  undergo  some  little  alteration  in  or- 
dcr  to  suit  the  music.  Pleyel  does  not  alter  a 
single  note  of  the  songs.  That  would  be  absurd 
indeed !  With  the  airs  which  he  introduces  into 
the  sonatas,  I  allow  him  to  take  such  liberties 
as  he  pleases,  but  that  has  nothing  to  do  with 
the  songs. 

P.  S.  I  wish  you  would  do  as  you  proposed 
with  your  jB^^  of  Barley,  If  the  loose  senti- 
ments are  threshed  out  of  it,  I  will  find  an  air 
for  it ;  but  as  to  this  there  is  no  hurry. 
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No.  165- 

JlR.  BURNS  TO  Mr.  THOMSON. 

June,  1793, 

When  I  tell  you,  my  dear  Sir,  that  a 
friend  of  mine,  in  whom  I  am  much  interested, 
has  fallen  a  sacrifice  to  these  accursed  times,  you 
will  easily  allow  that  it  might  unhinge  me  for 
doing  any  good  among  ballads.  My  own  loss, 
as  to  pecimiary  matters,  is  trifling ;  but  the  to- 
tal ruin  of  a  much  loved  friend,  is  a  loss  indeed. 
Pardon  my  seeming  inattention  to  your  last 
commands.  i 

1  cannot  alter  the  disputed  lines,  in  the  Mill 
mill  O.  What  you  think  a  defect,  1  esteem  as 
a  positive  beauty :  so  you  see  how  doctors  differ. 
I  shall  now  with  as  much  alacrity  as  I  can  mus- 
ter, go  on  with  your  commands. 

You  know  Fraser,  the  hautboy  player  in 
[Edinburgh — ^lie  is  hero,  instructing  a  band  of 
music  for  a  fencible  corps  quartered  in  this  coun- 
try. Among  many  of  his  airs  that  please  me, 
there  is  one,  well  known  as  a  reel  by  the  name 
of  The  Quake7^s  Wife ;  and  which  I  remember 
a  grand  aunt  of  mine  used  to  sing,  by  the  name 
of  Liggeram  cosh,  my  bonnie  rcec  lass.  Mr. 
Fraser  plays  it  slow,  and  with  an  expression 
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that  quite  charms  me.  1  became  such  an  enthu- 
siast about  it,  that  I  made  a  song  for  it,  which  I 
here  subjoin;  and  inclose  Eraser's  set  of  the  tune. 
If  they  hit  your  fancy,  they  are  at  your  service; 
if  not,  return  me  the  tune,  and  I  will  put  it  in 
Johnson's  Museum.  1  think  the  song  is  not  in 
my  worst  manner. 

"  Blytbe  hat  I  been  on  yon  hill."  Sec  Poems,  p.  419- 
I  should  wish  to  hear  how  this  pleases  you. 


No.  166. 

J'  Me  burns  to  Mr.  THOMSON. 

June  25th,  1798. 

Have  you  ever,  my  dear  Sir,  felt  your 
.bosom  ready  to  burst  with  indignation  on  read- 
ing of  those  mighty  villains  who  divide  kingdom 
against  kingdom,  desolate  provinces,  and  lay  na- 
tions waste  out  of  the  wantonness  pf  ambition,  or 
often  from  still  more  ignoble  passions?  In  a 
mood  of  this  kind  to-day,  I  recollected  the  air 
of  Logan  Water ;  and  it  occurred  to  me  that 
its  querulous  melody  probably  had  its  origin 
from  the  plaintive  indignation  of  some  swelling, 
suffering  heart,  fired  at  the  tyrannic  strides  of 
some  public  destroyer ;  and  overwhelmed  with 
private  distress,  the  con^quence  of  a  country's 
ruin.    If  1  have  done  any  thing  at  all  like  jus- 
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tioe  to  my  feelings,  the  following  song,  compo- 
sed in  three-quarters  of  an  hour^s  meditation  in 
my  elbow-chair,  ought  to  have  some  merit 

*'  O  Logan,  sweedy  didst  thou  glide/'  See  Poem,  p.  4S0. 

Do  you  know  the  following  beautiful  little 
fragment,  in  Witherspoon's  collection  of  Scots 
songs? 

Air — ^'  HuGHiE  Graham,'* 

'^  O  gin  my  love  were  yon  red  rose, 

'^  That  grows  upon  the  castle  wa' 
''  And  I  mysel  a  drap  q'  dew, 

*'  Into  her  bonie  breast  to  &'! 

'^  Oh,  there  beyond  expresdon  blest, 

''  I'd  feast  on  beauty  a'  the  night; 
''  Seal'd  on  her  silk-saft  faulds  to  rest, 

''  Till  fley'd  awa  by  Phebus*  ]i^tr 

This  thought  is  inexpressibly  beautiful ;  and 
quite,  so  far  as  I  know^>  original.  It  is  too  short 
for  a  song,  else  I  would  forswear  you  altogether, 
unless  you  gave  it  a  place.  I  have  often  tried 
to  eke  a  stanza  to  it,  but  in  vain.  After  balan- 
cing myself  for  a  musing  five  minutes,  on  the 
hind-legs  of  my  elbow  chair,  I  produced  the 
following. 

The  verses  are  far  inferior  to  the  foregoing,  I 
firankly  confess ;  but  if  worthy  of  insertion  at  all, 
they  might  be  jBirst  in  place ;  as  every  poet,  who 
knows  any  thing  of  his  trade,  will  husband  hia 
best  thoughts  for  a  concluding  stroke.  X 

;il.  3  A  "^ 
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O  were  mj  love  yon  lilac  fair, 
Wi'  purple  blossoms  to  the  spring ; 

And  I  a  bird,  to  shelter  there, 
When  wearied  on  my  little  wing : 

How  I  wad  mourn,  when  it  was  torn 
By  autumn  wild,  and  winter  rude  ! 

But  I  wad  sitig  on  wanton  wing. 

When  youthf^'  May  its  bloom  renew'd: 


No.  167. 

Mr.  THOMSON  to  Mk.  BURNS. 

Monday,  1st.  July,  J79S. 

1  AM  extremely  sorry,  my  good  Sir,  that 
any  thing  should  happen  to  unhinge  you.  The 
times  are  terribly  out  of  tune,  and  when  har- 
mony will  be  restored,  heaven  knows. 

The  first  book  of  songs,  just  published,  will 
be  dispatched  to  you  along  with  this.  Let  me 
be  fevoured  with  your  opinion  of  it  frankly 
and  freely. 

I  shall  certainly  give  a  place  to  the  song  you 
have  written  for  the  Quaker's  Wife ;  it  is  quite 
enchanting,  Pray  will  yoii  return  the  list  of 
songs,  with  such  airs  added  to  it  as  you  think 
ought  to  be  included.  The  business  now  rests 
entirely  on  myself,  the  gentlemen  who  origi- 
nally agreed  to  join  the  speculation  having  re- 
quested to  be  off.    No  matter,  a  loser  I  cannot 
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be.  The  superior  excellence  of  the  work  will 
create  a  general  demand  for  it,  as  soon  as  it  is 
properly  known.  And  were  the  s&le  even  slower 
than  it  promises  to  be,  I  should  be  somewhat 
compensated  for  my  labour,  by  the  pleasure  I 
shall  receive  from  the  music.  Z  cannot  express 
how  much  I  am  obliged  to  you  for  the  exquisite 
new  songs  you  are  sending  me  ;  but  thanks,  my 
friend,  are  a  poor  return  for  what  you  have 
done :  as  I  shall  be  benefited  by  the  publication, 
you  must  suffer  me  ta  inclose  a  small  mark  of 
my  gratitude,  and  to  repeat  it  afterwards  when 
1  find  it  convenient.  Do  not  return  it ;  for,  by 
heaven,  if  you  do,  our  corresp6ndence  is  at  an 
end :  and  though  this  would  be  no  loss  to  you, 
it  would  mar  the  publication,  which  under  your 
auspices  cannot  fail  to  be  respectable  and  in- 
teresting 


Wednesday  morning. 

1  thank  you  for  your  delicate  additional  verses 
to  the  old  fragment,  and  for  your  excellent 
song  to  Logan  water:  Thomson's  truly  ele- 
gant one  will  follow,  for  the  English  singer. 
— Your  apostrophe  to  statesmen  is  admirable, 
but  1  am  not  sure  if  it  is  quite  suitable  to  the 
supposed  gentle  character  of  the  fair  mourn- 
er who  speaks  it. 
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No.  168. 
Mr.  burns  to  Mr-  THOMSON. 

July,  2rf,  1793. 
My  Dear  Sir, 

I  HAVE  just  finished  the  following  bal- 
lad, and  as  I  do  think  it  in  my  best  stile,  I  send 
it  you.  Mr.  Clarke,  who  wrote  down  the  air 
from  Mrs.  Bums's  wood-note  wild,  is  very  fond 
of  it;  and  has  given  it  a  celebrity  by  teaching 
it  to  some  young  ladies  of  the  first  fashion  here. 
If  you  do  not  like  the  air  enough  to  give  it  a 
place  in  your  collection,  please  return  it.  Tbe 
song  you  may  keep,  as  I  remember  it. 

"  There  was  a  lass  and  she  was  fair^"  Set  Poems,  p.  4Sf . 

I  have  some  thoughts  of  inserting  in  ydvs 
index,  or  in  my  notes,  the  names  of  the  fair- 
ones,  the  themes  of  my  songs.  I  do  not  mean 
the  name  at  full ;  but  dashes  or  asterisms,  so  as 
ingenuity  may  find  them  out. 

The  heroine  of  the  foregoing  is  Miss  M.  daugh- 
ter to  Mr.  ISL  of  D.  one  of  your  subscribers.  I 
have  not  painted  her  in  the  rank  which  she  holds 
in  life,  but  in  the  dress  and  character  of  a  cot- 
tager. 
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No.  169- 

Me.  burns  to  Mr.  THOMSON. 

July,  1793* 

I  ASSURE  you,  my  dear  Sir,  that  yop 
truly  hurt  me  with  your  pecuniary  parceL  It 
degrades  me  in  my  own  eyes.  However,  to 
return  it  would  savour  of  affectation ;  but,  as  to 
any  more  traffic  of  that  debtor  and  creditor  kind; 
I  swear  by  that  Honour  which  crowns  the  up- 
right statue  of  Robert  Burns'S  Integrity — 
on  the  least  motion  of  it,  I  will  indignantly 
spurn  the  by-past  transaction,  and  from  that  mo- 
ment commence  entire  stranger  to  you;  Bxjrns's 
character  for  generosity  of  sentiment  and  inde- 
pendence of  mind,  will,  I  tnuit,  loijg  outlive  any 
of  his  wants,  which  the  cold,  unfeeling  ore  can 
supply:  at  least,  I  will  take  care  tliol  such  a 
character  he  shall  deserve. 

Thank  you  for  my  copy  of  your  publication. 
Never  did  my  eyes  behold,  in  any  musical  work, 
such  elegance  and  correctness.  Your  preface, 
too,  is  admkably  written ;  only  your  partiality 
to  me  has  made  you  say  too  much :  however^ 
it  will  bind  me  Aovm.  to  double  every  effort  in 
the  future  progress  of  the  work.  The  following 
are  a  few  remarks  on  the  songs  in  the  list  you 
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»eiit  me.  I  nev^r  copy  what  I  write  to  you, 
so  I  may  be  often  tautological,  or  perhaps  con- 
tradictory. 

The  flowers  of  the  forest  is  charming  as  a  poem; 
and  should  be,  and  must  be,  set  to  the  notes : 
but,  though  out  of  your  rule,  the  tliree  stanzas, 
beginning, 

"  I  hae  seen  the  smiling  o'  fortune  beguiling," 

are  worthy  of  a  place,  were  it  but  to  immorta- 
lize the  author  of  them,  who  is  an  old  lady  of 
my  acquaintance,  and  at  tliis  moment  living  in 
Edinburgh.  Slie  is  a  Mrs.  Cockbum ;  I  forget 
of  what  place;  but  from  Roxburgh  shire.  What 
a  charming  apostrophe  is 

^  O  fickle  fortune,  why  this  cruel  sporting, 
"  Why,  why  torment  us— poor  sons  of  a  da^  /" 

The  old  ballad,  /  wish  I  were  where  Helen 
lies,  is  silly,  to  contemptibility.  My  alteration 
of  it,  in  Johnson's,  is  not  much  better.  Mr. 
Pinkcrtftn,  in  his,  what  he  calls,  ancient  bal- 
lads, (many  of  them  notorious,  though  beautiful 
enough  forgeries)  has  the  best  set.  It  is  full  of 
his  own  intei«polations,  but  no  matter. 

In  ray  next  I  will  suggest  to  your  considera- 
tion, a  few  songs  which  may  have  escaped  your 
hurried  notice.  In  the  mean  time,  allow  me 
to  congTatulatc  you  now,  as  a  brother  of  the 
(luill.  You  have  committed  your  character  and 
lame :  which  will  now  be  tried,  for  ages  to  come. 
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by  the  illustrious  jury  of  the  Sons  and  Daugh* 
TERS  of  Taste — all  whom  poesy  can  please,  or 
music  charm. 

Being  a  bard  of  nature,  I  have  some  preten- 
sions to  second  sight ;  and  I  am  warranted  by 
the  spirit  to  foretel  and  affirm,  that  your  great- 
grand-child  will  hold  up  your  volumes,  and  say, 
with  honest  pride,  "  This  so  much  admired  se- 
*•  lecticm  was  the  work  of  my  ancestor.** 


No.  170. 

Mr.  THOMSON  to  Mr.  BURNS. 

Edinburgh^  1st  August^  179S. 
Dear  Sir, 

1  HAD  the  pleasure  of  receiving  your 
last  two  letters,  and  am  happy  to  find  you  are 
quite  pleased  with  the  appearance  of  the  first 
book.  When  you  come  to  hear  the  songs  sung 
and  accompanied,  you  will  be  charmed  with 
4hem. 

The  bonie  brticket  Lassie,  certainly  deserves 
better  verses,  and  I  hope  you  will  match  her. 
Catdd  kail  in  Aberdeen,  Let  me  in  tJiis  ae  night, 
and  several  of  the  livelier  airs,  wait  the  muses 
leisure :  these  are  peculiarly  worthy  of  her  choice 
sifts :  besides^  you'U  notice,  that  in  airs  of  this 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


(    368    ) 

jrort,  the  singer  can  always  do  greater  justice  to 
the  ppet,  than  in  the  slower  airs  of  The  Bush 
aboon  Traquair,  Lord  Gregory,  and  the  like; 
for  in  the  manner  the  latter  are  frequently  sung, 
you  must  be  contented  .with  the  sound,  with- 
out the  sense»  Indeed  both  the  airs  and  word? 
are  diguised  by  the  very  slow,  languid,  psalm- 
sin^g  style  in  which  they  are  too  often  per- 
formed :  they  loose  animation  and  expressi<m  al- 
together, and  instead  of  speaking  to  the  mind, 
or  touching  the  heart,  they  doy  upon  the  ear, 
and  set  us  a  yawning ! 

Your  ballad.  There  was  a  lass  and  she  was 
fair,  is  simple  and  beautiful,  and  shall  undoubt* 
cdly  grace  my  collection. 


No.  171- 

Me.  burns  to  Mr.  THOMSON. 

August,  1798. 

My  Dear  Thomson, 

I  HOLD  the  pen  for  our  friend  Clarke, 
who  at  present  is  studying  the  music  of  the 
spheres  at  my  elbow.  The  Georgium  Sidw  he 
thinks  is  rather  out  of  tune ;  so  until  he  rectify 
that  matter,  he  cannot  stoop  to  terrestnal  affairs. 
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He  sends  you  six  of  the  Rondeau  subjects,  and 
if  more  are  wanted,  he  says  you  shall  have  them. 


Confound  your  long  stairs ! 

S.  CLARKE. 


No.  172. 

Me.  burns  to  Mr.  THOMSON. 

August,  1798. 

Your  objection,  my  dear  Sir,  to  the 
passages  in  my  song  of  Logan-water^  is  right  in 
one  instance ;  but  it  is  difficult  to  mend  it :  if  I 
can  I  will.  The  other  passage  you  object  to, 
does  not  appear  in  the  same  light  to  me. 

1  have  tried  my  hand  on  Robin  Adair ,  and 
you  will  probably  think,  with  little  success; 
but  it  is  such  a  cursed,  cramp,  out-of-the-way 
measure,  that  I  dei^air  of  doing  any  thing  bet- 
ter to  it. 

"  "While  larks  with  little  wing,"  See  Poems,  p,  424. 

So  much  for  namby-pamby.  1  may,  after  all, 
try  my  hand  on  it  in  Scots  verse.  There  1  al- 
ways find  myself  most  at  home. 

I  have  just  put  the  last  hand  to  the  song  1 
meant  for  Cauld  Kail  in  Aberdeen.  If  it  suits 
you  to  insert  it,  I  »haU  be  pleased,  as  the  her9« 
8  B 
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ine  is  a  favourite  of  mine :  if  not,  I  shall  also 
be  pleased ;  because  1  wish,  and  will  be  glad, 
to  see  you  act  decidedly  on  the  business.*  Tis 
a  tribute,  as  a  man  of  taste,  and  as  an  editor, 
which  you  owe  yourself 

No.  173. 
Me  THOMSON  to  Mb.  BURNS. 

My  good  Sir,  August,  1T9S. 

I  CONSIDER  it  one  of  the  most  agree- 
able  drcumstanoes  attending  this  publication  of 
mine,  that  it  has  procured  me  so  many  of  your 
much  valued  epistles.  Pray  make  my  acknow- 
ledgments to  St  Stephen  for  the  tunes:  tell 
him  I  admit  the  justness  of  Ids  complaint  on  my 
staircase,  conveyed  in  his  laconic  postscript  to 
your  jeu  d* esprit ;  which  1  perused  more  than 
once,  without  discovering  exactly  whether  your 
discusaon  was  music,  astronomy,  or  politics: 
though  a  sagacious  friend,  acquainted  with  the 
convivial  habits  of  the  poet  and  the  musician, 
offered  me  a  bet  of  two  to  onq,  you  were  just 
drowning  care  together;  that  an  empty  bowl 
was  the  only  thing  that  would  deeply  affect  you, 

•  The  song  herewiUi  sent  b^ns,  "  O  poortith  cauld/'  &c- 
.  See  Pocnis,  p.  S[)9. 
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and  the  only  matter  you  could  then  study  how 
to  remedy ! 

I  shall  be  glad  to  see  you  give  Robin  Adair 
a  Scottish  dress.  Peter  is  furnishing  him  with 
an  English  suit  for  a  change,  and  you  are  well 
matched  together.  Kobin's  air  is  excellent, 
though  he  certainly  has  an  out  of  tlie  way  mea- 
sure as  ever  poor  Parnassian  wight  was  plagued 
with.  I  wish  you  would  invoke  the  muse  for 
a  single  elegant  stanza  to  be  substituted  for  the 
concluding  pbjectionable  verses  of  Down  the 
Bum  Davie,  so  that  this  most  exquisite  song 
may  no  longer  be  excluded  from  good  company. 

Mr  Allan  has  made  an  inimitable  drawing 
from  your  John  Anderson  my  Jo,  which  1  am 
fo  bave  engraved  as  a  frontispiece  to  the  hu- 
morous class  of  songs ;  you  will  be  quite  charm- 
ed with  it,  I  promise  you.  The  old  couple  are 
seated  by  the  fireside.  Mrs  Anderson  in  great 
good  humour  is  clapping  John's  shoulders,  while 
he  smiles  and  looks  at  her  with  such  glee,  as  to 
shfew  that  he  futty  recollects  the  pleasant  days 
and  nights  when  they  were  Jirst  acquent  The 
drawing  would  do  honour  to  the  pencil  of 
Teniers, 
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No.  174. 

Mr  burns  to  Me.  THOMSQN. 

Avgtist.  1793, 

1  HAT  crinkum-crankum  tunc,  Robin 
AdaiTy  lias  run  so  in  my  head,  and  I  succeeded 
so  ill  in  my  last  attempt,  that  I  have  ventured, 
in  this  morning*s  walk,  one  essay  more.  You, 
my  dear  Sir,  will  remember  an  unfortunate 
part  of  our  worthy  friend  C.'s  story,  which 
happened  about  three  years  ago.  That  struck 
my  fancy,  and  I  endeavoured  to  do  the  idea 
justice  as  follows. 

'^  Had  I  a  cave  on  some  wild  distant  shore." — See  Poems, 
p.  425. 

By  the  way,  I  have  met  with  a  musical  High- 
lander, in  Breadalbane's  FaicibleSj  which  are 
quartered  here,  who  assures  me  that  he  well  re- 
members his  mother's  singing  Gaelic  songs  to 
both  Robin  Adair  and  Gramac/irec.  They  cer- 
tainly have  more  of  the  Scotch  than  Irish  taste 
in  them. 

This  man  comes  from  the  vicinity  of  Inver- 
ness ;  so  it  could  not  be  any  intercourse  with 
Ireland  that  could  bring  them  ; — except,  what 
I  shrewdly  suspect  to  be  the  case,   thq  wander- 
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.ing  minstrels,  harpers,  and  pipers,  used  to  go 
frequently  errant  through  the  wilds  both  of 
Scotland  and  Ireland^  and  so  some  favorite  airs 
might  be  common  to  both. — A  case  in  point—* 
They  have  lately,  in  Ireland,  published  an  Irish 
an-,  as  they  say,  called  Caun  du  deluh.  The 
&ct  is,  in  a  publication  of  Corri's,  a  great  while 
^go,  you  will  find  the  same  dr  called  a  High- 
Jand  one,  with  a  Gaelic  song  set  to  it.  Its  name 
there,  I  think,  is  Oran  Gaoil,  and  a  fine  air  it 
is.  Do  ask  honest  Allan,  or  the  Key.  Gaelic 
Parson,  about  th^se  matters. 


No.  175- 

Mr  burns  to  Mr.  THOMSON. 

My  Dear  Sir,  4'^guMy  1793. 

Let  me  in  this  ae  nighty  I  will  rccon- 
fflden  *  1  am  glad  that  you  are  pleased  with  my 
song.  Had  I  a  cave,  <|c.  as  I  liked  it  myself. 

I  walked  out  yesterday  evening,  with  a  vo- 
lume  of  the  Museum  in  my  hand ;  when  turn- 
ing up  Allan  Water y  "  What  numbers  shall  the 
muse  repeat,  &c."  as  the  vords  appeared  to  me 
rather  unworthy  of  so  fine  an  air ;  and  recollect- 
ing  that  it  is  on  your  list,  I  sat,  and  raved,  un- 
der the  shade  of  an  old  thorn,  till  I  wrote  one 
fo  suit  the  measure.    I  may  be  wrong ;  but  I 
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tliink  it  not  in  my  worst  style.  You  must 
know,  that  in  Ramsay's  Tea-table,  where  the 
modern  song  first  appeared,  the  ancient  nanie 
of  the  tune,  Allan  says,  is  Alkm  Water,  or  My 
hve  Annies  very  bonnie.  This  last  has  eertain- 
]y  been  a  line  of  the  original  song;  so  I  took  up 
the  idea,  and,  as  you  will  see,  have  introduced 
the  line  in  its  place,  which  1  pr^ume  it  fcHioer- 
iy  occupied ;  though  I  likewise  give  you  a  diu* 
sing  line,  if  it  should  not  hit  the  cut  of  your 
fency. 

*^  By  Allan-stream  I  chanc'd  to  rove,"  See  Poems,  p»  496, 

Bravo!  says  I:  it  is  a  good  song.  Should 
you  think  so  too,  (not  else)  you  can  set  the  mu- 
sic to  it,  and  let  the  other  follow  as  English 
verses. 

Autumn  is  my  propitious  season.     I  make 
more  verses  in  it,  than  in  all  the  year  else. 
God  bless  you ! 


No.  176- 
Mr.  burns  to  Mr.  THOMSON. 

August,  1798. 

Is  Whistle  and  FU  come  to  you,  my  lad, 
one  of  your  airs?  I  admire  it  much;  and  yes- 
terday I*set  the  following  verses  to  it.     Urbam, 
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whom  1  have  met  with  here,  begged  them  of 
me,  as  he  admites  the  air  much ;  but  as  I  un- 
derstand that  he  looks  with  rather  an  evil  eye 
on  your  iVork^  I  did  not  cliuse  to  comply.  How- 
ever, if  the  song  does  not  suit  your  taste,  I  may 
possibly  send  it  him.  The  set  of  the  air  whidi 
I  h^  in  my  eye,  is  in  Johnson's  Museum. 

^'  O  whistfe  and  I'll  come  to  you  my  4ad/*  See  Poeins,  p.  437. 

Another  favourite  air  of  mine,  is.  The  muck-- 
in  o'  Geordie*s  byre.  When  sung  slow,  with 
expression,  1  haVe  wished  tiiat  it  had  better  pb- 
etry:  thai,  1  have  endeavoured  to  supply,  as 
follows. 

"  Adown  winding  Nith  I  did  wander/'  See  Poems,  p.  4-28. 

Mr,  Clarke  begs  you  to  give  Miss  Phillis  a 
comer  in  your  book,  as  she  is  a  particular  flame 
of  his.  She  is  a  Miss  P.  M.  sister  to  Bonie 
Jean.  They  are  both  pupils  of  his.  You  shall 
hear  from  me,  the  very  first  grist  I  get  from 
my  rhyming  mill. 


No.  177- 
Mr  burns  to  Mil.  THOMSON. 

Avgust^  1793. 

1  HAT  tune,  Cauld  kail^  is  such  a  fa- 
vourite of  your.',  that  I  once  more  roved  out 
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yesterday  for  a  gloaming-shot  at  the  muses;* 
when  the  muse  that  presides  o'er  the  shores  of 
Kith,  or  rather  my  old  in^iring  dearest  nymph 
Coila»  whispered  me  the  following.  I  have  two 
reasons  for  thinking  that  it  was  my  early,  sweet 
simple  inspirer  that  was  by  my  elbow,  ^^  smooth 
gliding  without  step."'  and  pouring  the  song  on 
my  glowing  fancy.    In  the  first  place,  since  I 
left  Coila's  native  haunts,  not  a  fragment  of  a 
poet  has  arisen  to  cheer  her  solitary  musings; 
by  catching  inspiration  from  her ;    so  I  more 
than  suspect  that  she  has  followed  me   hither, 
or  at  least  makes  me  occasional  visits :  secondly, 
the  last  stanza  of  this  song  I  send  you,   is  the 
very  words  that  Coila  taught  me  many  years 
ago,  and  which  I  set  to  an  old  Scots  reel  in 
Johnson's  Museum, 

"  Come  let  me  take  thee  to  my  breast^  &c."— &c  Poeaix, 
jf.  429. 

If  you  think  the  above  will  suit  your  idea  rf 
your  favourite  air,  1  shall  be  liighly  pleased.  The 
last  time  I  came  o'er  the  Moor,  I  cannot  med- 
dle with,  as  to  mending  it ;  and  the  musical 
world  have  been  so  long  accustomed  to  Ram- 
say's words,  that  a  different  song,  though  pod- 
tively  superior,  would  not  be  so  well  received. 
1  am  not  fond  of  chorusses  to  songs,  so  I  have 
not  made  one  for  the  foregoing. 

*  Cloarain-^tT\'il]g]it,  probably  from  glooming* 
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No.  178. 
Me.  burns  to  Me.  THOMSON. 

Augusts  179S. 
DAINTY  DAVIE. 

*'  Now  rosy  May  comes  in  wi'  flowers/'  See  Poems,  p.  430. 

So  much  for  Davie.  The  chorus^  you  know, 
is  to  the  low  part  of  the  tune.  See  Clarke's  set 
of  it  in  the  Museum. 

N.  B.  In  the  Museum  they  have  drawled  out 
the  tune  to  twelve  lines  of  poetry,  which  is 
•  •  *  ♦  nonsense.  Four  lines  of  song,  and  four 
of  chorus,  is  the  way. 


No.  179. 
Me.  THOMSON  to  Mb.  BURNS. 

Edinburgh  1st.  Sept.  179S. 
My  Dear  Sie, 

Since  writing  you  last,  I  have  receiv- 
ed half  a  dozen  songs,  with  which  I  am  delight- 
edbeyond  expression.  Thp  humour  and  fancy 
of  Whistle  and  FU  come  to  you,  my  lad,  will 
render  it  nearly  as  great  a  favourite  as  Duncan 
Gray.  Come  let  me  take  tJiee  to  my  breast, 
Adorvn  winding  Nith,  and  By  Allan  stream,  ice. 
11.  3  C 
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are  full  of  imagination  and  feeling,  and  sweetly 
suit  the  airs  for  which  they  are  intended.  Had 
I  a  cave  on  some  wild  distant  shore^  is  a  striking 
and  affecting  composition.  Our  friend  to  whose 
story  it  refers,  read  it  with  a  swelling  heart,  I 
assure  you.  The  union  we  are  now  forming, 
I  think,  can  never  be  broken;  these  songs  of  yours 
will  descend  with  the  music  to  the  latest  pos- 
terity, and  ^vill  be  fondly  cherished  so  long  as 
genius,  taste,  and  sensibility  exist  in  our  kland. 
While  the  muse  seems  so  propitious,  I  think 
it  right  to  inclose  a  list  of  all  the  favours  I  have 
to  ask  of  her,  no  fewer  than  twenty  and  three ! 
I  have  burdened  the  pleasant  Peter  with  as 
many  as  it  is  probable  he  will  attend  to :  most 
of  the  remaining  airs  would  puzzle  the  English 
poet  not  a  little ;  they  are  of  that  peculiar  mea- 
sure and  rhythm,  that  they  must  be  fan^iliar  ta 
him  who  writes  for  them. 


No-  180- 

Mr.  burns  to  Mh.  THOMSON. 

Sept.  1793. 

You  may  readily  trust,  my  dear  Sir, 
that  any  exertion  in  my  power^  is  heartily  at 
your  service..  But  one  thing  1  must  hint  to 
you ;  the  very  name  of  Peter  Pindar  is  of  great 
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service  to  your  publication,  so  get  a  verse  from 
him  now  and  then ;  though  I  have  no  objection, 
as  well  as  I  can,  to  bear  the  burden  of  the  busi- 
ness. 

You  know  tliat  my  pretensions  to  musical 
taste,  are  merely  a  few  of  nature's  instincts,  un- 
taught and  untutored  by  art.    For  this  reason, 
many  musical  compositions,  particularly  where 
much  of  the  merit  lies  in  counterpoint;  however 
they  may  transport  and  ravish  the  ears  of  you 
connoisseurs,  affect  my  simple  lug  no  otherwise 
than  merely  as  melodious  din.     On  the  other 
hand,  by  way  *of  amends,  I  am  delighted  with 
many  little  melodies,  which  the  learned  musi- 
cian despises  as  siUy  and  insipid.    1  do  not  know 
whether  the  old  air.  Hey  tuttie  taitie  may  rank 
among  tliis  number ;  but  well  1  know  that,  with 
Fraser's  hautboy,   it  has  often  filled  my  eyes 
with  tears     There  is  a  tradition,  which  I  have 
met  with  in  many  places  of  Scotland,  tliat  it  was 
Robert  Bi-uce's  march  at  tlie  battle  of  Uainiock- 
bum.    This  thought,  in  my  solitary  wanderings, 
warmed  me  to  a  pitch  of  enthusiasm  on  the  theme 
cfi  Liberty  and  Independence,  which  1  threw  into 
a  kind  of  Scottish  ode,  fitted  to  the  air  that 
one  might  suppose  to  be  the  gallant  IIoyal 
ScoT*s   address  to  his  heroic  followers  on  that 
eventful  morning.* 

♦   This  noble  strain  was  conceived  by  our  poet  dgiin^*  a 
storm  axnopg  tlic  wilds  of  Glen-Ken  in  Galloway. 

«?   r*  o 
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"  Scots  n^ha  faae  wi'  Wallace  bled.*'  See  Poems,  p.  SS7. 

So  may  God  ever  defend  the  cause  of  Truth 
and  Liberty^  as  he  did  that  day ! — ^Amen. 

P.  S.  I  shewed  the  air  to  Urbani,  who  was 
highly  pleased  with  it,  and  begged  me  to  make 
soft  verses  for  it,  but  I  had  no  idea  of  ^ving 
myself  any  trouble  on  the  subject,  till  the  acci- 
dental recollection  of  that  glorious  stru^le  for 
freedom,  associated  with  the  glowing  Ideas  of 
some  other  struggles  of  the  same  nature,  not 
quite  so  ancient,  roused  my  rb3rming  mania. 
Clarke's  set  of  the  tune,  with  his  bass,  you  will 
find  in  the  Museum;  though  I  am  afraid  that 
the  air  is  not  what  wiU  entitle  it  to  a  place  in 
your  elegant  selection. 


No.  181. 

Mr.  burns,  to  Mr.  THOMSON 

Sept  1798- 

1  DARE  say,  my  dear  Sir,  that  you  will 
begin  to  think  my  correspondence  is  persecution 
No  matter,  I  can't  help  it ;  a  ballad  is  my  hob- 
by, horse  ;  which,  though  otherwise  a  simple  sort 
of  harmless  idiotical  beast  enough,  has  yet  this 
blessed  headstrong  property,  that  when  once  it 
has  fairly  made  oflF  with  a  hapless  wight,  it  gets 
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so  enamoured  with  the  tmkle-gingle  of  its  own 
hellSf  that  it  is  sure  to  run  poor  pilgarlick,  the 
bedlam  jockey,  quite  beyond  any  useful  point 
or  post  in  the  coHunon  race  of  man. 

The  following  song  I  have  composed  for 
OranrgaoU,  the  Highland  ah*  that  you  tell  me^ 
in  your  last,  you  have  resolved  to  ^ve  a  place 
to  in  your  book.  I  have  this  moment  finished 
the  song ;  so  you  have  it  glowing  from  the  mint 
If  it  suit  you,  well !  if  not,  *tis  also  well ! 

'*  Behold  the  hour,  die  boat  arrive,  &c." — See  Poems,  p.  452. 


No-  182. 
Me.  THOMSON  to  Me.  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  5th.  Sept.  179S, 

I  BELIEVE  it  is  generally  allowed  that 
the  greatest  modesty  is  the  sure  attendant  of 
the  greatest  merit  While  you  are  sending  me 
verses  that  even  Shakespeare  might  be  proud  to 
own,  you  speak  of  them  as  if  they  were  ordi- 
nary productions  !  Your  heroic  ode  is  to  me  the 
noblest  composition  of  the  kind  in  the  Scottish 
language.  I  happened  to  dine  yesterday  with 
a  party  of  your  friends,  to  whom  I  read  it.  They 
were  all  charmed  with  it,  intreated  me  to  find 
out  a  suitable  air  for  it^  and  reprobated  the  idea 
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of  giving  it  a  tune  so  totally  devoid  of  interest 
or  grandeur  as  Hey  tuttic  taitic.  Assuredly 
your  partiality  for  this  tune  must  arise  from  the 
ideas  associated  in  your  mind  by  the  tradition 
concerning  it,  for  I  never  heard  any  person^  and 
I  have  conversed  again  and  again  with  the  great- 
est enthusiasts  for  Scottish  airs,  I  say,  I  never 
heard  any  one  speak  of  it  as  worthy  of  notice. 

I  have  been  running  over  the  whole  hundred 
airs,  of  which  I  lately  sent  you  the  list ;  and  I 
think  LeiJcie  Gordon  is  most  happily  adapted  to 
your  ode ;  at  least  with  a  very,  slight  variation  of 
the  fourth  line,  which  I  shall  presently  submit 
to  you.  There  is  in  Lexjcie  Gordon  more  of  the 
grand  than  the  plaintive,  particularly  when  it 
35  sung  w  ith  a  degree  of  spirit,  which  your  words 
would  ohUge  the  singer  to  give  it.  I  would 
have  no  scruple  about  substituting  your  ode  in 
the  room  of  Letcie  Gordon^  whicli  has  neither 
the  interest,  the  grandeur,  nor  the  poetr}"  that 
characterize  your  verses.  Now  the  variation  I 
have  to  suggest  upon  the  last  Urie  of  each  verse, 
tlie  only  line  too  short  for  the  air,  is  as  follows : 

Verse  \st  Or  to  gfonofu  victorie. 

9,d.  ChainS'-'^^hsdns,  and  slavcrie. 

3d.  Let  him^  let  him  turn  and  flic. 
4fL  Let  hlm^  bravely  follow  me. 
rrlk.  But  t/iey  sMl,  they  shall  be  iiee. 
QUi,  Let  us^  let  us  do>  or  die ! 

If  you  connect  each  line  with  its  own  verse^ 
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I  do  not  think  you  will  find  that  either  the  sen- 
timent or  the  expression  loses  any  of  its  energy. 
The  only  line  which  I  dislike  in  the  whole  of 
the  song  is,  **  Welcome  to  your  gory  bed." 
Would  not  another  word  be  preferable  to  w^i- 
come?  In  your  next  1  will  expect  to  be  inform- 
ed whether  you  agree  to  what  1  have  proposed. 
The  little  alterations  I  submit  with  the  greatest 
deference. 

The  beauty  of  the  verses  you  have  made  for 
Oran^aoil  will  insure  celebrity  to  the  air. 


No-  183. 
Mr-  BURKS  TO  Mr.  THOMSON. 

'September^  1793. 

I  HAVE  received  your  Ust,  my  dear  Sir, 
and  here  go  my  observations  on  it.* 

Down  tJie  bum  Davie.  I  have  this  moment 
tried  an  alteration,  leaving  out  the  last  half  of 
the  third  stanza,  and  the  first  half  of  the  last 
stanza,  thus:  t 

As  down  tlie  burn  they  took  thfiir  way, 

And  thro'  tlie  flowery  dale; 
His  dieek  to  hers  he  aft  did  lay^ 

And  love  was  ay  the  tale. 


•  Mr.  Thomsoa'«ti«t  of  songs  for  his  publication. 
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With  "  Maiy,  when  shall  we  return, 

'*  Sic  pleasure  to  renew  ?" 
Quoth  Mary^  "  Love,  I  like  tlie  bumf, 

**  And  ay  shall  follow  you." 

Thro^  the  wood  laddie — I  am  deddedly  of 
opinion,  that  both  in  this,  and  ThereU  never 
be  peace  ^till  Jamie  comes  hame,  the  second  or 
high  part  of  the  tune  being  a  repetition  of  the 
first  part  an  octave  higher,  is  only  for  instru- 
mental music,  and  would  be  much  better  omit- 
ted in  singing. 

Cowden-knowes,  Remember  in  your  index 
that  the  song  in  pure  English  to  this  tune,  be- 
ginning, 

'^  when  summer  comes  the  swains  on  Tweed/' 
is  the  production  of  Crawford.    Robert  was  his 
Christian  name. 

Laddie  lie  near  fne,  must  lie  by  me  for  some 
time.  I  do  not  know  the  air ;  and  until  I  am 
complete  master  of  a  tune,  in  my  own  singing, 
(such  as  it  is)  I  can  never  compose  for  it  My 
way  is :  1  consider  the  poetic  sentiment  corres- 
pondent to  my  i^a  of  the  musical  expresstcm ; 
then  chuse  my  theme ;  begin  one  stanza;  when. 
^  that  is  composed,  which  is  generally  the  most 
difficult  part  of  the  business,  I  walk  out,  sit 
down  now  and  then,  look  out  for  objects  in  na- 
ture around  me,  that  are  in  unison  or  harmony 
with  the  cogitations  of  my  fancy,  and  workings 
of  my  bosom ;  humming  every  now  and  then 
the  air,  with  the  verses  I  have  framed.     Wheii 
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I  feel  my  ihuse  beginning  to  jade,  I  retire  to 
the  solitary  fire-side  of  my  study,  and  there 
commit  my  effusions  to  paper;  swinging  at  in- 
tervals on  the  hind  legs  of  my  elbow-^cbair,  by 
way  of  calling  forth  my  own  critical  strictures, 
as  my  pen  goes  on.  Seriously,  this,  at  home, 
is  almost  invariably  my  way. 
What  cursed  egotism ! 
Gill  Moricef  I  am  for  leaving  out  It  is  a  plaguy 
length ;  the  air  itselfis  never  sung ;  and  its  place 
can  well  be  supplied  by  one  or  two  songs  for  fine 
airs  that  are  not  in  your  list.  iFor  instance, 
Craigic^mrn-Wowlf  and  Roy^s  wife.  The  first, 
beside  its  intrinsic  merit,  has  novelty ;  and  the 
last  has  high  merit  as  well  as  great  celebrity.  I 
have  the  original  words  of  a  song  for  the  last  air, 
in  the  hand-writing  of  the  lady  who.  composed 
\t ;  and  they  arc  superior  to  any  edition  of  the 
song  which  the  public  has  yet  seen. 

Higkland-laddie.  The  old  set  wUl  please  a 
mere  Scotch  ear  best;  and  the  new  an  Italianized 
one.  There  is  a  third,  and  -^hat  Oswald  calls, 
the  old  Higkland-laddie^  which  pleases  me  more 
than  either  of  them.  I  tis  sometimes  called  Givg- 
Ian  Johnnie ;  it  being  the  air  of  an  old  humour- 
ous tawdiy  song  of  that  name.  You  will,  find 
it  in  the  Museum,  /  hde  been  at  Crookieden^ 
S^c.  I  would  advise  you,  in  this  musical  quan- 
dary, to  offer  up^our  prayers  to  the  muses  for 
inspiring  direction ;  and  in  the  mean  time,  wait** 
*  12  3D 
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ing  for  this  direction,  bestow  a  libation  to  Bac- 
chus ;  and  there  is  not  a  doubt  but  you  will  hit 
on  a  judicious  ohoice.        Prohatum  est 

AuldSir  Simon,  I  must  beg  you  to  leave  out^ 
and  put  in  its  place  The  Quaker's  wife. 

Birjthe  hoe  I  been  o^er  the  hilly  is  one  of  the 
finest  songs  ever  1  made  in  my  life ;  and  besidesi, 
is  composed  on  a  young  lady,  positively  the  most 
beautiful,  lovely  woman  in  the  world.  As  1 
purpose  giving  you  the  names  and  designations 
of  all  my  heroines,  to  appear  in  some  future  edi- 
tion of  your  work,  perhaps  half  a  century  hence» 
you  must  certainly  include  the  boniest  lass  ina^ 
the  warld  in  your  collection. 

Dainty  Davie,  1  have  heard  sung,  nineteen 
thousand  nine  hundred  and  ninety-nine  times, 
and  always  with  the  chorus  to  the  low  part  of 
the  tune ;  and  nothing  has  surprised  me  so  much^ 
as  your  opinion  on  this  subject.    If  it  will  suit, 
as  I  proposed,  we  will  lay  t^o  of  the  stanzas  to- 
gether, and  then  make  the  chorus  follow. 
.   Fee  himfather-^l  incfese  you  Fraser's  set  of 
this  tune  when  he  plays  it  slow ;  in  fact,  he 
makes  it  the  language  of  despair.    I  shall  here 
give  you  two  stanzas,  in  that  style,  merely  to 
try  if  it  will  be  any  improvement.     Were  it  pos- 
sible, insin^ng,  to  give  it  half  the  pathos  which 
Fraser  gives  it  in  playing,  it  would  make  an  ad- 
mirable pathetic  song.    1  do  not  give  these  ver- 
ses for  any  merit  they  have.    1  composed  them 
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itt  tbe  time  in  which  PaHe  Allan^s  mither  diedi 
that  toas  abmit  the  back  o'  mid-night;  and  by 
the  lee-side  of  a  bowl  of  punch,  which  had  over- 
set every  mortal  in  company,  except  the  h^ut^ 
bois  and  the  muse. 


Thou  has  left  me  ever^  Jamie,  Thou  hast  left  me  ever. 
Thou  hast  left  me  ever,  Jamie,  Thou  hast  left  me  ever, 
Aften  hast  thou  vow'd  that  death.  Only  should  us  sever, 
Now  thou's  left  thy  lass  for  ay — I  maun  see  thee  never, 
Jamie. 

Ill  see  thee  never. 
Thou  hast  me  forsaken,  Jamie,  Thou  hast  mie  forsaken : 
Thou  hast  me  forsaken,  Januej  Thou  hast  me  fc«*saken. 
Thou  canst  love  anither  jo.  While  my  heart  is  breaking.: 
Soon  my  weary  e*en  I'll  ^^lose — Never  mair  to  waken, 
Jamie, 

Ne'er  mair  to  waken. 


Jackie  and  Jenny,  1  would  discard,  and  in  its 
place  would  put  There'' s  nae' luck  about  tlie 
house^  which  has  a  very  pleasant  isdr ;  and  which 
is  positively  the  fine§t  love-ballad'  iii  that  stile 
in  the  Scottish,  or  perhaps  in  any  other  lan- 
guage. When  she  came  hen  she  bobbet^  as  an  air, 
is  more  beautiful  than  either,  and  in  the  andante 
way,  would  unite  with  a  charming  sentimental 
ballad* 

.  Sam  ye  my  father,  is  one  of  my  greatest  fa- 
vourites.   The  evening  before  last,  I  wandered 
out,  and  began  a  tender  song,  in  what  I  think 
3  D  2 
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is  its  native  stile.  I  must  premise,  that  the  old 
way,  and  the  way  to  give  most  effect,  is  to  have 
no  starting  note,  as  the  fiddlers  call  it,  but  to 
burst  at  once  into  the  pathos.  Every  country 
girl  sings — Saw  ye  my  father,  &c. 

My  song  is  but  just  begun ;  and  I  should  like, 
before  T  proceed,  to  know  your  opinion  of  it. 
1  have  sprinkled  it  with  the  Scottish  dialect,  but 
it  may  be  easily  turned  into  correct  English. 

"  Where  are  the  joys,  &c."  See  Poems,  p,  434. 

Todlth  kame.  Urbani  mentioned  an  idea  of 
his,  which  has  long  been  mine ;  that  this  air  is 
highly  susceptible  of  pathos  i  accordingly,  you 
will  soon  hear  him,  at  your  concert,  try  it  to  a 
song  of  mine  in  the  Museum.  Ye  banks  and 
brats  x>'  bonze  Doon.  One  song  more  and  I 
have  done.  AvJd  lang  syTte.  The  air  is  but 
mediocre ;  but  the  following  song,  the  old  song 
of  the  olden  times,  and  which  has  never  been 
in  print,  nor  even  in  manuscript,  until  I  took 
it  down  from  an  old  man's  singing ;  is  enough 
t6  recommend  any  air. 

'^  Should  auld  acquaintance  be  fctrgot."  See  Poems,  p.  435. 


Now,  I  suppose,  I  have  tired  your  patience 
fairly.  You  must,  after  all  is  over,  have  a  num- 
ber of  ballads,  properly  so  called.  GillMorice, 
Tranent  Mtiir,  M'Pherson^s  farewell.  Battle 
of  Sheriff-muir,  or  We  ran  and  they  ran,  (I 
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know  the  author  of  this  channmg  ballad,  and 
Ilk  history)  Hardiknute,  Barbara  Allan,  (1  can 
furnish  a  finer  set  of  this  tune  than  any  that  has 
yet  appeared)  and  besides  do  you  know  that  I 
really  have  the  old  tune  to  which  The  Cherry 
and  the  Sloe  was  sung ;  and  which  is  mentioned 
as  a  well  known  air  in  Scotland's  Complaint,  a 
book  published  before  poor  Mary's  days.  It 
was  then  called.  The  banks  o'  Helicon;  an  old 
poem  which  Pinkerton  has  brought  to  light 
You  will  see  all  this  in  Tytler's  history  of  Scot- 
tish Music.  The  tune,  to  a  learned  ear,  may 
have  no  great  merit ;  but  it  is  a  great  curiosity* 
I  have  a  good  many  original  things  of  this  kind. 


No.  194. 

Mr  burns  to  Mr.  THOMSON. 

September^  179S. 

I  AM  happy,  my  dear  Sir,  that  my  ode 
pieases  you  so  much.  Your  idea,  «  honour's 
«  bed/'  is,  though  a  beautiful,  a  hackneyed 
idea;  so,  if  you  please,  we  will  let  the  line 
stand  as  it  is.  I  have  altered  the  song  as  follows. 

*'  Scots,  whahae  wi*  Wallace  bled.*'—- SecPoeww^p.  337. 

,  N.  B,  1  have  borrowed  the  last  stanza  from 
the  common  stall  edition  of  Wallace. 
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."'  ''  A  fain  usurper  ainks  in  every  foe, 
*'  And  liberty  returns  with  every  blow." 

A  couplet  worthy  of  Homer.  Yesterdiqr 
you  had  enough  of  my  correspondence.  The 
post  goes,  and  my  head  aches  miserably.  One 
comfort :  I  suffer  so  much.  Just  now,  in  this 
wcHrld,  for  last  night's  joviality,  that  I  shall 
escape  scot-free  for  it  in  the  world  to  come* 
Amen ! 


.    No*  195^ 
»1r  THOMSON  TO  Mk.  BURNS. 

mh  Sept.  179Ss^ 

A  THOUSAND  thanks  to  you,  my 
dear  Sir,  for  your  observations  on  the  list  of  my 
songs.  1  am  happy  to  find  your  ideas  sa  mudi 
in  unison  with  my  own  respecting  the  generali- 
ty of  the  airs,  as  well  as  the  verses.  About 
si^me  of  them  we  differ,  but  there  is  no  disputing 
about  hobby-horses.  1  shall  not  fail  to  profit 
by  the  remarks  you  make ;  and  to  reconsider 
the  whole  with  attention. 

Dainty  Davie  must  be  sung,  two  stanzas  to* 
gether,  and  then  the  chorus;  'tis  the  proper 
way.  1  agree  with  you,  that  theie  may  be 
something  of  pathos,  or  tenderness  at  least,  ia 
the  air  of  Fee  him'Fatfier,  when  perfoxmed  wit> 
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ieeling:  but  a  tender  cast  may  be  given  almost 
to  any  lively  air,  if  you  sing  it  very  slowly,  ex- 
pressively, and  with  serious  words.  I  am  how- 
ever, clearly  and  invariably  for  retaining  the 
cheerful  tunes  joined  to  their  own  humourous 
verses,  wherever  the  verses  are  passable.  But 
the  sweet  song  for  Fee  him  Father^  which  you 
began  about  the  back  of  midnight,  I  will  pub- 
lish  as  an  additional  one.  Mr.  James  Balfour, 
the  king  of  good  fellows,  and  the  best  singer  Af 
the  lively  Scottish  ballads  that  ever  existed,  has 
charmed  thousands  of  conipanies  with  Fee  him 
Father,  and  with  Todlin  hame  also,  to  the  old 
words»  which  never  should  be  disunited  from 
either  of  these  airs.  Some  Bacchanals  I  would 
wish  to  discard.  Fy  lets  a'  to  tlie  Bridal,  for 
inrtance,  is  so  coarse  and  vulgar,  that  I  thihk 
it  fit  only  to  be  sung  in  a  company  of  drunken 
eoUters ;  and  Saw  ye  my  Father  appears  to  me 
both  indelicate  and  silly. 

One  word  more*  with  regard  to  your  heroic 
ode.  I  think,  with  great  deference  to  the  Poet, 
that  a  prudent  general  would  avoid  saying 
any  thing  to  his  soldiers  which  might  tend  to 
niake  death  more  frightful  than  it  is.  Gory, 
presents  a  disagreeable  image  to  the  mind ;  and 
to  tell  them,  "  Welcome  to  your  gory  bed," 
seenas  rather  a  discouraging  address,  notwith- 
standing the  alternative  which  follows.  I  have 
diewn  the   song  to  three  friends  of  excellent 
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taste^  and  each  of -ihem  objected  to  this  line^ 
which  emboldens  me  to  use  the  freedom  o£ 
bringing  it  again  mider  your  notice.    I  would 


'  Now  prepare  for  honour's  bed, 
'*  Or  for  glorious  victorie." 


No.  196. 

Me:  BURNS  TO  Mb.  THOMSON. 

September,  1798. 

^^  \\r  HO  shall  decide  when  doctors  dis. 
agree  ?  My  ode  pleases  me  so  much  that  1  can- 
not alter  it.  Your  proposed  alteraticms  would^ 
in  my  opinion,  make  it  tame.  I  am  exceeding- 
ly obliged  to  you  for  putting  me  on  reconsider* 
ing  it ;  as  I  think  1  have  much  improved  it  In- 
stead of  "  soger !  hero  !**  I  will  have  it  "  Caledo- 
nian f  on  wi*  me !" 

1  have  scrutinized  it,  over  and  over ;  and  to 
the  world  some  way  or  other  it  shall  go  as  it  is. 
\  At  the  same  time  it  wiU  not  in  the  least  hurt 

me,  should  you  leave  it  out  altogether,  and  ad- 
here to  your  first  intention  of  adopting  Logan's 
verses 

1  have  finished  my  song  to  Saw  ye  my  father; 
and  in  English,  as  you  will  see.    That  there  i* 
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a  syllable  too  much  for  the  expression  of  the 
air,  is  true ;  but,  allow  me  to  say>  that  the  mere 
dividing  of  a  dotted  crotchet  into  a  crotchet  and 
a  quaver,  is  not  a  great  matter:  however,  in 
that,  I  have  no  pretensions  to  cope  in  judgment 
with  you.  Of  the  p€)etry  1  speak  with  confi- 
dence ;  but  the  music  is  a  business  where  I  hint 
my  ideas  with  the  utmost  diffidence. 

The  old  verses  have  merit,  though  unequal, 
and  are  popular :  my  advice  is  to  set  the  air  to 
the  old  words,  and  let  mine  follow  as  English 
verses.    Here  they  are-^ 

''  Where  are  the  joys  I  have  met  in  the  morning/'  &c. 

See  Poems,  p.  434. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Sur !  The  post  goes,  so  i  shall 
defer  some  other  remarks  until  more  leisure. 


No.  197. 
Me.  J^URNS  to  Mr.  THOMSON. 

September  1793. 

i  HAVE  been  turning  over  some  vo- 
lumes of  songs,  to  find  verses  whose  measures 
would  suit  the  airs  for  which  you  have  allotted 
me  to  find  English  Songs. 

For  MtUrland  Willie  you  have,  in  Ramsay's 
Tea-table,  an  excellent  song,  beginning  "  Ab, 
12.  3  E 
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why  those  tears  in  Nelly's  eyes."   As  for  The 
Collie7^"s  dochter,    take  tlie  following  old  Bac- 
clianal. 
"  Deluded  swain,  the  pleasure^"  &€•  See  Poems,  p.  4S7. 

The  faulty  line  in  Logan-water,  I  mend  thus; 

"  How  can  your  flinty  hearts  enjoy, 
"  The  widow's  tears,  the  orphan's  cry." 

The  song,  otherwise,  will  pass.  As  to  M'Gre- 
goira  Riui'Rutk,  you  will  see  a  song  of  mine  to 
it,  with  a  set  of  the  air  superior  to  yours  in  the 
Museum.    The  song  begins ; 

*'  Raving  winds  around  her  blowing/' 

Your  Irish  airs  are  pretty,  but  they  are  down- 
right Irish.  If  they  were  like  the  Banks  of 
Banna,  for  instance,  though  really  Irish,  yet  in 
the  Scottish  taste,  you  might  adopt  them.  Since 
you  are  so  fond  of  Irish  music,  what  say  you  to 
twentj^-five  of  them  in  an  additional  number? 
We  could  easily  find  this  quantity  of  charming 
airs ;  I  will  take  care  that  you  shall  not  want 
songs ;  and  I  assure  you  that  you  ii^ould  find  it 
the  most  saleable  of  the  whole.  If  you  do  not 
approve  of  Boy's  wife,  for  the  music's  sake,  we 
shall  not  insert  it.  Deil  tak  the  wars,  is  a 
charming  song;  so  is,  Sawyemy^Peggy.  Therms 
oiae  luck  about  the  house,  well  deserves  a  place. 
1  cannot  say  that,  O'er  tJie  hills  and  Jar  awa, 
strikes  me,  as  equal  to  your  selection.  This  is 
910  my  ain  house,  is  a  great  favourite  air  of  mine; 
and  if  you  will  send  me  your  set  of  it,  I  will 
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task  my  muse  to  her  highest  effort.  What  is 
your  opinion  of,  /  hae  laid  a  herrin  in  sawt  I 
like  it  much.  Your  Jacobite  airs  are  pretty ; 
and  there  are  many  others  of  the  same  kind, 
pretty ;  but  you  have  not  room  for  them.  You 
cannot,  I  think,  insert,  Fye  let  us  a'  to  the  bridal^ 
to  any  other  words  than  its  own. 

What  pleases  me  as  simple  and  naive^  disgusts 
you  as  ludicrous  and  low.  For  this  reason.  Fie 
giememy  Coggie,  Sirsy  Fye  let  us  a'  to  the  bridal, 
with  several  others  of  that  cast,  are,  to -me, 
highly  pleasing ;  while,  Saw  ye  my  father  or 
saw  ye  my  moilier^  delights  me  with  its  descrip- 
tive simple  pathos.  Thus  my  song,  Ken  ye 
V)hat  Meg  o'  the  mill  has  gotten  f  pleases  my- 
self so  much,  that  I  cannqt  try  my  hand  at 
another  song  to  the  air ;  so  I  shall  not  attempt 
it  1  know  you  will  laugh  at  all  this;  but, 
"  Ilka  man  wears  his  belt  his  ain  gait." 

• 

No.  198. 
Mr.  burns  to  Mr.  THOMSON, 

October,  1793. 

XOUR  last  letter,  my  dear  Thomson, 
was  indeed  laden  with  heavy  news.  Alas,  poor 
Erskine  !•  The  recollection  that  he  was  a  coad- 
jutor in  your  publi^tion,  has  till  now,  scared 

♦  The  hcfnourable  A.  Erskine,  brother  to  Lord  Kelly. 
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me  from  writing  to  you,  or  turning  my  thoughts 
on  composing  for  you. 

I  am  pleased  that  you  are  reconciled  to  the 
air  of  the  Quaker's  Wife ;  though,  by  the  bye,  an 
old  highland  gentleman  and  a  deep  antiquarian, 
tells  me  it  is  a  Gaelic  air,  and  known  by  the 
name  of  Leiger  rrC  ckoss.  The  following  verses, 
I  hope,  will  please  you,  as  an  English  song,  to 
the  air, 

''  Thine  am  I^  my  faithful  fair.''  See  Poem,  p.  45S. 


Your  objection  to  the  English  song  I  propo- 
sed for,  John  Anderson  my  jo,  is  certainly  just. 
The  following  is  by  an  old  acquaintance  of  mine, 
and  I  think  has  merit.  The  song  was  never  in 
pirint,  which  I  think  is  so  much  in  your  favour. 
The  more  original  good  poetry  your  collection 
contains,  it  certainly  has  so  much  the  more 
merit. 

SONG, 

BY   GAVIN  TUKNBULL* 

O  CONDESCEND^  dear^  charming  maid^ 

My  wretched  state  to  view ; 
A  tender  swain  to  5ove  betray'd. 

And  sad  despair^  by  you. 

While  here,  all  melancholy. 

My  passion  I  deplore. 
Yet,  urg'd  by  stem  resistless  fate, 

I  love' thee  more  and  more. 
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I  heard  of  lave,  and  with  diadtto. 
The  urchin's  power  denied; 

I  laugh'd  at  every  lover's  pain. 

And  mock'd  them  when  they.aigh'd 

But  how  my  state  is  altered  I 
Those  happy  days  are  o'er  ; 

For  sSH  thy  unrelenting  hate, 
I  love  thee  more  and  more. 

O  yields  illustrious  beauty,  yield. 

No  longer  let  me  mourn ; 
And  tho'  victorious  in  the  fidd. 

Thy  captive  do  not  scorn. 

Let  generous  pity  warm  thee. 

My  wonted  peace  restore ; 
And  grated,  I  shall  bless  thee  still. 

And  love  thee  more  and  more. 


The  following  address  of  Tumbull's  to  the 
nightingide^  will  suit  as  an  English  song  to  the 
air.  There  was  a  lass  and  she  was  fair.  By  the 
bye,  Tumbull  has  a  great  many  songs  in  MS 
which  I  can  command,  if  you  like  his  manner. 
Possibly,  as  he  is  an  old  friend  of  mine,  I  may 
be  prejudiced  in  his  favour ;  but  I  like  some  of 
his  pieces  very  much. 

THE  NIGHTINGALE, 

BY   G.   TURNBULL. 

Thou  sweetest  minstrel  of  the  grove. 

That  ever  tried  the  plaintive  strain. 
Awake  thy  tender  tale  of  love. 

And  soothe  a  poor  forsaken  swain. 
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For  &(/  the  Muses  deign  to  aid. 
And  teach  him  smoothly  to  complain ; 

Yet  Delia,  charming,  crud  maid,^ 
Is  deaf  to  her  forsaken  swain* 

All  day,  with  fashion's  gaudy  Sons, 
In  sport  she  wanders  o'er  the  plain : 

Their  tales  approves,  and  still  she  shuns 
The  notes  of  her  forsaken  swain. 

When  evening  shades  obscure  the  sky. 
And  bring  the  solemn  hours  again. 

Begin,  sweet  bird,  thy  melody. 
And  soothe  a  poor  forsaken  swain. 


I  shall  just  transcribe  another  of  Tumbiill'% 
which  would  go  charmingly  to  Lewie  Gordon. 

LAURA. 
By  Q.  TuENBULL. 

Lrt  me  wander  where  I  will. 
By  shady  wood,  or  winding  rill ; 
Where  the  sweetest  May«bom  flowers 
Paint  the  meadows,  deck  the  bowers; 
Where  the  linnet's  early  song 
Echoes  sweet  the  woods  among  ; 
Let  me  wander  where  f  will, 
Laura  haunts  my  fancy  stilL 

If  at  rosy  dawn  I  chuse 
To  indulge  the  smiling  muse ; 
If  I  court  some  cool  retreat. 
To  avoid  the  n<x)n-tide  heat ; 
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If  beneath  the  moon's  pale  ray. 
Thro'  un&eqaented  wilds  I  stray ; 
Let  me  wander  where  I  will^ 
liaura  haunts  my  fiincy  still. 

When  at  night  the  drowsy  god 
Waves  his  sleep-compelling  rod. 
And  to  fancy's  wakeful  eyes 
Bids  celestial  visions  rise  ; 
While  with  boundless  joy  I  rove 
Thro'  the  fidry  land  of  love: 
Let  me  wander  where  I  will, 
Laura  haunts  my  fancy  stilL 


The  rest  of  your  letter  I  shall  answer  at  some 
^thfir  opportunity. 


No.  199. 
Mk-  THOMSON  TO  Mr.  BURNS- 

7M.  Kov.  1793. 
My  Gooii  Sir, 

A  FTER  so  long  a  silence  it  gave  me 
peculiar  pleasure  to  recognise  your  well-known 
hand,  for  I  had  begun  to  be  apprehensive  that 
all  was  not  well  with  you.  1  am  happy  to  find^ 
however,  that  your  silence  did  not  proceed  from 
that  cause,  and  that  you  have  got  among  the 
ballads  once  more. 
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I  have  to  thank  you  for  your  English  song 
U}  Leiger  m^  choss,  which  I  think  extremely 
good,  although  the  colouring  is  warm.  Tour 
fiiend  Mr.  TumbuU's  songs  have  doubtless  con- 
siderable merit ;  and  as  you  have  the  command 
of  his  manuscripts^  1  hope  you  may  find  out 
some  that  will  answer  as  English  songs,  to  the 
airs  yet  unprovided. 


No.  200- 
Mb.  BURNS  TO  Mb.  THOMSON. 

December,  1795; 

1  ELL  me,  how  you  like  the  foUowing 
verses  to  the  tune  of,  Jo  Janet. 

^'  Husband,  husband,  cease  your  strife.'*  See  Pbems,  p.  438- 


'*  Wiltthoube  my  dearie?"  See  Poenw,  p.  440. 

No.  201. 

Mb.  THOMSON  to  Mr  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  17th.  April,  1794- 
My  Dear  Sir, 

Owing  to  the  distress  of  our  friend  for 
the  loss  of  his  child,  at  the  time  of  his  receiving 
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your  admirable  but  melancholy  letter,  I  had 
not  an  opportunity  'till  lately  of  perusing  it. — 
How  sorry  1  am  to  find  Burns  saying,  "  Canst 
thou  ftot  minister  to  a  mind  diseased !"  while  he 
is  delighting  others  from  one  end  of  the  island 
to  the  other.  Like  the  hypochondriac  who  went 
to  consult  a  physician  upon  his  case.  Go,  says 
the  doctor,  and  see  the  famous  Carlini,  who 
keeps  all  Paris  in  good  humour.  Alas,  Sir,  re- 
plied the  patient,  I  am  that  unhappy  Carlini ! 

Your  plan  for  our  meeting  together  pleases 
Sae  greatly,  and  1  trust  that  by  some  means  or 
other  it  will  soon  take  place ;  but  your  Baccha- 
nalian challenge  almost  frightens  me;  for  I  am 
a  miserable  weak  drinker  ! 

Allan  is  much  gratified  by  your  good  opinion 
of  his  talents.  He  has  just  begun  a  sketch  from 
your  Cotter's  Saturday  Night,  and  if  it  pleases 
himself  in  the  design,  he  will  probably  etch  or 
engrave  it.  In  subjects  of  the  pastoral  and  hu- 
morous kind,  he  is  perhaps  unrivalled  by  any 
artist  living.  He  fails  a  little  in  giving  beauty 
and  grace  to  his  females,  and  his  colouring  is 
sombre^  otherwise  his  paintings  and  drawings 
would  be  in  greater  request. 

I  like  the  music  of  the  Sutor^s  dochtor,  and 

%vill  consider  whether  it  shall  be  added  to  the 

last  volume ;  your  verses  to  it  are  pretty ;  but 

your  humorous  English  song,  to  suit,  Jo  Jd^net, 

is  iniildtable.  What  think  you  of  the  air.  With- 
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in  a  mile  of  Edinburgh.  It  has  alvrays  struck 
toie  as  a  modern  English  imitation,  but  it  is  said 
to  be  Oswald's,  and  is  so  much  liked,  that  I  be- 
lieve T  must  include  it.  The  verses  are  little 
better  than  namhy  pamby.  Do  you  consider  it 
worth  a  stanza  or  two  ? 


No.  201. 

Mr.  burns  to  Mr.  THOMSON. 

My  Dear  Sir,  May^  179it 

I  RETURN  you  the  plates,  with  which 
I  am  highly  pleased ;  1  would  humbly  propose, 
instead  of  the  younker  knitting  stockings,  to  put 
a  stock  and  horn  into  his  hands.  A  friend  of 
mine,  who  is  positively  the  ablest  judge  on  the 
subject  I  have  ever  met  with,  and  though  an  un- 
known, is  yet  a  superior  artist  with  the  Burin, 
is  quite  charmed  with  Allan's  manner.  I  got 
him  a  peep  of  the  Gentle  Siiepherd;  and  he  pro- 
nounces Allan  a  most  original  artist  of  great 
excellence. 

For  my  part,  I  look  on  Mr.  Allan's  chusing 
my  favourite  poem  for  his  subject,  to  be  one  of 
the  highest  compliments  1  have  ever  received. 

1  am  quite  vexed  at  PleyePs  being  cooped  up 
in  France,  as  it  will  put  an  entire  stop  to  our 
work.    Now,  and  for  six  or  seven  months,  / 
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shall  be  guile  m  song,  as  yoy  shall  see  by  and 
bye,  I  got  an  air,  pretty  enough,  composed 
by  Lady  Elizabeth  Heron,  of  Heron,  which  she 
calls,  The  Banks  of  Cree.  Cree  is  a  beautiful 
romantic  stream :  and  as  her  Ladyship  is  a  par- 
ticular friend  of  mine,  1  have  written  the  fol- 
lowmg  song  to  it. 

^'  Here  is  the  glen,  and  here  the  bower."— iScc  Poems,  p.  44.1. 


No.  201- 

Mh  burns  to  Mr.  THOMSON, 

July,  179*. 

Is  there  no  news  yet  of  Pleyel?  Or  is 
your  work  to  be  at  a  dead  stop,  until  the  allies 
set  our  modem  Orpheus  at  liberty  from  the  sa- 
vage thraldom  of  democratic  discords  ?  Alas  the 
day !  And  woe  is  me !  That  auspicious  period, 
pregnant  with  the  happiness  of  millions.f— ~ 


1  have  presented  a  copy  of  your  songs  to  the 
daughter  of  a  much-vahied,  and  much-honoured 
friend  of  mine,  Mr.  Graham  of  Fintray.  I  wrote, 
on  the  blank  side  of  the  title  page,  the  follow- 
ing address  to  the  young  lady. 


f  A  part  of  this  letter  has  been  omitted,  for  obvious  poli- 
tical  r»}son9. 
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Here>  where  the  Scottish  muse  immortal  lives^ 
In  sacred  strains  and  tuneful  numbers  join'd. 

Accept  the  gift;  tho'  humble  he  who  gives. 
Rich  is  the  tribute  of  the  grateful  mind. 

So  may  no  ruffian  feeling  in  thy  breast^ 
Discordant  jar  thy  bosom-chords  among; 

But  peace  attune  thy  gentle  soul  to  rest. 
Or  love  extatic  wake  his  seraph  song. 

Or  pity's  notes,  in  luxury  of  tears. 

As  modest  want  the  tale  of  woe  reveals  ; 

While  conscious  virtue  all  the  strain  endears. 
And  heaven-bom  piety  her  sanction  sealst 


No.  203. 
Mr  THOMSON  to  Mr.  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  10th  Atigust,  1794. 
My  Dear  Sir, 

1  OWE  you  an  apology  for  having  so 
long  delayed  to  acknowledge  thefevour  of  your 
last.  I  fear  it  will  be  as  you  say,  I  shall  have 
no  more  songs  from  Pleyel  till  France  and  we 
are  friends ;  but  nevertheless,  I  am  very  desir- 
ous to  be  prepared  with  the  poetry :  and  as  the 
season  approaches  in  which  your  mu^e  of  0)il» 
visits  you,  I  trust  I  shall  as  formerly  be  fre- 
quently gratified  with  the  result  of  your  amor* 
ous  and  tender  interviews ! 
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No.  204. 
Mit-  BURNS  TO  Me,  TH03IS0N- 

30th  August,  1794^ 

1  HE  last  evening  as  I  was  straying  out, 
and  thinking  of,  0*er  the  hills  and  far  away,  I 
spun  the  following  stanza  for  it ;  but  whether 
my  spinning  will  deserve  to  be  laid  up  in  store 
like  the  precious  thread  of  the  silk-worm,  or 
brushed  to  the  devil  like  the  vile  manufacture 
of  the  spider,  I  leave,  my  dear  Sir,  to  your  usu- 
al candid  criticism.  I  was  pleased  with  several 
lines  in  it  at  first ;  but  I  own  that  now,  it  ap« 
pears  rather  a  flimsy  business. 

This  is  just  a  hasty  sketch,  until  I  see  whether 
it  be  worth  a  critique.  We  have  many  sailor 
songs,  but  as  far  as  I  at  present  recollect,  they 
are  mostly  the  effusions  of  the  jovial  sailor,  not 
the  wailings  of  his  love-lorn  mistress.  I  must 
here  make  one  sweet  exception — Sweet  Annie 
frae  the  Seor-heach  caTue.    Now  for  the  song. 

'*  How  can  my  poor  heart  be  glad,  &c."  See  Poenu,  p.  443. 

I  give  you  leave  to  abuse  this  song,  but  do  it 
in  the  spirit  of  Christian  meekness* 
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No.  205- 
Mk.  THOMSON  TO  Me.  BURNS. 

Edinburgh^  l6th  Sept  1794w 
My  Deab  Sin, 

You  have  anticipated  my  opinion,  o^ 
On  the  seas  and  Jar  away ;  I  do  not  think  it 
one  of  your  very  happy  productions,  though  it 
certainly  contains  stanzas  that  are  worthy  of  all 
acceptation* 

The  second  is  the  least  to  my  liking,  particu-^ 
larly  "  Bullets  spare  my  ooly  joy/*  Cojifound 
the  hullets.  It  might  perhaps  be  ol^cted  ta 
the  third  verse,  "At  the  starless  midnight  hour," 
that  it  has  too  much  grandeur  of  imagery,  and 
that  greater  simplicity  of  thought  would  haVfe 
better  suited  the  character  of  a  sailor's  sweets 
heart.  The  tune,  it  must  be  remembered,  is  of 
the  brisk  cheerful  kind.  Upon  the  whole  there- 
fore,  in  my  humble  opinion,  the  song  would  be 
better  adapted  to  the  tune,  if  it  consisted  only  of 
the  first  and  last  vqrses,  with  the  cjhoyussea. 
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I 

No.  206. 

Me.  burns  to  Me.  THOMSON. 

Sept  179*. 

1  SHALL  withdraw  my,  On  the  seas 
4ndfar  away^  altogetha::  it  is  unequal,  and 
unworthy  the  work.  Making  a  poem  is  like 
begetting  a  son :  you  cannot  know  whether  you 
have  a  wise  man  or  a  fool,  until  you  produce 
him  to  the  world  and  try  him. 

Fdr  that  reason  I  send  you  the  offspring  of 
my  brain,  abortions  and  all ;  and  as  such,  pray 
look  over  them,  and  forgive  them,  and  bum 
them.  I  am  flattered  at  your  adopting,  Ca'  tlie 
yorwes  to  the  knowes,  as  it  was  owing  to  me  that 
ever  it  saw  the  light.  About  seven  years  ago  I 
was  well  Acquainted  with  a  worthy  little  fellow 
of  a  clergyman,  a  Mr.  Clunzie,  who  sung  it 
charmingly;  and  at  my  request,  Mr.  Clarke 
took  it  down  from  his  singing.  When  I  gave 
it  to  Johnson,  I  added  some  stanzas  to  the  song, 
and  mended  others,  but  still  it  will  not  do  for 
you.  In  a  solitary  stroll  which  I  took  to-day, 
I  tried  my  hand  on  a  few  pastoral  lines,  follow- 
ing up  the  idea  of  the  chorus,  which  1  would 
preserve.  Here  it  is,  with  all  its  crudities  and 
imperfections  on  its  head. 
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«^  Ca'  the  yowes  to  the  knowes,  &c'*  See  Poems,  p.  4*4. 
I  shall  give  you  my  opinion  of  your  otber 
newly  adopted  songs,  my  first  scribbling  fit 


No.  207- 

Mr.  burns  to  Mb-  THOMSON.  • 

September^  1794^ 

JDO  you  knowa  blackguard  Irish  song, 
called  Onagh^s  waterfall.  The  air  is  charming^ 
and  I  have  often  regretted  the  want  of  decent 
verses  to  it.  It  is  too  much,  at  least  for  my 
humble  rustic  muse,  to  expect  that  every  ef- 
fort of  hers  shall  have  merit :  still  I  think  that 
it  is  better  to  have  mediocre  verses  to  a  fe- 
vourite  an-,  than  none  at  all.  On  this  principle 
I  have  all  along  proceeded  in  the  Scots  Musical 
Museum,  and  as  that  publication  is  at  its  last  vo- 
lume, I  intend  the  following  song,  to  the  air 
above  mentioned,  for  that  work. 

If  it  does  not  suit  you  as  an  editor,  you  may 
be  pleased  to  have  verses  to  it  that  you  can  sing 
before  ladies. 

"  Sae  flaxen  were  her  ringlets,  &c."  See  Poems,  p.  445. 

Not  to  compare  small  tilings  with  great,'  my 
taste  in  music  is  like  the  mighty  Frederic  of 
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Prussians  taste  in  painting :  we  are  told  that  he 
frequently  admired  what  the  connoisseurs  decri- 
ed, and  always  without  any  hypocrisy  confessed 
his  admiration.  I  am  sensible  that  my  taste  in 
music  must  be  inelegant  and  vulgar,  because 
people  of  undisputed  and  cultivated  taste  can 
find  no  merit  in  my  favourite  tunes.  Still,  be- 
cause 1  am  cheaply  pleased,  is  that  any  reason 
why  I  should  deny  myself  that  pleasure  ?  Many 
of  our  strathspeys,  ancient  and  modern,  give 
me  most  exquisite  enjoyment,  where  you  and 
other  judges  would  probably  be  shewing  disgust. 
For  instance,  1  am  just  now  making  verses  for 
Rothemur Che's  Rant,  an  air  which  puts  me  in 
raptures ;  and  in  fact,  unless  I  be  pleased  with 
the  tune,  I  never  can  make  verses  to  it.  Here 
I  have  Clarke  on  my  side,  who  is  a  judge  that 
I  will  pit  against  any  of  you.  Rathemuixhe,  he 
says,  is  an  air  both  original  and  beautiful ;  and 
on  his  recommendation  I  have  taken  the  first 
part  of  the  tune  for  a  chorus,  and  the  fourth  or 
or  last  part  for  the  song.  I  am  but  two  stanzas 
deep  in  the  work,  and  possibly  you  may  think, 
and  justly,  that  the  poetry  is  as  little  worth 
your  attention  as  the  music. 

**  Lassie  wi*  the  lint  white  locks,  &c."  See  Poerns,  p,  456. 

I  have  begun  anew.  Let  me  in  this  ae  night. 
I>o  you  think  that  w^e  ought  to  retain  the  old 
chorus  ?  I  think  we  must  retain  both  the  old 
12.  3  G 
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chorus  and  the  first  stanza  of  the  old  song,  t  do 
not  altogether  like  the  tliird  line  of  the  first 
stanza,  but  cannot  alter  it  to  please  myself.  I 
am  just  three  stanzas  deep  in  it.  Would  you 
have  the  denouement  to  be  successful  or  other- 
wise ?  should  she  "  let  him  in"  or  not  ? 

Did  you  not  once  propose  The  Sow*s  tail  to 
GcordiCy  as  an  air  for  your  "v^ork  ?  I  am  quite 
delighted  with  it ;  but  I  acknowledge  that  is  no 
mark  of  its  real  excellence.  I  once  set  about 
verses  for  it,  which  1  meant  to  be  in  the  alter- 
nate way  of  a  lover  and  his  mistress  chanting  to- 
gether. 1  have  not  the  pleasure  of  knowing 
Mrs-  Thomson's  christian  name,  and  yours  I  am 
afraid  is  rather  burlesque  for  sentiment,  else  I 
had  meant  to  have  made  you  the  h^TO  and  he- 
roine of  the  little  piece. 

How  do  you  like  the  following  epigram, 
which  I  wrote  the  other  day  on  a  lovely  young 
girl's  recovery  from  a  fever  ?  Doctor  Maxwell 
was  the  physician  who  seemingly  saved  her 
from  the  grave ;  and  to  him  I  address  the  fol- 
lowing. 


To  Dr.  Maxwelly  on  Miss  Jessy  Staig's  recovery- 

Maxwell^  if  merit  here  you  crave. 

That  merit  I  deny  : 
You  save  fair  Jessie  from  tlie  grave ! 

An  angel  could  not  die. 

God  grant  you  patience  with  this  stupid  epistle ! 
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No.  208. 

Mr  THOMSON  to  Mr  BURNS. 

I  PERCEIVE  the  sprightly  muse  is  now 
attendant  upon  her  favourite  poet,  whose  rcoo^^- 
notes-  wild  are  become  as  enchanting  as  ever. 
She  says  she  Ufes  me  best  of  a\  is  one  of  the 
pleasantest  table  songs  1  have  seen,  and  hence- 
forth shall  be  mine  when  the  song  is  going  round. 
I'll  give  Cunningham  a  copy,  he  can  more 
powerfully  proclaim  its  merit  I  am  far  from 
undervaluing  your  taste  for  the  strathspey  mu- 
sic ;  on  the  contrary,  I  think  it  highly  animating 
and  agreeable,  and  that  some  of  the  strathspeys, 
when  graced  with  such  verses  as  yours,  will 
make  very  pleasing  songs,  in  the  same  way  that 
rough  Christians  are  tempered  and  softened  by 
lovely  woman,  without  whom,  you  know,  they 
had  been  brutes. 

I  am  clear  for  having  the  Soxv^s  tail,  particu- 
larly as  your  proposed  verses  to  it  ai'e  so  extreme- 
ly promising.  Geordy,  as  you  observe,  is  a 
name  only  fit  for  burlesque  composition.  JSlrs. 
Thomson's  name  (Katharme)  is  not  at  all  poeti- 
caL  Retain  Jeanie,  therefore,  and  make  the 
other  Jamie,  or  any  other  that  sounds  agreeably. 
Vour  Ca'  t/ic  cwes^  is  a  precious  little  mor- 
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ceau.  Indeed  I  am  perfectly  astonished  and 
charmed  with  the  endless  variety  of  your  fancy. 
Here  let  me  ask  you,  whether  you  never  seri- 
ously turned  your  thoughts  upon  dramatic 
writing?  That  is  a  field  worthy  of  your  genius, 
in  which  it  might  shine  forth  in  all  its  splendor. 
One  or  two  successful  pieces  upon  the  London 
stage  would  make  your  fortune.  The  rage  at 
present  is  for  musical  dramas :  few  or  none  of 
those  which  have  appeared  since  the  Dmnna^ 
possess  much  poetical  merit :  there  is  little  in 
the  conduct  of  the  fable,  or  in  the  dialogue,  'to 
interest  the  audience.  They  are  chiefly  vehicles 
for  music  and  pageantry.  I  think  you  might 
produce  a  comic  opera  in  three  acts,  which 
would  live  by  the  poetry,  at  the  same  time  that 
it  would  be  proper  to  take  every  assistance  from 
her  tuneful  sister.  Part  of  the  songs  of  course 
would  be  to  our  favourite  Scottish  airs ;  the  rest 
might  be  left  to  the  London  composer — Storace 
for  Drury-Lane,  or  Shield  for  Covent-Garden ; 
both  of  them  very  able  and  popular  musicians. 
I  believe  that  interest  and  manoeuvring  are  often 
necessary  to  have  a  drama  brought  on :  so  it 
may  be  with  the  namby  pamby  tribe  of  flowery 
scribblers  ;  but  were  you  to  address  JNIr.  Sheri- 
dan himself,  by  letter,  and  send  him  a  dramatic 
piece,  I  am  persuaded  he  would,  for  the  ho- 
nour of  genius,  give  it  a  fair  and  candid  trial. 
Excuse  me  for  obtruding  these  hints  upon  your 
consideration. 
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No.  209. 
Mr.  THOMSON  to  Mr.  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  Uth.  October,  1794. 

1  HE  last  eight  days  have  been  devoted 
to  there-examination  of  the  Scottish  collections, 
I  have  read,  and  sung,  and  fiddled,  and  consider- 
ed, till  1  am  half  blind  and  wholly  stupid.  The 
few  airs  I  have  added,  are  inclosed. 

Peter  Pindar  has  at  length  sent  me  all  the 
songs  I  expected  from  him,  which  are  in  gene- 
ral elegant  and  beautiful.  Have  you  heard  of 
a  LfOndon  collection  of  Scottish  airs  and  songs, 
just  published  by  Mr  Ritson,  an  Englishman. 
I  shall  send  you  a  copy.  His  introductory  es- 
say on  the  subject  is  curious,  and  evinces  great 
reading  and  research,  but  does  not  decide  the 
question  as  to  the  origin  of  our  melodies ;  though 
he  shews  clearly  that  Mr.  Tytler,  in  his  ingeni- 
ous dissertation,  has  adduced  no  sort  of  proof  of 
the  hypothesis  he  wished  to  establish ;  and  that 
his  classification  of  the  airs  accordhig  to  the  aeras 
when  they  were  composed,  is  mere  fancy  and 
conjecture.  On  John  Pinkerton,  Esq.  he  has  no 
mercy;  but  consigns  him  to  damnation!  He 
snarls  at  my  publication,  on  the  score  of  Pindar 
being  engaged  to  write  songs  for  it ;  uncandidly 
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and  unjustly  leaving  it  to  be  inferred,  tbat  the 
songs  of  Scottish  writers  had  been  sent  a  packing 
to  make  room  for  Peter*s !  Of  you  he  speaks 
ivith  «ome  respect,  but  gives  you  a  passing  hit 
or  two,  for  daring  to  dress  up  a  little,  some  old 
foolish  songs  for  the  Museum.  His  sets  of  the 
Scottish  airs  are  taken,  he  says,  from  the  oldest 
collections  and  best  authorities :  many  of  them, 
however,  have  such  a  strange  aspect,  and  are  so 
unlike  the  sets  which  are  sung  by  every  person 
of  taste,  old  or  young,  in  town  or  country,  that 
we  can  scarcely  recognize  the  features  of  our  fa- 
vourites. By  going  to  the  oldest  collections  of 
our  music,  it  does  not  follow  that  we  find  the 
melodies  in  their  original  state.  These  melodies 
had  been  preserved,  we  know  not  how  long,  by 
oral  communication,  before  being  collected  and 
printed :  and  as  different  persons  sing  the  same 
air  very  differently,  according  to  their  accurate 
or  confused  recollection  of  it,  so  even  supposing 
the  first  collectors  to  have  possessed  the  indus- 
try, the  taste  and  discernment  to  chuse  the  best 
they  could  hear,  (which  is  far  from  certain,)  still 
it  must  evidently  be  a  chance,  whether  the  col- 
lections exliibit  any  of  the  melodies  in  the  state 
they  were  first  composed.  In  selecting  the  me- 
lodies for  my  own  collection,  I  have  been  as 
much  guided  by  the  li\ing  as  by  the  dead. 
Where  these  differed,  1  preferred  the  sets  that 
appeared  to  me  the  most  simple  and  beautiful. 
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and  the  most  generally  approved:  and  without 
meanuig  any  compliment  to  my  own  capability 
of  chusing,  or  speaking  of  the  pains  I  have  ta- 
ken, I  flatter  myself  that  my  sets  will  be  found 
equally  freed  from  vulgar  errors  on  the  one  hand« 
md  affected  graces  on  the  other. 


No.  210. 
Me  burns  to  Mr.  THOMSON. 

19th  October,  1794- 
My  Deae  Feiend, 

JdY  this  morning's  post  I  have  your  list, 
and,  in  general,  I  highly  approve  of  it.  I  shall, 
at  more  leisure,  give  you  a  critique  on  the 
whole.  Clarke  goes  to  your  town  by  to-day's 
fly^  and  I  wish  you  would  call  on  him  and  take 
his  opinion  in  general :  you  know  his  taste  is  a 
standard.  He  will  return  here  again  in  a  week 
or  two ;  so,  please  do  not  miss  asking  for  him. 
One  thing  I  hope  he  will  do,  persuade  you  to 
adopt  my  fevourite,  Cragie-burn  wood,  in  your 
selection  :  It  is  as  great  a  favourite  of  his  as  of 
mine.  The  lady  on  whom  it  was  made,  is  one 
of  the  finest  women  in  Scotland ;  and  in  fact 
(entre  nous)  is  in  %  manner  to  me  what  Sterne's 
£liza  vras  to  him«-a  mistress,  or  friend,  or  wliat 
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you  will,  in  the  guileless  simplidty  of  Platonic 
love.  (Now  don't  put  any  of  your  squinting 
Constructions  on  this,  or  have  any  clishmadai. 
ver  about  it  among  our  acquaintances. '  1  assure 
you  that  to  my  lovely  friend  you  are  indebted 
for  many  of  your  best  songs  of  mine.  Do  you 
think  that  the  sober,  gin-horse  routine  of  exist- 
ence, could  inspire  a  man  with  life,  and  love,  and 
joy— could  fire  him  with  enthusiasm,  or  melt  him 
with  pathos,  equal  to  the  genius  of  your  book? 
— no !  no ! — Whenever  I  want  to  be  more  than 
ordinary  in  song ;  to  be  in  some  degree  equal  to 
your  diviner  airs ;  do  you  imagine  1  fast  and  pray 
for  the  celestial  emanation  ?  Ttmt  au  contraire! 
I  have  a  glorious  recipe;  tlie  very  one  that 
for  his  own  use  was  invented  by  the  divinity  of 
healing  and  poetry,  when  erst  he  piped  to  the 
flocks  of  Admetus.  I  put  myself  in  a  regimen 
of  admiring  a  fine  w^oman ;  and  in  proportion  to 
,the  adorability  of  her  charms,  in  proportion  you 
are  delighted  with  my  verses.  The  lightning 
of  her  eye  is  the  godhead  of  Parnassus,  and  the 
witchery  of  her  smile,  the  divinity  of  Helicon! 
To  descend  to  business ;  if  you  like  my  idea 
of,  Wfien  she  cam  ben  she  hobbiU  the  following 
stanzas  of  mine,  altered  a  little  from  what  they 
were  formerly  when  set  to  another  air,  may  per- 
haps do  instead  of  worse  stanzas. 

**  O  saw  ye  my  dear,  my  Phely,  &c,"  Stt  Poems,  p.  44T* 
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Now  for  a  few  miscellaneous  remarks.  The 
Poskf  (in  the  ]Museum)  is  ray  composition ;  the 
air  was  taken  down  from  JSIrs.  Bums's  voice. 
It  is  well  known  in  the  West  Country,  but  the 
old  words  are  trash.  By  the  bye,  take  a  look 
at  the  tune  again,  and  tell  me  if  you  do  not 
think  it  is  the  original  from  which -Bo^Zi/i  Castle 
is  composed.  The  second  part,  in  particular, 
for  the  first  two  or  three  bars,  is  exactly  the  old 
air.  StrathallaTCs  Lament  is  mine :  the  music  is 
by  our  right  trusty  and  deservedly  well-beloved, 
Allan  Masterton.  Donocthead,  is  not  mine :  1 
would  give  ten  pounds  it  were.  It  appeared 
first  ill  the  Edinburgh  Herald ;  and  came  to  the 
editor  of  that  paper  with  the  Newcastle  post- 
mark on  it  *     Whistle  o'er  the  lave  dt  is  mine  : 

•  The  reader  will  be  curious  to  see  this  poem,  so  highly 
praised  by  Burn^.  It  was  written  by  George  Pickeriag,  of 
Newcastle. 

Keen  blaws  the  wind  o'er  Donocht-head, 
The  snaw  drives  snelly  tliro'  the  dale. 
The  Gaber-lunisie  tirls  my  sneck. 

And  shivering  tells  his  waefii*  tale. 
•'  Cauld  is  the  night,  O  let  me  in, 

"  And  dlnna  let  your  minstrel  fa', 
«'  And  dinna  let  his  winding  slieet 
''  Be  naetliing  but  a  wreatli  o'  snaw. 

*'  Full  ninety  winters  hae  I  seen, 

*'  And  piped  where  gor-cocks  whin'ing  flew, 
*'  And  mony  a  day  I've  danc'd,  I  ween, 
'•   To  lilts  which  from  my  drone  I  blew.*' 
•   11  3  H 
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the  music  said  to  be  by  a  John  Bruce,  a  celebra- 
ted  violin  player,  in  Dumfries,  about  the  be- 
ginning of  this  centurj\  This  I  know,  Bruce, 
who  was  an  honest  man,  though  a  red-wud 
Highlandman,  constantly  claimed  it;  and  by 
all  the  old  musical  people  here  is  believed  to  be 
the  author  of  it. 

Andrew  and  his  cutty  Gun*  The  song  to 
which  tliis  is  set  in  the  Museum,  is  mine ;  and 
was  composed  on  Miss  Euphemia  Murray,  of 

My  Eppie  waked^  and  soon  she  cry'd, 

'  Get  up^  gudeman^  and  let  him  in ; 
'  For  weel  ye  ken  the  winter  night 

*,Was  short  when  he  began  his  din/ 

My  Eppie's  voice,  O  wow  it's  sweet. 

Even  the'  she  bans  and  scaulds  a  wee  ; 
But  when  it's  tuned  to  sorrow's  tale,- 

O,  haith,  its  doubly  dear  to  me. 
Come  in,  auld  carl,  I'll  steer  my  fire, 

ril  make  it  bleeze  a  bonnie  Bame  ; 
Your  bluid  is  thin,  yeVe  tint  the  gate. 

Ye  should  nae  stray  sae  far  frae  haine. 

"  Nae  hame  have  I,  the  minstrel  said, 

*'  Sad  party-strife  o'ertum'd  my  ha' ; 
"  And,  weeping  at  the  eve  of  life, 

"  I  wander  thro*  a  wreath  o'  snaw." 


This  affecting  Poem  is  apparently  incomplete.    The  author 
needed  not  to  have  been  ashamed  to  own  himself.      lu  is 

worthy  of  Burns,  or  of  Maciieili 
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liintrose,  commonly  and  deservedly  called,  TTie 
Flower  of  Strathmore. 

How  long  and  dreary  is  the  night.  I  met 
with  some  such  words  m  a  collection  of  songs 
somewhere,  which  I  altered  and  enlarged ;  and 
to  please  you,  and  to  suit  your  favourite  air,  I 
have  t^ken  a  stride  or  two  across  my  room,  and 
have  arranged  it  anew,  as  you  wUl  find  on  the 
other  page. 

**  How  lang  and  dreary  is  the  night,  &c."  See  Poeins,  p.  448. 

Tell  me  how  you  like  this.  I  differ  from  your 
idea  of  the  expression  of  the  tune.  There  is,  to 
me,  a  great  deal  of  tenderness  in  it  You  can- 
not, in  my  opinion,  dispense  with  a  bass  to  your 
addenda  airs.  A  lady  of  my  acquaintance,  a 
noted  performer,  plays  and  sings  at  the  same 
time  so  charmingly,  that  1  shall  never  bear  to 
see  any  of  her  songs  sent  into  the  world,  as  nak- 
ed as  Mr.  AVhat-d'ye-call-um  has  done  in  his 
London  collection.* 

These  EngUsh  songs  gravel  me  to  death.  I 
have  not  that  command  of  the  language  that  I 
have  of  my  native  tongue.  I  have  been  at  Du?i' 
can  Grai/y  to  dress  it  in  English,  but  all  1  can 
do  is  deplorably  stupid.     For  instance : 

"  Let  not  woman  e'er  complain/'  &c.  See  Poems,]).  419. 

Since  the  above,  I  have  been  out  in  the  comi- 

•  Mr.  Ritson. 

3  II  2 
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try  taking  a  dinner  with  a  friend,  where  I  met 
with  the  lady  whom  1  mentioned  in  the  second 
page  of  this  odds-and-ends  of  a  letter.  As  usual, 
I  got  into  song;  and  returning  home,  I  com- 
posed the  following  : 

"  Sleep'st  thou  or  wak'st  thou,  fairest  creature,  &c." 

See  Poems,  p.  45  i. 

If  you  honour  my  verses  by  setting  the  air  to 
them,  I  will  vamp  up  the  old  song  and  make  it 
English  enousrh  to  be  understood. 

1  inclose  you  a  musical  curiosity,  an  East  In- 
dian  air,  which  you  would  swear  was  a  Scottish 
one.  I  know  the  authenticity  of  it,  as  the  gen- 
tleman who  brought  it  over  is  a  particular  ac- 
quaintance of  mine.  Do  preserve  me  the  copy 
1  send  you,  as  it  is  the  only  one  I  have.  Clarke 
has  set  a  bass  to  it,  and  I  intend  putting  it  into 
the  musical  Museum,  Here  follow  the  verses 
I  intend  for  it. 
"  But  lately  seen  in  gladsome  green,  &c"  See  Poems,  p.  461. 

I  would  be  obhged  to  you  if  you  would  pro- 
cure  me  a  sight  of  Ritson's  collection  of  En^sh 
Songs,  which  you  mention  in  your  letter.  I  will 
thank  you  for  another  information,  and  tliat 
as  speedily  as  you  please ;  AVhether  this  miser- 
able drawling  hotch-potch  epistle  has  not  com- 
pletely tired  you  of  my  correspondence  ? 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


(    421    ) 

No.  21  !• 
Mr.  THOMSON  to  Mr.  BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  27th  October,  179^!. 

1  AM  sensible,  my  dear  friend,  tliat  a 
genuine  poet  can  no  more  exist  without  his  mis- 
tress than  his  meat.  1  wish  I  knew  the  adorable 
she,  whose  bright  eyes  and  witching  smiles  have 
so  often  enraptured  the  Scottish  bard !  that  I 
might  drink  her  sweet  health  when  the  toast  is 
going  round.  Craigie^urn-rtood,  must  certaii^- 
ly  be  adopted  into  my  family,  since  site  is  the 
object  of  the  song:  but  in  the  name  of  decency  I 
must  beg  a  new  chorus  verse  from  you.  O  to  be 
lying  beyond  thee^  dearie,  is  perhaps  a  consiun- 
ma.tion  to  be  wished,  but  will  not  do  for  singing 
in  the  company  of  ladies.  The  songs  in  your  last 
will  do  you  lasting  credit,  and  suit  the  respective 
airs  charmingly.  1  am  perfectly  of  your  opinion 
with  respect  to  the  additional  airs.  The  idea  of 
sending  them  into  the  world  naked  as  they  were 
bom  was  ungenerous.  They  must  all  be  clothed 
and  made  decent  by  our  friend  Clarke. 

I  find  1  am  anticipated  by  the  friendly  Cun- 
ningham, in  sending  you  Ritson's  Scottish  collec- 
tion. Permit  me,  therefore,  to  present  you 
with  liis  English  collection,  which  you  will  re- 
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ceive  by  the  coach.  I  do  not  find  his  histbricd 
€ssay  on  Scottish  song  ipteresting.  Your  anec- 
dotes and  miscellaneous  remarks  will^  1  am  sure, 
be  much  more  so.  Allan  has  just  sketched  a 
charming  design  from  Maggie  Lauder.  She  is 
dancing  with  such  spirit  as  to  electrify  the  piper, 
who  seems  almost  dancing  too,  while  he  is  play- 
ing with  the  most  exquisite  glee*  1  am  much 
inctined  to  get  a  small  copy,  and  to  have  it  en- 
graved in  the  stile  of  Ritson's  prints. 

P.  S.  Pray  what  do  your  anecdotes  say  con- 
cerning Maggie  Lauder  f  was  she  a  real  person- 
age,  and  of  what  rank  ?  You  would  surely  spier 
for  her  if  you  ccCed  at  instruther  town. 


No.  212- 

Mr,  burns  to  Mr.  THOMSON. 

November y  1794. 

Many  thanks  to  you,  my  dear  Sir,  for 
your  present :  it  is  a  book  of  the  utmost  import- 
ance  to  me.  I  have  yesterday  begun  my  anec- 
dotes, &c.  for  your  work.  I  intend  drawing  it 
up  in  the  form  of  a  letter  to  you,  which  will 
save  me  from  the  tedious  dull  business  of  syste* 
matic  arrangement.  Indeed,  as  all  I  have  to 
say  consists  of  unconnected  remarks,  anecdotes, 
scraps  of  old  songs,  &c.  it  would  be  impossible 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


(     423     ) 

to  ^ve  the  work  a  beginning,  a  middle,  and  an 
end ;  yvhich  the  critics  insist  to  be  absolutely  ne- 
cessary in  a  work.  In  my  last  I  told  you  my 
objections  to  the  song  you  had  selected  for.  My 
lodging  is  on  the  cold  ground.  On  my  visit  the 
other  day  to  my  fair  Chloris  (that  is  the  poetic 
name  of  the  lovely  goddess  of  my  inspiration) 
she  suggested  an  idea,  which  I,  in  my  return 
from  the  visit,  wrought  into  the  following  song. 

*'  My  Chloris,  mark  how  green  the  groves."  Sec  Poems,  p.  ^55* 

How  do  you  like  the  simplicity  and  tender- 
ness of  this  pastoral  ?  J  think  it  pretty  welL 

I  like  you  for  entering  so  candidly  and  so  kind- 
ly into  the  story  of  3fa  chere  Amie.  I  assure 
you,  I  was  never  more  in  earnest  in  my  life, 
than  in  the  account  of  that  afiair  which  I  sent 
you  in  my  last — Conjugal  love  is  a  passion  which 
1  deeply  feel,  and  highly  venerate ;  but,  some- 
how, it  does  not  make  such  a  figure  in  poesy  as 
that  other  species  of  the  passion, 

"  Where  Love  is  liberty,  and  Nature  law." 
Musically  speaking,  the  first  is  ah  instrument  «f 
which  the  gamut  is  scanty  and  confined,  but  the 
tones  inexpressibly  sweet;  while  the  last,  has 
powers  equal  to  all  the  intellectual  modulations 
of  the  human  soul.  Still,  I  am  a  very  poet  in  my 
enthusiasm  of  the  passion.  The  welfare  and 
happiness  of  the  beloved  object,  is  the  first  and 
inviolate  sentiment  that  pervades  my  soul ;  and 
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whatever  pleasures  I  might  wish  for,  or  what-' 
ever  might  be  the  raptures  they  would  give  me, 
yet,  if  they  interfere  with  that  first  principle, 
it  is  having  these  pl^sures  at  a  dishonest  price ; 
and  justice  forbids,  and  generosity  disdains  the 
purchase!    ******* 

Desparing  of  my  own  powers  to  give  you  va- 
riety  enough  in  English  songs,  I  have  been  tur- 
ning over  old  collections,  to  pick  out  songs  of 
which  the  measure  is  something  similar  to  what 
I  want !  and,  with  a  little  alteration,  so  as  to 
suit  the  rhythm  of  the  air  exactly,  to  give  you 
them  for  your  work.     Wliere  the  songs  have 
hitherto  been  but  little  noticed,  nor  have  ever 
been  set  to  music,  I  think  the  shift  a  fair  one. 
A  song,  which,  under  the  same  first  verse  you 
will  find  in  Ramsay's  Tea  table  Miscellany,  I 
have  cut  down  for  an  English  dress  to  your, 
"  Daintie  Davie^'  as  follows. 

"  It  was  the  charming  month  of  May."  See  Poems  p.  455. 

You  may  think  meanly  of  this,  but  take  a 
look  at  the  bombast  original,  and  you  will  be 
surprised  that  I  have  made  so  much  of  it.  I 
have  finished  my  song  to,  Rothemiir Che's  Bant\ 
and  you  have  Clarke  to  consult,  as  to  the  set  of 
the  air  for  singing. 

"  Lassie  wi'  tlie  lint  white  locks."  See  Poems,  p.  455. 

This  piece  has  at  least  the  merit  of  being  a  re- 
gular pastoral:  the  vernal  morn,  the  summer 
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noon,  the  autumnal  evening,  and  the  winter 
night,  are  regularly  rounded.  If  you  like  it, 
well :  if  not,  I  will  insert  it  in  the  Museum. 

I  am  out  of  temper  that  you  should  set  so 
sweet,  so  tender  an  air,  as,  Deil  tak  the  wars, 
to  the  foolish  old  verses.  You  talk  of  the  silli- 
ness of.  Saw  ye  my  father:  by  heavens^  the 
odds  is,  gold  to  brass !  Besides,  the  old  song, 
though  now  pretty  well  modernized  into  the 
Scottish  language,  is,  originally,  and  in  the 
early  editions,  a  bungling  low  imitation  of 
the  Scottish  manner,  by  that  genius  Tom  D'Ur- 
fey ;  so  has  no  pretensions  to  be  a  Scottish  pro- 
duction. There  is  a  pretty  English  song,  by 
Sheridan,  in  the  Duenna,  to  this  air,  which  is 
out  of  sight  superior  to  D'Urfey's,  It  begins, 

'^  When  sdble  night  each  drooping  plant  restoring." 

The  wr,  if  I  understand  the  expression  of  it  pro- 
perly, is  tiie  very  native  language  of  simplicity, 
tenderness,  and  love.  1  have  again  gone  over 
my  song  to  the  tune  as  follows.^ 

Now  for  my  English  song  to,  Nancy's  to  the 
Greenwood,  S^c. 


•  See  the  song  in  its  first  and  best  dress.  Poems,  p.  454. — - 
Our  Bard  remarks  upon  it,  "  I  could  easily  throw  this  into 
''  an  English  mould ;  but,  to  my  taste,  in  the  simple  and 
"  the  tender  of  the  pastoral  song,  a  sprinkling  of  the  old  ^ 
<'  Scottish  has  an  inimitable  effect." 
14.  3  I 
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"  Farewell  thou  stream  that  winding  flows,  &c/' 

Sec  Poems,  p.  ^\S. 

There  is  an  air.  The  Caledonian  IlunVs  cfe- 
lights  to  which  I  wrote  a  song  that  you  will 
find  in  Johnson.  Ye  hanks  and  hraes  o'  bonie 
Dqjn;  this  air,  I  think,  might  find  a  place 
among  your  hundred,  as  Lear  says  of  his  knights. 
Do  you  know  the  history  of  the  air  ?  It  is  curi- 
ous enough.  A  good  many  years  ago,  Mr. 
James  Miller,  writer  in  yom*  good  town,  a 
gentleman  whom  possibly  you  know,  was  in 
company  with  our  friend  Clarke ;  and  talking  of 
Scottish  music,  Miller  expressed  an  ardent  am- 
bition to  be  able  to  compose  a  Scots  air.  Mr- 
Clarke,  partly  by  way  of  joke,  told  him  to  keep 
to  the  black  keys  of  the  harpsichord,  and  pre- 
serve some  kind  of  rhythm ;  and  he  would  infal- 
libly compose  a  Scots  air.  Certain  it  is,  that  in 
a  few  days,  Mr.  Miller  produced  the  rudiments 
of  an  air,  w^hich  JSIr.  Clarke,  with  some  touches 
and  corrections,  fashioned  into  the  tune  in  ques- 
tion. Ritson,  you  know,  has  the  same  story  of 
the  Black  keys ;  but  this  account  which  I  have 
just  given  you,  Mr.  Clarke  informed  me  of,  sever- 
al years  ago.  Now  to  shew  you  how  difficult  it 
is  to  trace  the  origin  of  our  airs,  1  have  heard 
it  repeatedly  asserted  that  this  was  an  Irish  air; 
nay  1  met  with  an  Irish  gentleman  who  affirmed 
he  had  heard  it  in  Ireland  among  the  old  women ; 
w  hile,  on  the  other  hand,  a  Countess  uiforraed 
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me,  that  the  first  person  iHho  mtroduced  the 
air  into  this  country,  was  a  baronet's  lady  of 
her  acquaintance,  who  took  down  the  notes 
from  an  itinerant  piper  in  the  Isle  of  Man,  How 
difficult  then  to  ascertain  the  truth  respecting 
our  poesy  and  music!  1,  myselfi  have  lately 
seen  a  couple  of  ballads  sung  through  the  streets 
of  Dumfries,  with  tny  name  at  the  head  of  them 
as  the  author,  though  it  was  the  first  time  I  had 
ever  seen  them. 

I  thank  you  for  admitting,  Craigte-burn-' 
"wood;  and  I  shall  take  care  to  furnish  you  with 
a  new  chorus.  In  fact,  the  chorus  was  not  my 
work,  but  a  part  of  some  old  verses  to  the  air. 
If  I  can  catch  myself  in  a  more  than  ordinarily 
propitious  moment,  I  shall  write  a  new  Craigie- 
hurn-wood  altogether.  My  heart  is  much  in 
the  theme. 

I  am  ashamed,  my  dear  fellow,  to  make  the 
request ;  'tis  dunning  your  generosity ;  but  in  a 
moment,  when  I  had  forgotten  whether  I  was 
rich  or  poor,  I  promised  Chloris  a  copy  of  your 
songs.  It  wrings  my  honest  pride  to  write  you . 
this ;  but  an  ungracious  request  is  doubly  so, 
by  a  tedious  apology.  To  make  you  some 
amends,  as  soon  as  I  have  extracted  the  neces- 
sary information  out  of  them,  I  will  return  you 
Ritson's  volumes. 

The  lady  is  not  a  little  proud  that  she  is  to 
make  so  distinguished  a  figure  in  your  collection, 

3  I  3 
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and  I  sfoi  not  a  Jf^e  proud  that  I  have  it  in 
nay  power  to  please  her  so  much*  Lucky  it  is 
for  your  patience  that  my  paper  is  done^  for 
when  I  am  in  a  scribbling  humoiu*,  I  know  not 
when  to  give  over. 


No.  213- 
Mr  THOMSON  to  Mr.  BURNS. 

ISih  November,  1794, 
My  Good  Sir, 

uINCE  receiving  your  last,  I  have  had 
another  interview  with  Mr.  Clark,  and  ^  long 
consultation.    He  thinks  the  Caledonian  Hunt 
is  more  Bacchanalian  than  amDjoits  in  its  nature, 
and  recommends  it  to  you  to  match  the  air  ac« 
cordingly.    Pray  did  it  ever  occur  to  you  how 
peculiarly  well  the  Scottish  airs  are  adapted  for 
verses  in  the  ibrm  of  a  dialogue  ?  The  first  part 
of  the  air  is  generally  low,  and  suited  for  a  man's 
voice,  and  the  second  p^rt,  in  many  instances, 
cannot  be  sung,  at  concert  pitch,  but  by  a  fe- 
male voice.    A  song  thus  performed  makes  an 
4tgreeable  variety,  but  few  of  ours  are  written 
in  this  form :  I  wish  you  would  think  of  it  in 
some  of  those  that  remain.  The  only  one  of  the 
kind  you  have  sent  me,  is  admirable,  and  levill 
be  an  universal  favourite. 
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Your  verses  for  Rothemurche  are  so  sweetly 
pastoral,  and  your  serenade  to  Chloris,  for,  Deil 
tak  the  wars,  so  passionately  tender,  that  I 
have  sung  myself  into  raptures  with  them. 
Your  song  for,  My  lodging  is  on  the  cold 
groundj  is  likewise  a  diamond  of  the  first  water ; 
I  am  quite  dazzled  and  delighted  by  it.  Some 
of  your  Chlorises  I  suppose  have  flaxen  hair, 
from  your  partiality  for  this  colour ;  else  we  dif- 
fer about  it ;  for  I  should  scarcely  conceive  a 
woman  to  be  a  beauty,  on  reading  that  she  had 
lint-white  locks ! 

Farewell  thou  stream  tliat  winding  flows,  I 
think  excellent,  but  it  is  much  too  serious -to 
come  -after  Nancy :  at  least  it  would  seem  an 
incongruity  to  provide  the  same  air  with  merry 
8oottish  and  melancholy  English  verses !  The 
more  that  the  two  sets  of  verses  resemble  eacb 
other  in  their  general  character,  the  betten 
Tho«e  you  have  manufactured  for  Dainty  Da^ 
viCs  will  answer  charmingly.  I  am  happy  to 
find  you  have  begun  your  anecdotes:  I  care 
not  how  long  they  be,  for  it  is  impossible  that 
any  thing  from  your  pen  can  be  tedious.  Let 
me  beseech  you  not  to  use  ceremony  in  telling 
me  when  you  wish  to  present  any  of  your  frienda 
with  the  songs :  the  next  carrier  will  bring  you 
three  copies,  and  you  are  as  welcome  to  twenty 
as  to  a  pinch  of  snuff. 
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No.  214. 
Mr.  burns  to  Mr,  THOMSON. 

19th.  November,  179*. 

jL  OU  see,  my  dear  Sir,  what  a  punctual 
correspondent  I  am ;  though  indeed  you  may 
thank  yourself  for  the  tedium  of  my  letters,  as 
you  have  so  flattered  me  on  my  horsemanship 
with  my  favourite  hobby,  and  have  praised  the 
grace  of  his  ambling  so  much,  that  I  am  scarcely 
ever  off  his  back.  For  instance,  this  morning, 
though  a  keen  blowing  frost,  in  my  walk  be- 
fore breakfast,  I  finished  my  duet  which  you 
were  pleased  to  praise  so  much.  Whether  I 
have  uniformly  succeeded,  I  wUlnot  say;  but 
here  it  is  for  you,  though  it  is  not  an  hour  old 

*'  O  PhiUy,  happy  be  that  day,  Ac."  See  Poems,  p.  449. 

Tell  me  honestly  how  you  like  it ;  and  point 
out  whatever  you  think  faulty. 

I  am  much  pleased  with  your  idea  of  singing 
our  songs  in  alternate  stanzas,  and  regret  that 
you  did  not  hint  it  to  me  sooner.  In  those  that 
remain,  I  shall  have  it  in  my  eye.  I  remember 
your  objections  to  the  name,  Philly ;  but  it  is 
the  common  abbreviation  of  Pbillis.  Sally,  the 
only  other  name  that  suits,  has,  to  my  ear,  a 
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vulgarity  about  it,  which  unfits  it  for  aiiy  thing 
except  burlesque.  The  legion  of  Scottish  poet- 
asters of  the  day,  whom  your  brother  editor, 
Mr.  Ritson,  ranks  with  me,  as  my  coevals,  have 
always  mistaken  vulgarity  for  simplicity  '.where- 
as, simplicity  is  as  much  ehignec  from  vulgarity 
on  the  one  hand,  as  from  affected  point  and 
puerile  conceit,  on  the  other, 

1  agree  with  you  as  to  the  air,  Craig ic^burfu 
woadi  that  a  chorus  would  in  some  degree  spoil 
the  effect ;  and  shall  certainly  have  none  in  my 
projected  song  to  it.  It  is  not,  however,  a  case 
in  point  with,  Rothemurche;  there,  asinRoy^s 
"wife  of  Aldivaloc/h  a  chorus  goes,  to  iny  taste, 
well  enough.  As  to  the  chorus  going  first,  that 
is  the  case  with  Roy's  Wife,  as  well  as  Rothe- 
murche. In  feet,  in  the  first  part  of  both  tunes, 
the  rhythm  is  so  peculiar  and  irregular,  and  on 
that  irregularity  depends  so  much  of  their  beau- 
ty, that  we  must  e'en  take  them  with  all  their 
wildness,  and  humour  the  verse  accordingly. 
Leaving  out  the  starting  note,  in  both  tunes, 
has  1  think,  an  effect  that  no  regularity  could 
counterbalance  the  want  of, 

{O  Roy's  wife  of  Aldivaloch. 
O  laasie  wi'  the  lint- white  lockR. 


and 


{Hoys  wue  ot  Aldivalocn. 
We  wi' the  lint-white  locks.      • 

Does  not  the  tameness  of  the  prefixed  syllable 
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strike  you?  In  the  last  case,  with  the  irae  furor 
of  genius,  you  strike  at  once  into  the  wild  ori- 
ginality of  the  air :  w^hereas,  in  the  JSrst  insipid 
method,  it'is  like  the  grating  screw  of  the  pins 
before  the  fiddle  is  brought  into  tune.  This  is  my 
taste,  if  I  am  wrong  I  beg  pardon  of  the  cogno- 
scenti. 

The  Caledonian  Hunt,  is  so  charming,  that  it 
would  make  any  subjeet  in  a  song  go  down ; 
tnit  pathos  is  certainly  its  native  tongue.    Scot* 
ti;^  Bacchanalians  we  certainly  want,  liiough 
the  f6w  we  have  are  excellent    For  instance, 
Todlin  kame,  is,  for  wit  and  humour,  an  un- 
paralleled composition;  and,  Andrew  and  kii 
cutty  gun^  is  the  work  of  a  mastar.    By  the 
way,  are  you  not  quite  vexed  to  think  thst 
those  men  of  genius,  for  such  they  certainly 
were,  who  composed  our  fine  Scottish  lyrics^ 
should  be  unknown  ?  It  has  given  n^e  many  a 
heartache.    Apropos,  to  Bacchanalian  songs  in 
Scottish ;  I  composed  one  yesterday,  for  an  air 
1  like  mafAi^^Lumps  o'  pudding. 


Contented  vi'  little^  and  cantie  wi'  mair, 
VHiene'er  I  forgather  wi'  sorrow  and  care, 
I  gie  them  a  akelp^  as  they're  creepin^lang, 
Wi'  a  cog  o'  gade  swats,  and  an  auld  Scottish  sang. 

I  whyles  claw  the  elbow  o'  troublesome  diought ; 
But  tnan  is  a  soger,  and  life  is  a  faught : 
My  mirth  and  gude  humour  are  coin  in  my  poud). 
And  my  Freedom's  my  lairdship  nae  monarch  dare  toudu 
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A  towmond  o*  trouble^  should  that  be  my  fa', 
A  night  o'  gude  fellowship  sowthers  it  a' : 
When  at  the  bly  the  end  of  our  journey  at  last, 
Wlia  the  dell  ever  thinks  o'  the  road  he  has  past. 

Blind  diance,  let  her  snapper  and  stoyte  on  her  way  ; 
Be't  to  me,  be't  frae  me,  e'en  let  the  jade  gae : 
Come  ease,  or  come  travail ;  come  pleasure,  or  paiit ; 
My  warst  word  is — "  Welcome  and  welcome  again !" 

If  you  do  not  relish  the  air,  I  will  send  it  to 
Johnson. 


Since  yesterday's  penmanship,  I  have  framed 
a  couple  of  English  stanzas,  by  way  of  an  Eng- 
lish song  to,  Roy's  Wife.  You  will  allow  me, 
that,  in  this  instance,  my  English  corresponds 
in  sentiment  with  the  Scottish. 

CANST  THOU  LEAVE  ME  THUS,  MY  KATY? 

Tune,—''  Rov's  Wife." 

Canst  thou  leave  me  thus,  my  Katy  9 
Canst  thou  leave  me  thus,  my  Katy  ? 
Well  thou  knoTv'st  my  aching  heart. 
And  canst  thou  leave  me  thus  for  pity  ? 
Is  this  thy  pjighted,  fond  regard. 
Thus  cruelly  to  part,  my  Katy  ? 
Is  this  thy  fiiithful  swain's  reward — 
An  aching,  broken  heart,  my  Katy  ? 
Canst  thou,  ^c. 
Farewell !  and  ne'er  such  sorrows  tear . 
That  fickle  heart  of  thine,  my  Katy ! 
Thou  may'st  find  those  will  love  thee  dear — 
But  not  a  love  like  mine,  my  Katy. 
Canst  thou,  S^. 

J*.  K  k 
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Well !  I  thiiik  this,  to  be  done  in  two  or  three 
turns  across  my  room,  and  with  two  or  three 
pinches  of  Irish  Blackguard,  is  not  so  far  amiss. 
You  see,  I  am  determined  to  have  my  quantum 
of  applause  from  somebody. 

TjbU  my  friend  Allan,  (for  I  am  sure  tliat 
we  only  want  the  trifling  circumstance  of  being 
known  to  one  another,  to  be  the  best  friends  on 
earth)  that  I  much  suspect  he  has,  in  liis  plates, 
mistaken  the  figure  of  the  stock  and  horn.    I 
have,  at  last,  gotten  one;  but  it  is  a  very  rude 
instrument.     It  is  composed  of  three  parts ;  the 
stock,  %vliich  is  the  hinder  thigh-bone  of  a  sheep» 
such  as  you  see  in  a  mutton-ham;  the  horn, 
which  is  a  common  Highland  cow*s  horn,  cut 
off  at  the  smaller  end,  until  the  aperture  be  large 
enough  to  admit  the  stock  to  be  pushed  up 
through  the  horn,  until  it  be  held  by  the  thick- 
er end  of  the  thigh-bone ;  and  lastly,  an  oaten 
reed,  exactly  cut  and  notched  like  that  which  you 
see  every  shepherd-boy  have,   when  the  com 
stems  are  green  and  full-grown.    The  reed  is 
not  made  fast  in  the  bone,  but  is  held  by  the 
lips,  and  plays  loose  in  the  smaller  end  of  the 
stock ;  while  'the  stock  with  the  horn  hanging 
on  its  larger  end,  is  held  by  the  hands  in  play- 
ing.   The  stock  has  six  or  seven  ventiges  on  the 
upper  side,  and  one  back-ventige,  Uke  the  com- 
mon flute.    This  of  mine  was  made  by  a  man 
from  the  Vraes  of  Athold,  and  is  exactly  what 
the  shepherds  wont  to  use  in  that  country. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


(     435     ) 

However,  either  it  is  not  quite  properly  bor- 
ed in  the  holes,  or  else  we  have  not  the  art  of 
blowing  it  rightly ;  for  we  can  make  little  of  it. 
If  Mr.  Allan  chuses,  I  will  send  liim  a  sight  of 
mine ;  as  I  look  on  myself  to  be  a  kind  of  bro- 
ther-brush with  him.  "  Pride  in  Poets  is  nae 
sin,"  and  I  will  say  it,  that  I  look  on  Mr.  Allan 
and  Mr.  Bums  to  be  the  only  genuine  and  real 
painters  of  Scottish  costume  in  the  world. 


No.  215. 
Mr.  THOMSON  to  Mu.  BURNS. 

ZSth  November,  179i. 

•  I  ACKNOWLEDGE,  my  dear  sir,  you 
are  not  only  the  most  punctual,  but  the  most 
delectable,  correspondent  1  ever  met  witli.  To 
attempt  flattering  you  never  entered  my  head ; 
the  truth  is,  I  look  back  with  surprize  at  my 
impudence,  in  so  frequently  nibbling  at  lines 
and  couplets  of  your  incomparable  lyrics,  for 
which  perhaps,  if  you  had  served  me  right,  you 
would  have  sent  me  to  the  devil.  On  the  con- 
trary, however,  you  have  all  along  contlescend- 
ed  to  invite  my  criticism  with  so  mucli  courtesy 
that  it  ceases  to  be  wonderful,  if  I  have  some- 
times given  myself  the  airs  of  a  reviewer.  Your 
last  budget  demands  unqualified  praise  :  all  the 
3  K  2 
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songs  are  charming,  but  the  duet  is  a  chefd! 
ceuvre.  Lumps  of  pudding,  shall  certainly 
make  one  of  my  family  dishes ;  you  have  cook- 
ed it  so  capitally,  that  it  will  please  all  palates. 
Do  give  us  a  few  more  of  tliis  cast,  when  you 
find  )''ourself  in  good  spirits :  these  convivial 
songs  are  more  wanted  than  those  of  the  amor- 
ous kind,  of  which  we  have  great  choice.  Be- 
sides, one  does  not  often  meet  with  a  singer  ca- 
pable of  giving  the  proper  effect  to  the  latter, 
while  the  former  are  easily  sung,  and  acceptable 
to  every  body.  I  participate  in  your  regret  that 
the  authors  of  some  of  our  best  songs  are  un- 
known :  it  is  provoking  to  every  admirer  of 
genius. 

I  mean  to  have  a  picture  painted  from  your 
beautiful  ballad.  The  Soldier's  Returiiy  to  bq  en- 
graved  for  one  of  my  frontispieces.  The  most 
interesting  point  of  time  appears  to  me,  when 
she  first  recognizes  her  ain  dear  Willy,  «  She 
gaz'd,  she  redden'd  like  a  rose."  The  three 
lines  immediately  following  are  no  doubt  more 
impressive  on  the  reader's  feelings ;  but  were  the 
painter  to  fix  on  these,  then,  you'll  observe,  the 
animation  and  anxiety  of  her  countenance  is 
gone,  and  he  could  only  represent  her  fainting 
in  the  soldier's  arms.  But  I  submit  the  matter 
to  you,  and  beg  your  opinion. 

Allan  desires  me  to  thank  you  for  )'our  accu- 
rate description  of  the  stock  and  horn,  and  for 
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the  very  gratifying  compliment  you  pay  him, 
in  considering  him  worthy  of  standing  in  a  niche 
by  the  side  of  Burns,  in  the  Scottish  Pantheon. 
He  has  se^n  the  rude  instrument  you  describe, 
so  does  not  want  you  to  send  it ;  but  wishes  to 
know  whetlier  you  beheve  it  to  have  ever  been 
generally  used  as  a  musical  pipe  by  the  Scot- 
tish shepherds,  and  when,  and  in  what  part  of 
the  country  chiefly.  I  doubt  much  if  it  was  ca* 
pable  of  any  thing  but  routing  and  roaring.  A 
friend  of  mine  says  he  remembers  to  have  heard 
one  in  his  younger  days  (made  of  wood  instead 
of  your  bone)  and  that  the  sound  was  abo- 
minable. 

Do  not,  I  beseech  you,  return  any  books. 


No.  216. 

Mr.  burns  to  Mr.  THOMSON. 

December^  1794. 

It  is,  I  assure  you,  the  pride  of  my  heart 
to  do  any  thing  to  forward,  or  add  to  the  value 
of  your  book :  and  as  1  agree  with  you,  that  the 
Jacobite  song,  in  the  JVluseum,  to,  There'll  ne^ 
ver  he  peace  tilljamie  comes  /lame,  would  not 
so  well  consort  with  Peter  Pindar's  excellent 
love-song  to  that  air,  1  have  just  framed  for  you 
the  following : 
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WY  NANIE'S  AW  A. 

Tttne. — **  There'll  never  be  Peace,  ^c" 

Now  m  her  green  mantle  blytiie  nature  arrays;, 
And  listens  the  lambkins  tliat  bleat  o'er  the  braes. 
While  birds  warble  welcome  in  ilka  green  shaw ; 
But  to  me  its  deligbtless — ^my  Name's  awa. 

The  snaw-drap  and  pimrose  our  woodlands  adorn. 
And  violets  bathe  in  the  weet  o'  the  morn ; 
They  pain  my  sad  bosom,  sae  sweetly  they  blaw. 
They  mind  me  o*  Nanie — and  Nanie's  awa. 

Thou  lav'rock  that  springs  frae  the  dews  of  the  lavn 
The  shepherd  to  warn  o'  the  grey-breaking  dawn. 
And  thou  mellow  mavis  that  hails  the  night>&'. 
Give  over  for  pity — my  Nanie's  awa. 

Come  autumn,  sae  pensive,  in  yellow  and  grey. 
And  soothe  me  wi'  tidings  o'  nature's  decay  : 
The  dark,  dreary  winter,  and  wild-driving  snaW, 
Alane  can  delight  me — ^now  Nanie's  awa. 


How  does  tins  please  yoa  ?  As  to  the  point 
of  time,  for  the  expression,  in  your  proposed 
print  from  my  Sodger's  Return :  It  must  cer- 
tainly be  at— «  She  "  Gaz'd.'*  The  interesting 
dubiety  and  suspence,  taking  possession  of  her 
countenance;  and  the  gushing  fondness,  with 
a  mixture  of  roguish  playfulness,  in  his,  strike 
me,  as  things  of  which  a  master  will  make  a 
great  deal- 
In  great  haste,  but  in  great  truth,  yours. 
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•  No.  217. 
Ma.  BURNS  to  Uk.  THOMSON- 

January^  1795* 

1  FEAR  for  my  songs ;  however,  a  few 
may  please,  yet  origmality  is  a  coy  feature,  in 
composition,  and  in  a  multiplicity  of  efforts  in 
the  same  style,  disappears  altogether.  For  these 
three  thousand  years,  we,  poetic  folks,  have 
been  describing  the  spring,  for  instance ;  and  as 
tlie  spring  continues  the  same,  there  must  soon 
be  a  sameness  in  the  imagery,  &c.  of  these  said 
rhyming  folks. 

A  great  critic,  Aikin  on  songs,  says,  that 
love  and  wine  are  the  exclusive  themes  for  song- 
writing.  The  following  is  on  neither  subject, 
and  consequently  is  no  song;  but  will  be  allow- 
ed, I  think,  to  be  two  or  three  pretty  good 
prose  thoughts,  inverted  into  rhyme. 

"  Is  there,  for  honest  poverty,  &c.  See  Poems,  p.  4^5. 

I  do  not  give  you  the  foregoing  song  for  your 
book,  but  merely  by  way  of  vive  la  bagatelle; 
for  the  piece  is  not  really  poetry.  How  will 
the  following  do  for  CraigieJjum-uood. 
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CRAIGIE-BURN-WOOD. 

Sweet  fa's  the  eve  on  Craigie-bum, 
And  blythe  awakes  the  morrow^ 

But  a'  tlie  pride  o'  spring's  return 
Can  yield  me  nocht  but  sorrow. 

I  see  the  flowers  and  spreading  trees, 
I  hear  the  wild  birds  singing ; 

But  what  a  weary  wight  can  please^ 
And  care  his  bosom  wringing  ? 

Fain^  fain  would  I  my  ^efs  impart. 
Yet  dare  na  for  your  anger ; 

But  secret  love  wiU  break  my  heart. 
If  I  conceal  it  langer. 

If  thou  refuse  to  pity  me. 

If  thou  shalt  love  anither. 
When  yon  green  leaves  fade  frae  the  tree. 

Around  my  grave  they'll  wither. 

Farewell !  God  bless  you. 


No.  218. 

Mil  THOMSON  TO  Mr  BURNS. 

My  Dear  Sir,  EdinburgJi^  30  «7an.  1795. 

1  THANK  you  heartUy  for  Nanie's 
awa^  as  well  as  for  Craigie-burn,  which  I  think 
a  very  comely  pair.  Your  observation  on  the 
difficulty  of  original  writing  in  a  number  of  ef- 
forts, in  the  same  style,  strikes  me  very  forcibly ; 
and  it  has  again  and  again  excited  my  wonder 
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to  find  you  continually  surmounting  this  diffi- 
culty, in  the  many  delightful  songs  you  have 
sent  me.  Your  vive  la  bagatelle  song,  For  a' 
that,  shall  undoubtedly  be  included  in  my  list 


No.  219. 

Me.  burns  to  Mb.  THOMSON. 

February,  1795. 
IriERE  is  another  trial  at  your  favourite 


au*. 


Ttifse— >^^  Let  me  in  this  ae  night." 

O  Lassie^  art  thou  sleeping  yet. 

Or  art  tliou  wakin,  I  would  wit. 
For  love  has  bound  me,  hand  and  foot. 
And  I  would  £am  be  in,  jo. 
O  let  me  in  this  ae  night. 
This  ae,  ae,  ae  night ; 
For  pit^s  sake  this  ae  night, 
O  rise  and  let  me  in,  jo. 

Thou  hear'st  the  winter  wind  and  weet, 
Nae  star  blinks  thro'  the  driving  sleet  ; 
Tak  pity  on  my  li^eary  feet. 

And  shield  me  frae  the  rain,  jo. 
0  let  me  in,  4*c. 

The  bitter  blast  that  round  me  blaws. 
Unheeded  howls,  unheeded  fii's ; 
The  cauldness  o'  thy  heart's  the  cause 
Of  a*  my  grief  and  pain,  jo. 
O  let  me  in,  Sfc. 
14.  3  L 
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HER  ANSWER 

O  tell  na  me  o'  wind  and  raiit. 
Upbraid  na  me  wi'  cauld  disdain, 
Gae  back  the  gate  ye  cam  again, 
I  winna  let  you  in,  jo. 
/  tell  you  now  this  ae  night, 

This  ae,  ae,  ae  night  ; 
And  ance  for  a'  this  ae  night, 
I  winna  let  you  in,  jo. 

The  snellest  blast,  at  mirkest  hours. 
That  round  the  pathless  wand'rer  pours. 
Is  nocht  to  what  poor  she  endures 
That's  trusted  faithless  man,  jo. 

/  tell  you  now,  ^v. 

The  sweetest  flower  that  deck'd  the  mead. 
Now  trodden  like  the  vilest  weed : 
Let  simple  maid  the  lesson  read. 
The  weird  may  be  her  ain,  jo. 

I  tell  you  now,  <^'c. 

The  bird  that  diarm'd  his  summer-day. 
Is  now  the  cruel  fowler's  prey ; 
Let  witless,  trusting,  woman  say 
How  aft  her  fate's  the  same,  jo. 

J  tell  you  now,  ^, 

I  do  not  know  whether  it  will  da 
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No.  220. 
Mr.  burns  to  Mr.  THOMSON. 

Ecclefechan^  7th  Febr^uary,  1795. 

My  DEAR  Thomson, 

jL  OU  cannot  have  any  idea  of  the  predi- 
cament in  which  1  write  to  you.  In  the  course 
of  my  duty  as  Supervisor  (in  which  capacity  I 
have  acted  of  late)  1  came  yesternight  to  this 
unfortunate,  wicked,  little  village.  I  have  gone 
forward,  but  snows  of  ten  feet  deep  have  imped- 
ed my  progress :  I  have  tried  to  "  gae  back  the 
*•  gate  I  cam  again,"  but  the  same  obstacle  has 
shut  me  up  within  insuperable  bars.  To  add 
to  my  misfortune,  since  dinner,  a  scraper  has 
been  torturing  catgut,  in  sounds  that  would 
have  insulted  the  dying  agonies  of  a  sow  under 
the  hands  of  a  butcher,  and  thinks  himself,  on 
that  very  accoimt,  exceeding  good  company. 
In  fact,  1  have  been  in  a  dilemma,  either  to 
get  drunk,  to  forget  these  miseries ;  or  to  hang 
myself,  to  get  rid  of  them  :  like  a  prudent  man 
(a  character  congenial  to  my  every  thouglit, 
"Jwrord,  and  deed)  I,  of  two  evils,  have  chosen 
the  least,  and  am  very  drunk,  at  your  service  i 
1  wrote  you  yesterday  from  Dumfries.  I  had 
not  time  then  to  tell  you  all  I  wanted  to  say ; 

3  I.  3 
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and  heaven  knows,  at  present  1  have  not  capa- 
city. 

Do  you  know  an  air — I  am  sure  you  must 
kn(;vv  it,  We^ll  gang  nae  mair  to  yon  town  f  I 
think,  in  slowish  time,  it  would  make  an  ex- 
cellent song.  1  am  highly  delighted  with  it; 
and  if  you  should  think  it  worthy  of  your  at- 
tention, I  have  a  fair  dame  in  my  eye  to  whom 
1  would  consecrate  it 

As  I  am  just  going  to  bed,  I  wish  you  a  good 
night. 


No.  Si21. 

Mr>  THOMSON  TO  Mr.  BURNS. 

25th  February,  1793. 

1  HAVE  to  thank  you,  my  dear  Sir,  for 
ti?^"o  epistles,  one  containing.  Let  me  in  this  ae 
night ;  and  the  other  from  Ecclefechan,  proving, 
that,  drunk  or  sober,  your  "  mind  is  never  mud- 
dy.** You  have  displayed  great  address  in  the 
above  song.  Her  answer  is  excellent,  and  at 
the  same  time  takes  away  the  indelicacy  that 
otherwise  would  have  attached  to  his  intreatics. 
I  like  the  song,  as  it  now  stands,  very  much. 

I  had  hopes  you  would  be  arrested  some  days 
at  Ecclefechan,  and  be  obliged  to  beguile  the  te- 
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dious  forenoons  by  song-making.  It  will  ^ve 
me  pleasure  to  receive  the  verses  you  intend  for, 
O  vcat  ye  tshdls  in  yon  town. 


No.  222. 

Ma.  burns  to  Mr.  THOMSON. 

.     Mmj  1795. 
ADDRESS  TO  THE  WOOD-LARK. 

Tune — '*  Where'll  bonxe  Ann  lie." 
Or,  "  LocHEROcH  Side." 

v-l  STAY,  sweet  warbling  wood-lark  stay. 
Nor  quit  for  me  the  trembling  spray, 
A  hapless  lover  courts  thy  lay. 
Thy  sootliing  fond  complaining. 

Agjun,  again  tliat  tender  part. 
That  I  may  catch  thy  melting  heart: 
For  surely  that  wad  touch  her  heart, 
Wha  kills  me  wi'  disdaining. 

Say,  was  thy  little  mate  unkind. 
And  heard  thee  as  the  careless  wind? 
Oh,  nocht  but  love  and  sorrow  join'd. 
Sic  notes  o'  woe  could  wauken. 

Thou  tells  o*  never-ending  care ; 
O,  speechless  grief,  and  dark  despair : 
For  pity's  sake,  sweet  bird,  nae  mair  \ 
Or  my  poor  heart  is  broken ! 

Let  me  know  your  very  first  leisure  liow  you 
like  this  song. 
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ON  CHLORIS  BEING  ILL. 

Tune— ^'  Ay  wakin  o.'* 

Long,  long  ike  night. 

Heavy  comes  the  morrow, 
Jlhile  my  souVs  delight 

Is  on  her  bed  of  sorrow. 

Qan  I  cease  to  care  ? 

Can  I  cease  fo  languish^ 
While  my  darling  fair 

la  on  the  coucli  of  angnisli. 
Long,  i'c. 

Every  hope  is  fled, 

Ev'ry  fear  is  terror ; 
Slumber  even  I  dread. 

Every  dream  is  horror. 

Long,  ^x. 

Hear  me,  pow'rs  divine ! 

Oh,  in  pi^  hear  me } 
Take  aught  else  of  mine. 

But  my  Chloris  spare  me ! 
Long,  4^. 


How  do  you  like  the  foregoing  ?  The  Irish 
air,  Humours  of  Glcn^  is  a  great  favourite  of 
mine,  and  as,  except  the  silly  stuflF  in  the  Poor 
Soldier,  there  are  not  any  decent*  verses  for  it^  I 
have  written  for  it  as  follows* 
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SONG. 
Tune — ^^  HuMOUKS  of  Glen."* 

Their  groves  o'  sweet  myrtle  let  foreign  lands  reckon. 

Where  bright-beaming  summers  exalt  the  perfume^ 
Far  dearer  to  me  yon  lone  glen  o'  greai  breckan, 

Wi'  the  bum  stealing  under  the  lang  yellow  broom : 
Far  dearer  to  me  are  yon  humble  broom  bowers. 

Where  the  blue-bell  and  gowan  lurk  lowly  unseen : 
For  there,  lightly  tripping  amang  the  wild  flowers, 

A  listening  the  linnet,  aft  wanders  my  Jean. 

Tho*  rich  is  the  breeze  in  their  gay  sunny  vallies. 

And  cauld,  Caledonia's  blast  on  the  wave ; 
Their  sweet-scented  woodlands  that  skirt  the  proud  palace. 

What  are  they  ?  The  haunt  o'  the  tyrant  and  slave! 
The  slave's  spicy  forests,  and  gold-bubbling  fountains. 

The  brave  Caledonian  views  wi'  disdain ; 
He  wanders  as  free  as  the  winds  of  his  mountains. 

Save  Love's  willing  fetters,  the  chains  o'  his  Jean. 


SONG. 

Tune — "  Laddie  lie  near  me.** 

'Twas  na  her  bonie  blue  e'e  was  my  ruin ; 
Fair  tho*  she  be,  that  was  ne'er  my  undoing : 
'Twas  the  dear  smile  when  naebody  did  mind  us, 
'Twas  the  bewitching,  sweet,  stown  glance  o'  kindness. 

Sair  do  I  fear  that  to  hope  is  denied  me, 
Sair  do  I  fear  that  despair  maun  abide  me  ; 
But  tho*  fell  fortune  should  fate  us  to  sever, 
^een  shall  she  be  in  my  bosom  for  ever. 
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Bfary^  I'm  thine  wi'  a  passion  sincercst^ 
And  thou  hast  plighted  me  love  o'  tlie  dearest 
And  thou'rt  the  angel  that  never  can  falter. 
Sooner  tlie  sun  in  his  motioxl  would  falter. 

Let  me  hear  from  you. 

No.  223. 
Mr.  THOMSON  to  Mr.  BURNS. 

jL  OU  must  not  think,  my  good  Sir,  that 
I  have  any  intention  to  enhance  the  value  of  my 
gift,  when  1  say,  in  justice  to  the  ingenious  and 
worthy  artist,  that  the  design  and  execution  of 
the  Cotter's  Saturday  night,  is,  in  my  opinion, 
one  of  the  happiest  productions  of  Allan*s  pencfl. 
1  shall  be  grievously  disappointed  if  you  are  not 
quite  pleased  with  it. 

The  figure  intended  for  your  portrait,  I  tliink 
strikingly  like  you,  as  far  as  I  can  remember 
your  phiz.  This  should  make  the  piece  inte- 
resting to  your  family  every  way.  Tell  me 
whether  Mrs.  Burns  finds  you  out  among  tiie 
figures. 

I  cannot  express  the  feeling  of  admirati(» 
with  which  1  have  read  your  pathetic  Address 
to  the  Woodlark,  your  elegant  PaTiegyiic  o^ 
CaledoniUy  and  your  affecting  verses  on  Chloris's 
illness.    Every  repeated  perusal  of  these  gives 
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new  delight  The  other  song  to  "  Laddie  lie 
near  me "  though  not  equal  to  these,  is  veiy 
pleasing. 

No.  224f, 
Mr.  burns  to  Mb.  THOMSON. 

As  aUeredfrom  an  old  English  Song. 
Tune — "  John  Anderson  my  jo/* 

JtlOW  cruel  are  the  parents 

Who  riches  only  prlze^ 
And  to  the  wealthy  booby 

Poor  woman  sacrifice. 
Meanwhile  the  hapless  daughter 

Has  but  a  dioice  of  strife ; 
To  shun  a  tyrant  father's  hate. 

Become  a  wretched  wife. 

The  ravening  hawk  pursuing. 

The  trembling  dove  thus  fiies, 
To  shun  impelling  ruin 

A  while  her  pinions  tries  ; 
'Till  of  escape  despairing. 

No  shelter  or  retreat. 
She  trusts  the  ruthless  fialconer. 

And  drops  beneath  his  feet 

SONG. 
ITune — "  Deil  tak  the  wars/* 

Mabk  yonder  pomp  of  costly  faahion. 

Round  the  wealthy,  titled  bride : 
But  when  compar*d  with  real  passion. 
Poor  is  all  that  princely  pride. 
•15  3  M 
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What  are  tlieir  showy  treasures  ? 

What  are  their  noisy  pleasures  ? 
The  gay,  gaudy  glare  of  vanity  and  art : 

The  polish'd  jewel's  blaze, 

May  di-aw  the  wondering  gaze. 

And  courtly  grandeur  bright. 

The  fancy  may  delight. 
But  never,  never  can  come  near  the  heart 

But  did  you  see  my  dearest  Chloris, 

In  simplicity's  array  ; 
Lovely  as  yonder  sweet  opening  flower  is. 

Shrinking  from  the  gaze  of  day. 

Othen,  the  heart  alarming. 

And  all  resistless  charming. 
In  love's  delightful  fetters  she  chains  the  willing  soul  I 

Ambition  would  disown 

The  world's  imperial  crown. 

Even  Av'rice  would  deny 

His  worshipped  deity. 
And  feel  thro'  every  vein  Love's  raptures  roll. 

Well !  this  is  not  amiss.     You  see  how  I  an- 
swer your  orders :  your  tailor  could  not  be  more 
punctual     I  am  just  now  in  a  high  fit  of  poet 
izing,  provided  that  the  strait-jacket  of  criticism 
don't  cure  me.     If  you  can  in  a  post  or  two  ad- 
minister a  little  of  the  intoxicating  potion  oi 
your  applause,  it  will  raise  your  humble  ser- 
vant's frenzy  to  any  height  you  want.    lam 
at  this  moment  «  holding  high  converse"  with 
the  Muses,  and  have  not  a  word  to  throw  away 
on  such  a  prosaic  dog  as  you  are. 
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No.  225. 
Mr.  burns  to  Mr,  THOMSON. 

Maijy  1795. 

1  EN  thousand  thanks,  for  your  elegant 
present ;  though  I  am  ashamed  of  the  value  of 
it,  being  bestowed  on  a  man  who  has  not  by  any 
means  merited  such  an  instance  of  kindness.  I 
have  shewn  it  to  two  or  three  judges  of  the  first 
abilities  here,  and  they  all  agree  with  me  in 
classing  it  as  a  first-rate  production.  My  phiz 
is  sae  kenspeckle,  that  the  very  joiner's  appren- 
tice  whom  Mrs.  Bums  employed  to  break  up 
the  parcel  (I  was  out  of  town  that  day)  knew  it 
at  once.  My  most  grateful  compliments  to  Al- 
lan, who  has  honoured  my  rustic  muse  so  miich 
with  his  masterly  pencil.  One  strange  coinci- 
dence is,  that  the  little  one  who  is  making  the 
felonious  attempt  on  the  cat's  tail,  is  the  most 
striking  likeness  of  an  ill-decdie,  d — n'rf,  wee^ 
rumhle-gairiey  urchin  of  mine,  whom,  from  that 
propensity  to  witty  wickedness  and  manf  u'  mist 
chief,  which  even  at  twa  days  auld  I  forsaw 
would  form  the  striking  features  of  his  disposi- 
tion, I  named  Willie  Nicol;  after  a  certain 
friend  of  mine,  who  is  one  of  the  masters  of  a 
grammar-school  in  a  city  which  shall  be  name- 
less. 

3  SI  3 
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Give  the  inclosed  epigram  to  my  much-valued 
friend  Cunningham,  and  tell  him  that  on  Wed- 
nesday  1  go  to  visit  a  friend  of  his,  to  whom 
his  friendly  partiality  in  speaking  of  me,  in  a 
manner  introduced  me — 1  mean  a  well-known 
military  and  literary  character,  Colonel  Dirom. 

You  do  not  tell  me  how  you  liked  my  two 
last  songs.    Are  they  condemned  ? 


No.  226. 
Mb,  THOMSON  to  Me.  BURNS. 

13th  3fay,  1795. 

It  gives  me  great  pleasure  to  find  that 
you  are  all  so  well  satisfied  with  Mr.  Allan's 
production.  The  chance  resemblance  of  your 
little  fellow,  whose  promising  disposition  appear- 
ed so  very  early,  and  suggested  whom  he  should 
be  named  after,  is  curious  enough.  I  am  ac- 
quainted with  that  person,  who  is  a  prodigy  of 
learning  and  genius,  and  a  pleasant  fellow, 
though  no  saint. 

You  really  make  me  blush  when  you  tell  me 
you  have  not  merited  the  drawing  fi-om  me.  I 
do  not  think  I  can  ever  repay  you,  or  suffi- 
ciently esteem  and  respect  you  for  the  liberal 
and  kind  manner  in  which  you  have  entered  into 
the  spirit  of  my  undertaking,  which  could  not 
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have  been  perfected  without  you.  So  I  beg 
you  would  not  make  a  fool  of  me  again,  bj 
speaking  of  obligation. 

I  like  your  two  last  songs  very  much,  and 
am  happy  to  find  you  are  in  such  a  high  fit  of 
poetizing.  Long  may  it  last.  Clarke  has  made 
a.  fine  pathetic  air  to  Mallet's  superlative  ballad 
of  William  and  Margaret,  and  is  to  give  it  to 
me,  to  be  inroUed  among  the  elect. 


No.  227. 
Mr  burns  to  IMr.  THOMSON. 

IN,  Whistle  and  Fll  coine  to  yc,  my  lad^ 
the  iteration  of  that  line  is  tiresome  to  my  ear. 
Here  goes  what  I  think  is  an  improvement : 

O  whistle,  and  I'll  come  to  ye,  my  lad ; 
O  whistle,  and  Fll  come  to  ye,  my  lad ; 
The'  father,  and  mother,  and  a'  sliould  gac  mad. 
Thy  Jeany  will  venture  wi'  ye,  my  lad- 

In  fact,  a  fair  dame,  at  whose  shrine  I,  the 
Priest  of  the  Nine,  offer  up  the  incense  of  Par- 
nassus ;  a  dame  whom  the  Graces  have  attired 
in  witchcraft,  and  whom  the  Loves  have  armed 
with  lightning,  a  Fair  One,  herself  the  heroine 
of  the  song,  insists  on  the  amendment;  and 
dispute  her  commands  if  you  dare ! 
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SONG. 

T%ne-^**  This  is  no  my  aiv  rouIk/ 

O  Mm  tf  mo  m^  aiit  himtj 

Fair  tho'  Ike  lassie  be; 
Otveel  ken  J  my  ain  lassie. 

Kind  love  is  in  her  eV. 

I  see  a  fonn^  I  see  a  face^ 
Ye  weel  may  wi'  the  direst  place : 
It  wants,  to  me,  the  witching  grace^ 
The  kind  love  that's  in  her  e'e. 

0  this  is  no,  4^. 

She^sbonie,  bloomii^,  straight  and  tallj 
And  lang  has  had  my  heart  in  thrall ; 
And  ay  it  charms  my  very  saul. 
The  kind  love  that's  in  her  e'e. 

O  this  is  HOg  (fc. 

A  thief  sae  pawkie  is  my  Jean, 
To  steal  a  blink,  by  a'  unseen ; 
But  gleg  as  light  are  lovers'  een. 
When  kind  love  is  in  the  e'e. 

O  this  is  no,  ^c. 

It  may  escape  the  courtly  sparks. 
It  may  escape  the  learned  clerks  ; 
But  weel  the  watching  lover  marks 
The  kind  love  that's  in  her  e'e. 

O  this  is  no,  <^c. 
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Do  you  know  that  you  have  roused  the  tor- 
pidity of  Clarke  at  last  ?  He  has  requested  me 
to  write  three  or  four  songs  for  him,  which  he  is 
to  set  to  music  himself.  The  inclosed  sheet  con- 
tains two  songs  for  him,  which  please  to  present 
to  my  valued  friend  Cunningham. 

I  inclose  the  sheet  open,  both  for  your  in- 
q>ection,  and  that  you  may  copy  the  song,  O 
bonnie  was  yon  rosy  brier.  I  do  not  know  whe- 
ther I  am  right ;  but  that  song  pleases  me,  and 
as  it  is  extremely  probable  that  Clarke's  newly 
roused  celestial  spark  will  be  soon  smothered  in 
the  fogs  of  indolence,  if  you  like  the  song,  it 
niay  go,  as  Scottish  verses,  to  the  air  of,  /  wish 
my  love  was  in  a  mire;  and  poor  Erskine's 
English  lines  may  follow. 

I  inclose  you  a.  For  a'  that,  and  a*  that, 
which  was  never  in  print ;  it  is  a  much  supe- 
rior song  to  mine.  I  have  been  told  that  it  was 
composed  by  a  lady.  \ 


To  Mr.  CUNNINGHAM. 

SCOTTISH  SONG. 

Now  spring  has  clad  the  grove  in  green. 

And  strew'd  the  lea  wi'  flowers : 
The  fiiiTow'd,  waving  corn  is  seen 

Rejoice  in  fostering  showers ; 
While  ilka  thing  in  nature  join 

Their  sorrows  to  forego, 
O  why  thus  all  alone  are  mine 

The  weary  steps  of  woe  I 
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The  trout  within  yon  wimpling  bum 

Glides  swifl^  a  silver  dart. 
And  safe  beneath  the  shady  thora ^ 

Defies  the  angler's  art : 
My  life  was  ance  that  carelesa  stream. 

That  wanton  trout  was  I ; 
Bat  love,  wi' unrelenting  beam. 

Has  scorch'd  my  fountains  dry. 

The  little  flow'ret's  peaceful  lot. 

In  yonder  diff  that  grows. 
Which,  save  the  linnef  s  flight,  I  wot, 

Nae  ruder  visit  knows. 
Was  mine  ;  till  love  has  o'er  me  past. 

And  blighted  a'  my  bloom. 
And  now  beneath  the  with'ring  blast 

My  youth  and  joy  consume. 

The  waken'd  lav'rock  warbling  springs. 

And  climbs  th«  early  sky. 
Winnowing  blythe  her  dewy  wings 

In  morning's  rosy  eye ; 
As  little  reckt  I  sorrow^'s  power. 

Until  the  flowery  snare 
O' witching  love,  in  luckless  hour. 

Made  me  the  thrall  o'  care. 

O  had  my  fate  been  Greenland  snows. 

Or  Afric's  burning  zone, 
Wi'  man  and  nature  leagu'd  my  foes. 

So  Peggy  ne'er  I'd  known ! 
The  wretch  whase  doom  is,  "  hope  nae  mair,** 

What  tongue  his  woes  can  tell !     - 
Within  whase  bosom,  save  despair, 

Nae  kinder  spirits  dwelK 
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SCOTTISH  SONG, 

Q  BONiE  was  yon  rosy  brier^ 

That  blooms  sae  far  frae  haunt  o*  man ; 
And  bonie  she^  and  ah^  how  dear ! 

It  shaded  frae  the  e'enin  sun. 

Yon  rosebuds  in  the  morning  dew 

How  pure^  amang  the  leaves  sae  green ; 

But  purer  was  the  lover's  vow 

They  witness'd  in  their  shade  yestreen. 

All  in  its  rude  and  prickly  bower. 

That  crimson  rose,  how  sweet  and  fair ! 

But  love  is  far  a  sweeter  flqwer 
Amid  life's  thorny  path  o'  care. 

The  pathless  wild/  and  wimpling  bum, 
Wi'  Chloris  in  my  aims,  be  mine; 

And  I  the  worlds  nor  wish,  nor  scorn. 
Its  joys  and  griefs  alike  resign. 


Written  on  the  blank  leaf  of  a  copy  of  the 
last  edition  of  my  poems»  presented  to  the  lady, 
whom  in  so  many  fictitious  reveries  of  passion, 
but  with  the  most  ardent  sentiments  of  real 
iriendship,  1  have  so  often  sung  under  the  name 
of  Chloris. 

'Tis  Friendship's  pledge,  my  young,  fair  friend, 

Nor  thou  the  gift  refuse. 
Nor  with  unwilling  ear  attend 
The  moralizing  muse. 
15.  3  N 
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Since  thou^  in  all  thy  ycmth  and  charms. 

Must  bid  the  world  adieu, 
(A  world  'gainst  peace  in  constant  arms) 

To  join  the  friendly  few. 

Since,  thy  gay  mom  of  life  o'ercast. 

Chill  came  the  tempest's  lour  ; 
(And  ne'er  misfortune's  eastern  blast 

Did  nip  a  fairer  flower.) 

Since  life's  gay  scenes  must  charm  no  more. 

Still  much  is  left  behind ; 
Still  nobler  wealth  hast  thou  in  store. 

The  comforts  of  the  mind! 

Thine  is  the  self-approving  glow. 

On  conscious  honour's  part ; 
And,  dearest  gift  of  heaven  below. 

Thine  friendship's  truest  heart 

The  joys  refined  of  sense  and  taste. 

With  every  muse  to  rove: 
And  doubly  were  the  poet  blest 

These  joys  could  he  improve. 


Une  bagatelle  de  V  amiiie. 


COILA. 


No.  228. 

Mr.  THOMSON  to  Me.  BURNS. 

My  Dear  Sir,  Edinburgh,  3  Aug.  1795' 

X  HIS  will  be  delivered  to  you  by  a  Dr. 
Brianton,  who  has  read  your  works,  and  pants 
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for  the  honour  of  your  acquaintance.  I  do  not 
know  the  gentleman,  but  his  friend,  who  appli- 
ed to  me  for  this  introduction,  being  an  excel- 
lent young  man,  I  have  no  doubt  he  is  worthy 
of  all  acceptation. 

My  eyes  have  just  been  gladdened,  and  my 
mind  feasted,  with  your  last  packet — ^fuU  of 
pleasant  things  indeed.  What  an  imagination 
is  yours!  It  is  superfluous  to  tell  you,  that  I 
am  delighted  with  all  the  three  songs,  as  well 
as  with  your  elegant  and  tender  verses  to 
Chloris. 

I  am  sorry  you  should  be  induced  to  alter, 
0  whistle  and  Fll  come  to  ye,  my  lad,  to  the 
prosaic  line,  Thy  Jeany  will  venture  wi*  ye,  my 
lad.  I  must  be  permitted  to  say,  that  I  do  not 
think  the  latter  either  reads  or  sings  so  well  as 
the  former.  I  wish,  therefore,  you  would,  in 
my  name,  petition  the  charming  Jeany,  whoever 
she  be,  to  let  the  line  remain  unaltered. 

I  should  be  happy  to  see  Mr.  Clarke  produce 
a  few  songs  to  be  joined  to  your  verses.  Every 
body  regrets  his  writing  so  very  little,  as  every 
body  acknowledges  his  ability  to  write  well. 
Pray  was  the  resolution  formed  coolly  before 
dinner,  or  was  it  a  midnight  vow  made  over  a 
bowl  of  punch  with  the  bard  ? 

I  shall  not  fail  to  give  Mr.  Cunningham  what 
you  have  sent  Iiim. 

3  N  2 
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r.  S  The  lady's,  Far  a'  that  and  a*  thai,  is 
sensible  enough,  but  no  more  to  be  compared 
to  yours  than  I  to  Hercules. 

No.  229. 
Mr.  burns  to  Mr.  THOMSON. 

ENGLISH  SONG. 
Twnc^— "  Let  me  in  this  ab  night.'* 

r  ORLORN,  my  love,  no  comfort  near. 
Far,  far  from  thee  I  wander  here  ; 
Far,  far  from  thee,  the  fate  severe 
At  which  I  most  repine,  love. 

O  weri  thou,  love,  hut  near  me. 
But  near,  near,  near  me ; 
How  kindly  thou  nouldst  clieer  me. 
And  mingle  sighs  with  mine,  love. 

Around  me  scowls  a  wintry  sky. 
That  blasts  each  bud  of  hope  and  joy ; 
And  shelter,  shade,  nor  home  have  I, 
Save  in  these  arms  of  thine,  love. 
O  wert,  S^. 

Cold,  alter'd  friendship's  cruel  part. 
To  poison  fortune's  ruthless  dart— - 
Let  me  not  break  thy  faithful  heart. 
And  say  that  fate  is  mine,  love. 
0  wert,  4^. 

But  dreary  tho'  the  moments  fleet, 
O  let  me  think  we  yet  shall  meet ! 
That  only  ray  of  solace  sweet 
Can  on  thy  Chloris  shine,  love. 
0  wert,  <^. 
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How  do  you  like  the  foregoing?  1  have  writ- 
ten it  within  this  hour :  so  much  for  the  speed 
of  my  Pegasus ;  but  what  say  you  to  his  bottom? 


No.  230. 
Mr.  burns  to  Mr.  THOMSON. 

SCOTTISH  BALLAD. 
Turie — "  The  lothian  lassie." 

Xj  AST  May  a  braw  wooer  cam  down  the  hmg  gleoa 
And  sair  wi'  his  love  he  did  deave  me ; 

I  said  there  was  naething  I  hated  like  men^ 

The  deuce  gae  wi'  m,  to  believe  me^  believe  w% 
The  deuce  gae  wi'  m,  to  believe  me. 

He  spak  o*  the  darts  in  mybonie  black  een^ 
And  vow'd  for  my  love  he  was  dying  ; 

I  said  he  might  die  when  he  liked,  for  Jean, 
The  Lord  forgie  me  for  lying,  for  lying. 
The  Lord  forgie  me  for  Ijring ! 

A  weel«8tocked  mailen,  himsel  for  thelaiid. 
And  marriage  aff-hand,  were  his  proffers^ 

I  never  loot  on  that  I  kend  it,  or  car'd. 

But  thought  I  might  hae  waur  offers,  waur  eSaSg 
But  thought  I  might  hae  waur  offers. 
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Bnttdiaie  wadyetbink?  in  a  foitxiigbt  or  Icm>^ 

Tbe  deil  tak  hk  taste  to^  gae  near  her ! 
He  up  the  lang  l^an  to  my  black  cousin  Bess,* 

Guess  ye  how,  the  jad !  I  coukl  bear  her,  could  bear 
her,, 

Guess  ye  how,  the  jad !  I  could  bear  her. 

But  a'  the  niest  week  as  I  fretted  wi*^  care, 

i  gaed  to  the  tryste  o'  Dalgamock, 
And  wha  but  my  fine  fickle  lover  was  there, 

I  glowr'd  as  I'd  seen  a  warlodc,  a  warlock, 
'  I  glowr'd  as  I'd  seen  a  warlock. 

But  owre  my  left  shouther  I  gae  him  a  bCnk, 

Least  neebors  might  say  I  was  saucy  ; 
My  wooer  he  caper'd  as  he'd  be(»i  in  drink. 

And  vow'd  I  was  his  dear  lassie,  dear  lassie. 

And  vow'd  I  was  his  dear  lassie- 

I  spier^d  for  my  cousin  fa*  coutliy  and  sweet. 

Gin  she  had  recovered  her  hearin. 
And  how  her  new  shoon  fit  her  auld  shackl't  feet. 

But,  heavens  !  how  he  fell  a  swearin,  a  swcarin^ 

But,  heavens !  how  he  fell  a  swearin. 


*  In  the  original  MS  this  line  runs,  ^  He  up  the  Gaietiadk 
'*  to  my  black  cousin  Bess,''  Mr.  Thomson  objected  to  this 
word,  as  weU  as  to  the  word  Dalgamock  in  the  next  Terse. 
Mr.  Bums  replies  as  follows : 

*'  Gateslack  is  the  name  of  a  particular  plaee,  a  kind  of 
"  passage  up  among  the  Lawther  hills,  on  the  confines  of  this 
<<  county.  Dalgamock  is  also  tlie  name  of  a  romantic  spot 
*'  near  the  Nith,  where  are  still  a  ruined  church  and  a  burial* 
*^  ground.  However,  let  the  first  line  run.  He  tfp  ike  Ua^ 
"  loan,  <5c- 
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He  beggod>  for  Gudesake !  I  wad  be  his  wife. 
Or  else  I  wad  kill  him  wi'  sorrow : 

So  e'en  to  preserve  the  poor  body  in  life, 

I  think  I  maun  wed  him  to-morrow^  Uhmarrofw, 
I  think  I  maun  wed  him  to-moarrow. 


FRAGMENT. 

Tvne'^"  The  caleoonian  hunt's  DELKUfT." 

Whj,  wh J  tell  thy  lover. 

Bliss  he  never  must  enjoy ; 
Why,  why  undeceive  him. 

And  give  all  his  hopes  the  lie« 

O  why,  while  fimey,  raptured,  slumbers, 

Chloris,  Chloris  all  the  theme^ 
Why,  why  wouldst  thou  crud 
Wake  thy  lover  from  his  dream. 


Sudi  is  the  peculiarity  of  the  rhythm  of  this 
air,  that  I  find  it  impossible  to  make  another 
stanza  to  suit  it. 

I  am  at  present  quite  occupied  with  the 
charmiog  sensations  of  the  tooth-ache,  so  have 
not  a  word  to  spare* 
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No.  231. 
Mr>  THOMSON  TO  Me.  BURNS. 

Srd.  June,  1795. 
My  Dear  Sir, 

I  OUR  EngKsh  verses  to.  Let  me  in 
this  ae  night,  are  tender  and  beautiful ;  and  your 
ballad  to  the  ''  Lothian  Lassie"  is  a  master-piece 
for  its  humour  and  naivetd.  The  fragment  for 
the  Caledonian  Hunt  is  quite  suited  to  the  ori* 
ginal  measure  of  the  air,  and,  as  it  plagues  you 
so,  the  fragment  must  content  it.  I  would  ra- 
ther,  as  I  said  before,  have  had  Bacchanalian 
words,  had  it  so  pleased  the  Poet ;  but  never- 
theless, for  what  we  have  received.  Lord  make 
us  thankful  I 


No.  ^S2. 
Mr.  THOMSON  to  Mr.  BURNS. 

5th  February,  1796. 

0  Robby  Burns^  are  ye  sleeping  yet  ? 
Or  are  ye  wanking^  I  would  wit  ? 

1  HE  pause  you  have  made,  my  dear 
Sir,  is  awful !    Am  1  never  to  hear  fix)m  you 
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again  ?    1  know  and  I  lament  how  much  you 
liave  been  afflicted  of  late,  but  I  trust  that  re- 
turning health  and  spirits  will  now  enable  you 
to  resume  the  pen,  and  delight:  us  with  your 
musings.    I  have  still  about  a  dozen  Scotch  and 
Irish  airs  that  1  wish  "  married  to  immortal 
verse."    We  have  several  true  bom  Irishmen 
on  the  Scottish  list ;  but  they  are  now  natura- 
lized»  and  reckoned  our  own  good  subjects.    In- 
deed we  have  none  better.     I  believe  I  before 
told  you  that  I  have  been  much  urged  by  some 
friends  to  publish  a  collection  of  all  our  favourite 
airs  and  songs  in  octavo,   embellished  with  a 
number  of  etchings  by  our  ingenious  friend  Al- 
lan ;  what  is  your  opinion  of  this  ? 


No-  233. 
Mr.  burns  to  Mr.  THOMSON. 

February^  1796. 

jMaNY  thanks,  my  dear  Sir,  for  your 
handsome,  elegant  present  to  Mrs.  B  ,  and 
for  my  remaining  vol.  of  P.  Pindar. — ^Peter  is  a 
delightful  fellow,  and  a  first  favourite  of  mine. 
I  am  much  pleased  with  your  idea  of  publishing 
a  collection  of  our  songs  in  octavo  with  etchings. 
I  am  extremely  willing  to  lend  every  assistance 
in  my  power.  The  Irish  airs  I  shall  cheerfully 
imdertake  the  task  of  finding  verses  for. 
15  O  o 
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I  have  already,  you  know,  equipped  three  with 
words,'  and  the  other  day  1  strung  up  a  kind  of 
rhapsody  to  another  Hibernian  melody,  which 
1  admire  much. 

HEY  FOR  A  LASS  Wr  A  TOCHER. 

Ttine— '^  Balinamona  ora." 

AwA  wi'  your  witchcraft  o'  beauty's  alarms^ 
The  slender  bit  beauty  you  grasp  in  your  arms: 
O^  gie  me  the  lass  that  has  acres-  o'  charms, 
O,  gie  me  the  lass  wi'  the  weel-stockit  fanns. 

Tfien  he^f  for  a  las^  w^  a  tocher,  then  hey  for  for  a  lots 

mi*  a  tocher. 
Then  hetf,  for  a  lass^tv^  a  tocher;  the  niceyeUow  guinea 

for  me. 

Your  beauty's  a  flower,  in  the  morning  that  blows. 
And  withers  the  faster,  the  faster  it  grows ; 
But  the  rapturous  charm  o'  the  bonie  green  knowes, 
Ik  spring  they're  new  deckit  wi*  bonie  white  vowes. 
Then  hey,  4^. 

And  e'en  when  this  beauty  your  bosom  has  blest. 
The  brightest  o*  beauty  may  doy,  when  possest ; 
But  the  sweet,  yellow  darlings,  wi'  Geordie  imprest. 
The  langer  ye  hae  them — the  mair  they're  carest 
Then  hey,  ^. 

If  this  will  do,  you  have  now  four  of  my 
Irish  engagement.  In  my  by-past  songs  I  dis- 
like one  thing,  the  name  Chloris — I  meant  it 
as  the  fictitious  name  of  a  certain  lady;  but,  on 
second  thoughts,  it  is  a  high  incongruity  to  have 
a  Greek  appellation  to  a  Scottish  pastoral  baUad. 
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— ^Of  this,  and  something  else,  in  my  next :  I 
have  more  amendments  to  propose. — What  yUu 
once  mentioned  of  "  flaxen  locks"  is  just:  they 
cannot  enter  into  an  elegant  description  of  beau- 
ty,— Of  this  also  again. — God  bless  you ! 


No.   234. 
Me.  THOMSON  to  Mr.  BURNS. 

Y  OUR,  Hey  for  a  lass  wf  a  tocher,  is  a 
most  excellent  song,  and  with  you  the  subject 
is  something  new  indeed.  It  is  the  first  time 
I  have  seen  you  debasing  the  god  of  soft  desire 
into  an  amateur  of  acres  and  guineas. 

I  am  happy  to  find  you  approve  of  my  pro- 
posed octavo  edition.  Allan  has  designed  and 
etchfi^d  about  twenty  plates,  and  I  am  to  have 
my  choice  of  them  for  that  work.  Independ- 
ently of  the  Hogarthian  humour  with  which 
they  abound,  they  exhibit  the  character  and 
costume  of  the  Scottish  peasantry  with  inimit- 
able felicity.  In  this  respect,  he  himself  says, 
they  will  far  exceed  the  aquatinta  plates  he  did 
ior  the  Gentle  Shepherd,  because  in  tlie  etch- 
ing  he  sees  cleariy  what  he  is  doing,  but  not  so 
with  the  aquatinta,  which  he  could  not  manage 
to  his  mind. 

3  O  2 
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Tlie  Dutch  boors  of  Ostade  are  scarcely  more 
characteristic  and  natural,  than  the  Scottish 
figures  m  those  etchings. 


No.  235. 

Mr  burns  to  Mr.  THOMSON. 

April  1796. 

Alas,  my  dear  Thomson,  1  fear  it  will 
be  some  time  ere  1  tune  my  lyre  again  !  •*  By 
Babel  streams  1  have  sat  and  wept,"  almost  ever 
since  1  wrote  you  last ;  I  have  only  known  ex- 
istence by  the  pressure  of  the  heavy  hand  of 
six^kness ;  and  have  counted  time  by  the  reper- 
cussions of  pain !  Rheumatism,  cold,  and  fever, 
have  formed  to  me  a  terrible  combination.  1 
close  my  eyes  in  misery,  and  open  them  w^itbout 
hope.  I  look  on  the  vernal  day,  and  say  with 
poor  Ferguson — 

''  Say  wherefore  has  an  all  indulgent  heaven 
'•  Light  to  tlie  comfortless  and  wretched  given  ?*' 

This  will  be  delivered  to  you  by  a  ISIrs.  Hys- 
lop,  landlady  of  the  Globe  Tavern  here,  which, 
for  these  many  years,  has  been  my  horvff\  and 
where  our  friend  Clarke  and  I  have  had  many  a 
merry  squeeze.  I  am  highly  delighted  with  Mr. 
Allan's  etchings.  Wo&d  and  married  and  a* 
is  admirable!      The  grouping  is  beyond   all 
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praise.  The  expression  of  the  figures^  conform- 
able to  the  story  in  the  ballad^  is  absolutely 
faultless  perfection.  1  next  admire^  Turnim* 
spike.  What  I  like  least  is,  Jenny  said  to 
Jockey.  Besides  the  female  being  in  her  appear* 
ance  •  ♦  *  *  ♦  if  you  take  her  stooping  into 
the  account  she  is  at  least  two  inches  taller  than 
her  lover.  Poor  Cleghom !  I  sincerely  sympa- 
thise with  him !  Happy  1  am  to  think  that  he 
yet  has  a  well-grounded  hope  of  health  and  en- 
joyment in  this  world.  As  for  me — ^but  that  is 
a  •  *  ♦  ♦  *  subject ! 


No.  236. 
Mr  THOMSON  to  Mr  BURNS. 

4th  May,  1796. 

I  NEED  not  tell  you,  my  good  Sir,  what 
concern  the  receipt  of  yom:  last  gave  me,  and 
how  much  I  sympathise  in  your  sufferings.  But 
do  not,  I  beseech  you,  give  yourself  up  to  des- 
pondency, nor  speak  the  language  of  despair. 
The  vigour  of  your  constitution  I  trust  will 
soon  set  you  on  your  feet  again ;  and  then  it  is 
to  be  hoped  you  will  see  the  wisdom  and  the 
necessity  of  taking  due  care  of  a  hfe  so  vahiable 
to  your  family,  to  your  friends,  and  to  the  world. 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


(    470    ) 

Tnxsting  that  your  next  will  bring  agreeable 
accounts  of  your  convalesoence,  and  returning 
good  spirits,  I  remain,  with  sincere  regard,  yours. 

R  S-  Mrs.  Hyslop,  I  doubt  not,  delivered  the 
gold  seal  to  you  in  good  condition. 


No-  237. 
Mju  burns  to  Mb.  THOMSON. 
3Iy  Dear  Sir, 

1  ONCE  mentioned  to  you  an  air  which 
1  have  long  admired.  Here^s  a  health  to  them 
ihafs  away,  kiney,  but  1  forget  if  you  took  any 
notice  of  it.  1  have  just  been  trying  to  suit  it 
with  verses ;  and  I  beg  leave  to  recommend  the 
air  to  your  attention  once  more.  I  have  only 
begun  it 


CHORUS. 


Here^s  a  health  to  one  I  We  dear, 

Here^s  a  health  to  ane  I  lo*e  dear  ; 

Thou  art  sweet  as  the  smile  when  fond  lovers  meet. 

And  soft  as  their  parting  tear — Jessy  ! 

Although  tliou  maun  never  be  mine. 

Although  even  hope  is  denied  ; 
*Tis  sweeter  for  thee  despairing. 

Than  aught  in  the  world  (reside— Jessy  ! 
Here's  a  health,  ^^» 
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I  mourn  thro*  the  gay,  gaudy  day. 

As,  hopeless,  I  muse  on  £hy  charms; 
But  welcome  the  dream  o'  sweet  slumber. 

For  then  I  am  lockt  in  thy  arms — Jessy ! 

Here^s  a  health,  S^x.  \ 


I  guess  by  the  dear  angel  smile, 

I  guess  by  the  love  rolling  e'e ; 
But  why  urge  the  tender  confession 

'Gainst  fortune*s  fell  cruel  decree— Jessy ! 
Berths  a  health,  S^* 


No.  238. 
Mr  burns  to  Mb.  THOMSON,    . 

1  HIS  will  be  delivered  by  a  Mr.  Lew- 
ars,  a  young  fellow  of  uncommon  merit*  As 
he  will  be  a  day  or  two  in  town,  you  will  have 
leisure,  if  you  chuse  to  write  me  by  him;  and 
if  you  have  a  spare  half  hour  to  spend  with  him 
I  shall  place  your  kindness  to  my  account  I 
have  no  copies  of  the  songs  I  have  sent  you,  and 
I  have  taken  a  fancy  to  review  them  all,  and 
possibly  may  mend  some  of  them ;  so  when  you 
have  complete  leisure,  I  will  thank  you  for  either 
I  _  -     -    1.  ^ 

*  In  the  letter  to  Mr.  Thomson,  the  three  first  staoxas 
only  are  given,  and  Mr.  Thomson  supposed  our  poet  had 
never  gone  farther*  Amonghis  MSS.  was,  however,  found 
the  fourth  stanza,  which  completes  this  exquisite  song,  the 
last  finished  oflTspring  of  his  muse. 
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the  originals,  or  copies.  I  had  rather  be  the  author 
of  five  well- written  songs  than  often  otherwise. 
I  have  great  hopes  that  the  genial  influence  of 
the  approaching  summer  will  set  me  to  rights, 
but  as  yet  I  cannot  boast  of  tetuming  health. 
I  have  now  reason  to  believe  that  my  complaint 
is  a  flying  gout :  a  sad  business ! 

Do  let  me  know  how  Cleghom  is,  and  re- 
member me  to  him. 

This  should  have  been  delivered  to  you  a 
month  ago.  I  am  still  very  poorly,  but  should 
like  much  to  hear  from  you. 


Me.  burns  to  Mr,  THOMSON. 

Brow,  on  the  Solway-Jirth,  12ik  July,  1796. 

After  all  my  boasted  independence, 
curst  necessity  compels  me  to  implore  you  for 
five  pounds.  A  cruel  *****  of  a  haber- 
dasher, to  whom  I  owe  an  account,  taking  it 
into  his  head  that  I  am  dying,  has  commenced 
a  process,  and  will  infallibly  put  me  into  jaiL 
Do  for  God's  sake,  send  me  that  sum,  and  that 
by  return  of  post.  Forgive  me  this  earnestness, 
but  the  horrors  of  a  jail  have  made  me  half  dis- 
tracted. T  do  not  ask  all  this  gratuitously ;  for 
upon  returning  health,  I  hereby  promise  and 
engage  to  furnish  you  with  five  pounds  of  the 
neatest  song  genius  you  have  seen.    1  tried  my 
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hand  on  Bothewwrche  this  morning/  The  mea- 
sure is  so  difficult,  that  it  is  impossible  to  infuse 
much  genius  into  the  lines ;  they  are  on  the 
other  side.    Forgive,  forgive  me  ! 


SONG. 

Time—"  HqtAemurchs/' 

Fairest  maid  on  Devon  hanks, 
Ckrystal  Devon,  winding  Devon, 

Wib  thou  lag  thaijrown  aside. 
And  smile  as  thou  weye  noni  do  I 

Full  veU  thou  knowest  I  love  thee  dear,    « 
Cooldflt  thou  to  malice  lend  an  ear ! 
O  did  not  love  ezdaim,  **  Forbear, 
''  Nor  use  a  faithful  lover  io.*' 

Fairest  maid,  Jj-c. 

Thexi.come,  thou  fairest  of  the  fair. 
Those  wonted  smiles,  O  let  me  share : 
And  by  thy  beauteous  self  I  swear. 
No  love  but  thine  my  heart  shall  know* 
Fairest  maid,  ^* 

*  Theae  verses  and  the  letter  enclosing  them,  are  written 
in  a  character  that  marks  the  feeble  state  of  Bums's  bodily 
Strength.  Mr.  Syme  is  of  opinion  that  he  could  not  have 
been  in  any  danger  of  a  jail  at  Dumfries^  where  certainly  he 
had  many  firm  friends,  nor  under  any  sxLch  necessity  of  im^* 
ploring  aid  from  Edinburgh.  But  about  this  time  his  reason 
began  to  be  ai  times  unsettled,  and  the  horrors  of  a  jail  per- 
petually haunted  his  imagination.  He  died  on  the  2lst  of 
this  months 
15  P  p 
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No.  240. 
Me.  THOMSON  to  Me.  BURNS. 

Uth.  July,  1796.     ^ 

My  DEAE  StE, 

JliVER  since  I  received  your  melancbolj 
letter  by  Mrs.  Hyslop,  I  have  been  ruminating 
in  what  manner  I  could  endeavour  to  alleviate 
your  sufferings.  Again  and  again  I  thought  of 
a  pecuniary  offer,  but  the  recollection  of  one  of 
your  letters  on  this  subject,  and  the  fear  of  of- 
fending your  independent  spirit  checked  my 
resolution.  I  thank  you  heartily  therefore  fer 
the  frankness  of  your  letter  of  the  12th,  ?nd 
with  great  pleasure  inclose  a  drafl  for  the  veiy 
sum  I  proposed  sending.  Would  I  were  Chan- 
cellor of  the  Exchequer  but  for  one  day,  for 
your  sake. 

Pray,  my  good  Sir,  is  it  not  possible  for  you 
to  muster  a  volume  of  poetry?  If  too  mud 
trouble  to  you  in  the  present  state  of  your  health, 
some  literary  friend  might  be  found  here,  who 
would  select  and  arrange  from  yoiu-  manuscripts» 
and  take  upon  him  the  task  of  Editor.  In  the 
mean  time  it  could  be  advertised  to  be  published 
by  subscription  ?  Do  not  shun  this  mode  of  ob- 
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taining  the  value  of  your  labour;  remember 
Pope  published  <he  Iliad  by  subscriptibn.  Think 
of  this,  my  dear  Bums,  and  do  not  reckon  me 
intrusive  with  my  advice.  You  are  too  well 
convinced  of  the  respect  and  friendship  I  bear 
you,  to  impute  any  thing  I  say  to  an  unworthy 
motive.    Yours,  feithfuily. 

The  verses  to  Rothtmurche  will  answer  finely. 
I  am  happy  to  see  you  can  still  tune  your  lyre. 


No.  241. 
To  Mr.  JOHN  RICHMOND,  Edinbitrgh, 

Mosgiek  Feb.  17,  1786. 
My  Dear  Sir, 

1  HAVE  not  time  at  present  to  upbraid 
you  for  your  silence  and  neglect ;  I  shall  only 
say  I  received  yours  with  great  pleasure.  I  have 
enclosed  you  a  piece  of  rhyming  ware  for  your 
perusaL  I  have  been  very  busy  with  the  muses 
since  I  saw  you,  and  have  composed^  among  se- 
veral others.  The  Ordination^  a  poem,  on  Mr. 
M^Kinlay's  being  called  to  Kilmarnock ;  Scotch 
Drink,  a  poem;  The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night; 
An  Address  to  the  Devil,  <§c.  I  have  likewise 
compleated  my  poem  on  the  JDogs,  but  have  not 
shewn  it  to  the  world.    My  chief  patron  now  is 
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Mr.  Aiken,  in  Ayr,  who  is  pleased  to  expren 
great  approbation  of  my  works.  Be  so  good  as 
send  me  Fergusson,  by  Connel,*  and  I  will  re- 
mit you  the  money.  I  have  no  news  to  acquaint 
you  with  about  Mauchline,  they  are  just  going 
on  in  the  old  way.  I  have  some  very  important 
news  with  respect  to  myself,  not  the  most  agreea- 
ble,  news  that  I  am  sure  you  cannot  guess,  but 
I  shall  give  you  the  particulars  another  time.  I 
am  extremely  happy  with  Smith  ;f  he  is  the  only 
friend  1  have  notjo  in  Mauchline.  I  can  scarcely 
forgive  yoiu-  long  neglect  of  me,  and  I  beg  you 
will  let  me  hear  from  you  regularly  by  ConneL 
If  you  would  act  your  part  as  a  feiexd,  I  am 
sure  neither  ^oodf  nor  had  fortune  should  strange 
or  alter  me  Excuse  haste,  as  I  got  yours  but 
yesterday. — I  am. 

My  dear  Sir, 

Yours, 
ROBT.  BURNESS4 


*  Connd.  the  Mauchline  carrier. 

t  Mr.  James  Smith,  then  a  shop-keeper  in  Mauchline.  It 
was  to  this  young  man  that  Bums  addressed  one  of  his  finest 
perfcNinances—- ''  To  J.  S  '^  beginiring 

"  Dear  S ,  the  skest,  paukie,  iJuef?^ 

He  died  in  the  West-Indies. 

X  This  is  the  only  letter  the  Editor  has  met  with  in  whidi 
the  Poet  adds  the  termination  eM  to  his  name,  as  his  Faidier 
and  family  had  speUcd  it. 
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No.  242- 

To  Mb.  M'W ^lE,  Weitee,  Ayr. 

Mosgiel,  17th.  April,  1786. 

IT  is  injuring  some  hearts,  those  hearts 
that  elegantly  bear  the  impression  of  the  good 
Creator,  to  say  to  them  you  give  them  the  trou- 
ble of  obliging  a  friend ;  for  this  reason^  1  only 
tell  you  that  I  gratify  my  ovm  feeling  in  re- 
questing your  friendly  offices  with  respect  to 
the  jaficlosed,  because  1  know  it  will  gratify  youra 
to  assist  me  in  it  to  the  utmost  of  your  power. 

I  have  sent  you  four  copies,  as  I  have  no  les» 
than  eight  dozen,  which  is  a  great  dealmcve 
than  1  shall  ever  need. 

Be  sure  to  remember  a  pow  poet  militant  in 
your  prayers.    He  looks  forward  with  fear  and 
trembling  to  that,  to  him,  important  moment 
whidii  stamps  the  die  with~iWitb— -with,  per* 
haps  the  eternal  disgrace  of. 
My  dear  Sir, 
Your  humbly 
afflicted, 
tormented 
ROBT.  BUKNS. 
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No-  243. 
To  MoNS.  JAMES  SMITH,  Mauchline. 
Monday  Mornings  Mosgiel,  1786, 
Mv  Dear  Sie, 

I  WENT  to  Dr.  Douglas  yesterday,  fiilly 
resolved  to  take  the  opportunity  of  Capt  Smith; 
but  I  found  the  Doctor  with  a  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
White,  both  Jamadcans,  and  they  have  deranged 
my  plans  altogether.    They  assure  him,  thai  to 
send  me  from  Savannah  la  Mar  to  Port  Antonio 
will  cost  my  master,  Charles  Douglas,  upwards 
of  fifty  pounds;    besides  running  the  risk  of 
throwing  myself  into  a  pleuritic  fever,  in  conse- 
quence of  hard  travelling  in  the  sun.    On  these 
accounts,  he  refuses  sending  me  with  Smith, 
but  a  vessel  sails  from  Greenock  the  first  of  Sept 
right  for  the  place  of  my  destination.    The  Cap- 
tain of  her  is  an  intimate  of  Mr.  Gavin  Hamil- 
ton's, and  as  good  a  fellow  as  heart  could  wish : 
with  him  I  am  destined  to  go.    Where  1  shall 
shelter,  I  know  not,  but  I  hope  to  weather  the 
storm.    Perish  the  drop  of  blood  of  mine  that 
fears  them !  I  know  their  worst,  and  am  prepar« 
ed  to  meet  it. — 

111  laugh^  an'  sing,  an'  shake  my  leg, 
As  lang's  I  dow. 
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On  Thursday  morning,  if  you  can  muster  as 
much  self-denial  as  to  be  out  of  bed  about  seven 
o'clock,  I  shall  see  you  as  1  ride  through  to 
Cumnock.  After  all.  Heaven  bless  the  sex! 
I  feel  there  is  still  happiness  for  me  among 
them. — 

O  woman,  lorely  woman  !  HeaveB  designed  you 
To  temper  man !  we  had  been  brutes  without  you  !  ' 


No.  244. 
To  Mr.  DAVID  BRICE. 

Mosgiel,  June  12,  1786. 

DEAR  BRICE, 

I  RECEIVED  your  message  by  G.  Pa- 
terson,  and  as  I  am  not  very  throng  at  jwesent, 
I  just  write  to  let  you  know  that  there  is  such  o, 
worthless,  rhyming,  reprobate,  as  your  humble 
servant,  still  in  the  land  of  the  living,  though  I 
can  scarcely  say,,  in  the  place  of  hope.  I  have 
no  news  to  tell  you  that  will  give  me  any  plea- 
sure to  mention  or  you  to  hear. 
»    »    «    « 

And  now  for  a  grand  cure ;  the  ship  is  on  her 
Way  home  that  is  to  take  me  out  to  Jamaica ; 
^d  then,  farewel  dear  old  Scotland,  and  farewel 
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dear,  ungrateful  Jean ;  for  never^  never  will  I 
see  you  more. 

You  will  have  heard  that  I  am  g6ing  to  com- 
mence Poet  in  print ;  and  to-morrow  my  works 
go  to  the  press.    I  expect  it  will  be  a  volume  of 
about  two  hundred  pages — ^it  is  just  the  last 
foolish  action  I  intend  to  do ;  and  then  turn  a 
wise  mmi  ^fast  (is  possible. 
Believe  me  to  be. 
Dear,  Bkice, 
Your  friend  and  well-wisher. 


No.  245 
To  GAVIN  HAMILTON,  Esq.  Mauchline. 
Edirtinirgh,  Dec.  7,  1786. 

SONO&ED  SIR, 

1  HAVE  paid  every  attention  to  your 
commands,  but  can  only  say,  what  perhaps  yqu 
will  have  heard  before  this  reach  you,  that  Muir- 
kirklands  were  bought  by  a  John  Gordon,  VV.  S. 
but  for  whom  I  know  not ;  Mauchlands,  Haugh 
Miln,  &c.  by  a  Frederick  Fotheringham,  sup- 
posed to  be  for  Ballochmyle  Laird,  and  Adam-, 
hill  and  Shawood  were  bought  for  Oswald's 
folks. — ^This  is  so  imperfect  an  account,  and  will 
be  so  Iftte  ere  it  reach  you,  that  were  it  not  to 
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discharge  my  conscience  I  would  not  trouble 
you  with  it ;  but  after«ali  my  diligence  I  could 
make  it  no  sooner  nor  better. 

For  my  own  affairs,  I  am  in  a  fair  way  of  be- 
coming as  eminent  as  Thomas  a  Kempis  or  John 
fiunyan ;  and  you  may  expect  henceforth  to  see 
my  birth-day  inserted  among  the  wonderful 
events,  in  the  Poor  Robin's  and  Aberdeen  Al- 
manacks^ along  with  the  Black  Monday,  and 
the  battle  of  Bothwel  bridge. — My  lord/ Glen- 
cairn  and  the  Dean  of  Faculty,  Mr.  H.  Ers- 
kine,  have  taken  nie  under  their  wing ;  and  by 
all  probability  I  shall  soon  be  the  tenth  worthy, 
and  the  eighth  wise  man  of  the  world.  Through 
my  lord's  influence  it  is  inserted  in  the  records 
of  the  Caledonian  hunt,  that  they  universally, 
one  and  all,  subscribe  for  the  2d.  edition. — My 
subscription  bills  come  out  to-morrow,  and  you 
shall  have  some  of  them  next  post. — I  have  met 
in  Mr.  Daliymple,  of  Orangefield,  what  Solo- 
mon emphatically  calls,  "  A  friend  that  sticketh 
closer  thMi  a  brother." — ^The  warmth  with  which 
he  interests  himself  in  my  affairs  is  of  the  same 
enthusiastic  kind  which  you,  Mr  Aiken,  and 
the  few  patrons  that  took  notice  of  my  earlier 
poetic  days,  shewed  for  the  poor  unlucky  devil 
of  a  poet. 

I  always  remember  Mrs.  Hamilton  and  Miss 
JKennedy  in  my  poetic  prayers,  but  you  both  in 
prose  and  verse. 
♦16.  Qq 
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May  cauld  ne'er  citcb  yoa  but  a  luw^^ 
Nor  hunger  but  in  pknty't  lap ! 
Amen! 


No.  246. 
To  de.  Mckenzie,  Mauchline. 

Inchsmg  hm  the  Extempore  Verses  on  dining 
with  Lord  Doer. 

Deajl  Sib,  tFednesday  Morning. 

1  NEVCR  spent  an  afternoon  among 
great  folks  ivith  half  that  pleasure  as  when,  in 
company  with  you,  1  had  the  honour  of  paying 
my  devoirs  to  that  plain,  honest,  worthy  maii» 
the  professor.*  I  would  be  delighted  to  see  him 
perform  acts  of  kindness  and  friendship,  though 
I  were  not  the  object ;  he  does  it  with  such  a 
grace.  I  think  his  character,  divided  into  ten 
parts,  stands  thus — ^four  parts  Socrates — four 
parts  Nathaniel — and  two  parts  Shakespeare*8 
Brutus. 

The  foregoing  verses  were  really  extempore 
but  a  little  corrected  since.  They  may  enter- 
tain you  £^  little  with  the  help  of  that  partiality 

*  Professm-  Dugald  Stewart 
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with  which  you  are  ao  good  ag  favour  the  per- 
fermanoes  of. 

Dear  Sir, 

Your  very  humble  Servant 


No.  24^. 
To  X  BALLANTINE,  Esq.  Bankeb,  Ayr. 
Edinburgh,  IStk.  Dec.  1786- 

My  HONOUJIEI)  FHIEND, 

I  WOULD  not  write  you  till  I  could 
have  it  in  my  power  to  give  you  some  account 
of  myself  and  my  matters,  which  by  the  bye  is 
often  no  easy  task. — 1  arrived  here  oil  Tuesday 
was  se'imigbt  and  have  suffered  ever  since  T  came 
to  town  with  a  miserable  head-ache  and  stomach 
complaint,  but  am  now  a  good  deal  better.— -I 
have  found  a  worthy  warm  friend  in  Mr.  Dal- 
rymple,  of  Orangefield,  who  introduced  me  to 
Lord  Glencairn,  a  man  whose  worth  and  bro- 
therly kindness  to  me,  I  shall  remember  when 
time  shall  be  no  more. — By  his  interest  it  is 
passed  in  the  Caledonian  hunt,  and  entered  in 
their  books,  that  they  are  to  take  each  a  copy 
of  the  second  edition,  for  which  they  are  to  pay 
one  guinea. — 1  have  been  introduced  to  a  good 
many  of  the  Noblesse,  but  my  avowed  patrons 
3  Q  2 
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and  patronesses  are,  the  Duchess  of  Gordon-— 
The  Countess  of  Glencaim,  with  my  Lord  and 
l4idy  Betty*— The  Dean  of  Faculty— Sir  John 
Whitefoord. — I  have  likewise  warm  friends 
among  the  Literati ;  Professors  Stewart,  Blair, 
and  Mr.  M*Kenzie^— the  Man  of  feeling.-r-An 
unknown  hand  left  ten  guineas  for  the  Ayrshire 
bard  with  Mr.  Sibbald,  which  I  got. — ^I  nnce 
have  discovered  my  generous  unknown  friend 
to  be  Patrick  Miller,  Esq.  brother  to  the  Jus- 
tice Clerk ;  and  drank  a  glass  of  claret  with  him 
by  invitation  at  his  own  house  yesternight.  I 
am  nearly  agreed  with  Creech  to  print  my  book, 
and  I  suppose  I  will  begin  on  Monday.  I  will 
send  a  subscription  bill  or  two,  next  post ;  when 
I  intend  writing  my  first  kind  patron,  Mr. 
Aiken.    I  saw  his  son  to  day  and  he  is  very  well 

Dugald  Stewart,  and  some  of  my  learned 
friends,  put  me  in  the  periodical  paper  called 
the  Lounger,!  ^  ^^PY  ^^  Which  I  here  enclose 
you. — I  was,  sir,  when  I  was  first  honored  with 
your  notice,  too  obscure ;  now  I  tremble  lest  I 
should  be  ruined  by  being  dragged  too  suddenly 
into  the  glare  of  polite  and  learned  observa- 
tion. 

I  shall  certainly,  my  ever  honored  patron, 

*  Lady  Betty  Cunningluun. 

+  The  paper  here  alluded  to,  was  written  by  Mr.  M'KeH- 
zie,  the  celebrated  author  of  the  Man  of  Feeling. 
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write  you  an  acoount  of  my  every  step ;  and 
better  health  and  more  spkits  may  enable  me  to 
make  it  something  better  than  this  stupid  mat- 
ter of  fact  epistle. 

I  have  the  honor  to  be. 

Good  Sir,. 
Your  ever  grateful  humble  servant 
If  any  of  my  friends  write  me,  my  direction 
is— -care  of  Mr.  Creech,  bookseUer. 


No-  248. 
To  Mb.  WM.  CHALMERS,  Writer,  Ayr. 
Edinburgh,  Dec.  87,  1786. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND, 

I  CONFESS  1  have  sinned  the  sin  for 
which  there  is  hardly  any  forgiveness — ^ingrati- 
tude to  friendship-~in  not  writing  you  sooner; 
but  of  all  men  living,  I  had,  intended  to  send 
you  an  entertaining  letter;  and  by  all  the  plodding, 
stupid  powers,  that  in  nodding,  conceited  ma- 
jesty»  preside  over  the  dull  routine  of  business-*- 
a  heavily-solemn  oath  thisl^^I  am,  and  have 
been,  ever  since  I  came  to  Edinburgh,  as  unfit 
to  write  a  letter  of  humour,  as  to  write  a  com- 
mentary on  the  Bevelation  of  St.  John  the  Di- 
vine, who  was  banished  to  the  Isle  of  Patmos, 
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by  the  csniel  and  bloody  Domitian,  son  to  Ves- 
pasian^ and  brother  to  Titus^  both  emperors  of 
Bome^  and  who  was  himself  an  emperor,  and 
raised  the  second  or  third  persecution^  I  forget 
which,  against  the  Christians ;  and  afta:  throw- 
ing the  said  Apostle  John,  brother  to  the  Apos- 
tle James,  commonly  called  James  the  greater, 
to  distinguish  him  £rom  anothar  James,  who 
was,  on  some  account  or  other,  known  by  the 
name  of  James  the  less,  after  throwing  him  in- 
to a  caldron  of  boiling  oil,  from  which  he  was 
miraculously  preserved,  he  banished  the  pocx* 
son  of  Zebedee  to  a  desart  island  in  the  Archipe- 
lago, where  he  was  gifted  with  the  seoMid 
sight,  and  saw  as  many  wild  beasts  as  I  have 
seen  since  I  came  to  Edinburgh ;  which,  a  cir- 
cumstance not  very  uncommon  in  story-telling, 
brings  me  back  to  where  I  set  out. 

To  make  you  some  amends  for  what,  before 
you  reach  this  paragraph,  you  will  hare  suffer- 
ed ;  I  enclose  you  two  poems  I  have  carded  and 
spun  ^ee  I  past  Glenbuck. 

One  blank  in  the  address  to  EdinhurglH- 
<<  Fair  B  !■■■  /*  is  heavenly  Miss  fihune^  daugh- 
ter  to  Lord  Monboddo,  at  whose  house  1  have 
had  the  honor  to  be  more  than  once. 

There  has  not  been  any  thing  nearly  like  her, 
in  aU  the  combinations  of  beauty,  grace,  and 
goodness,  the  Great  Qreator  has  formed,  since 
Milton's  Eve  on  the  first  day  of  her  eiist^ice. 
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My  direction  is— ^»re  of  Andrew  Bruee^  mer«* 
chant,  Bridge-street 


No.   249. 
To  JOHN  BALLANTINE,  Esq. 

Edinburgh  Jdn,  14^  1787* 

MY   HONOUKED  FRIEND, 

It  gives  me  a  secret  comfort  to  observe 
in  myself  that  I  am  not  yet  so  far  gone  as  Wil- 
lie  Caw's  Skate,  <<  past  redemption  f  for  1  have 
-still  this  favourable  symptom  of  grace,  that  when 
my  conscience,  as  in  the  case  of  this  letter,  tells 
me  I  am  leaving  something  undone  that  I  ought 
to  do,  it  teazes  me  eternally  till  I  do  it. 

I  am  still  <<  dark  as  was  Chaos"  in  respect  to 
futurity.  My  generous  friend,  Mr.  Patrick 
Miller,  has  been  talking  with  me  about  a  lease 
of  some  farm  or  other  in  an  estate  called  Dals- 
winton,  which  he  has  lately  bought  near  Dum- 
fries. Some  life-rented  embittering  recollections 
wbisper  me  that  I  will  be  happier  any  where 
than  in  my  old  neighbourhood,  but  Mr.  Miller 
is  no  judge  of  land;  and  though  I  dare  say 
he  means  to  favour  me,  yet  he  may  give  me, 
in  his  opinion,  an  advantageous  bargain,  that 
may  ruin  me.     I  am  to  take  a  tour  by  Dum« 
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ines  as  I  relum,  and  have  promised  to  meet 
Mr.  Miller  on  his  lands  some  time  in  May, 

I  went  to  a  Mason-lodge  yesternight,  where 
the  most  Worshipful-Grand  Master  Charters, 
and  all  the  Grand-Lodge  of  ScoUand  visited.— 
The  meeting  was  numerous  and  elegant ;  all  the 
different  Lodges  about  town  were  present,  in 
all  their  pomp.  The  Grand  Master,  who  pre- 
sided with  great  solemnity  and  honour  to  him- 
self, as  a  gentleman  and  Mason,  among  other 
general  toasts  gave  **  Caledonia,  and  Caledonia's 
bard,  Brother  B—  ;'*  which  rung  through  the 
whole  assembly  with  multiplied  honours  and  re- 
peated acclamations.  As  I  had  no  idea  such  a 
thing  would  happen,  I  was  downright  thunder'* 
struck,  and  trembling  in  every  nerve  made  the 
best  return  in  my  power.  Just  as  I  had  finished, 
some  of  the  grand  officers  said,  so  loud  that  I 
could  hear.  With  a  most  comforting  accent, 
"  Very  well  indeed !"  which  set  me  something  to 
rights  agmn. 

#    ♦    41    ♦ 

I  have  to-day  corrected  my  152nd  page.   My 
best  good  wishes  to  Mr.  Aiken. 
I  am  ever. 
Dear  Sir, 
Your  much  indebted  humble  Servant. 
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No-  250- 

TO  THE  SAME. 

While  herel  at,  sad  and  solitary,  by 
the  side  of  a  fire  in  a  little  country  inn,  and  dry- 
ing my  wet  clothes,  in  pops  a  poor  feUow  of  a 
•odger  and  tells  me  he  is  going  to  Ayr.  By 
heavens !  say  I  to  myself,  with  a  tide  of  good 
spirits  which  the  magic  of  that  sound,  Auld 
TooD  o'  Ayr,  conjured  up,  I  will  send  my  last 
song  to  Mr,  BaUantine. — ^Hereit  is — 
,  **  Ye  flowery  banks  o'  bonie  Doon." — See  Poems,  p  $4S« 


^Na  251. 

TO  THE  SAME, 

Edinburgh,  Feb.  24,  1787. 

MY  HONOBED  FRIEND, 

1  WILL  soon  be  with  you  now  in  guid 
Hack  prent ;  in  a  week  or  ten  days  at  farthest — 
I  am  oUiged,  against  my  own  wish,  to  print 
subscribers'  names,  so  if  any  of  my  Ayr  friends 
have  subseriptioD  biUs^  they  must  be  sent  in  to 
Creech  directly .t-*I  am  getting  my  phiz  done 
16  Rr 
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by  an  eminent  engraver ;  and  if  it  can  be  ready 
in  time^  I  will  appear  in  my  books,  looking  like 
ether  fools,  to  my  title  page. 

I  have  the  honor  to  be. 

Ever  your  grateful,  itc. 


No-  252. 
To  Mk.  JAMES  CANDLISH, 

Student  in  Physic,  College,  Glasgow. 
Edinburgh,  March,  21,  1787- 

MY  EVEE   DEAR  OLD  ACQUAINTANCE, 

1  WAS  equally  surprised  and  pleased  at 
your  letter ;  though  1  dare  say  you  will  think 
by  my  delaying  so  long  to  write  to  you,  that  I 
am  so  drowned  in  the  intoxication  of  good  for- 
tune as  to  be  indifferent  to  old  and  once  dear 
connections.  The  truth  is,  I  was  determined 
to  write  a  good  letter,  full  of  argument  ampli* 
fication,  erudition,  and,  as  Bayes  says,  all  that 
I  thought  of  it,  and  thought  of  it,  but  for  my 
soul  1  cannot :  and  lest  you  should  mistake  the 
cause  of  my  silence,  I  just  sit  down  to  tell  you 
so.  Don't  give  yoarself  credit  though,  that  the 
strength  of  your  logic  scares  me :  the  truth  \&, 
I  never  mean  to  meet  you  on  that  ground  at  aU 
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You  have  shewn  me  one  thing,  which  was  to 
be  demonstrated ;  that  strcmg  pride  of  reasonings 
with  a  little  afPectation  of  singularity^  may  mis- 
lead the  best  of  hearts.  I,  likewise^  dnee  you 
and  I  were  first  acquainted,  on  the  pride  of  des- 
pising old  women's  stories,  ventured  in  ^^tiie 
darii\g  path  Spinosa  trod;"  but  experience  of 
the  weakness,  not  tlie  strength,  of  human  pow* 
ers,  made  me  glad  to  grasp  at  revealed  religion. 
I  must  stop,  but  don't  impute  'my  brevity  to 
a  wrong  cause.  1  am  still,  in  the  Apostle  Paul's 
phrase,  ^  The  old  man  with  his  deeds,"  as  when 
we  were  sporting  about  the  lady  thorn.  I  shall 
be  four  weeks  here  yet,  at  least ;  and  so  1  shall 
expect  to  hear  from  you — ^welcome  sense,  wel- 
come nonsense. 

I  am,  with  the  warmest  sincerity. 

My  dear  old  friend. 
Yours. 


No.  253. 
TO  THE  SAME. 
My  Dear  Fkiend, 

If  once  I  were  gone  through  this  scene 
of  hurry  and  dissipation,  I  promise  myself  ttie 
j^easure  of  that  correspondence  being  renewed 
which  has  been  so  long  broken.    At  present  I 
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hare  time  far  nothing.  Dissipation  and  ban- 
ness  engross  every  momait  I  am  engaged  in 
assisting  an  honest  Scots  enthusiast^  a  friend  of 
Biiney  who  is  an  engraver,  and  has  taken  it  into 
his  head  to  publi9bia  coliedaon  of  all  our  soi^ 
set  to  music,  of  whidi  the  words  and  music  are 
done  by  Scotsmen.  This,  you  will  easily  guess, 
is  an  undertaking  exactly  to  my  taste.  I  have 
collected,  b^ged,  borrowed,  and  stolen  all  the 
songs. I  could  meet  with.  Pompey's  Ghost, 
words  and  musics  I  beg  fixxn  you  immediately, 
to  go  into  his  second  number :  the  first  is  al- 
ready published.  I  shall  shew  you  the  first 
number  when  I  see  you  in  Gla^ow,  which  vnH 
be  in  a  fortnight  or  less.  Do  be  so  kind  as  send 
me  the  song  in  a  day  or  two :  you  cumot  ima- 
gine how  much  it  will  oblige  me. 

Direct  to  me  at  Mr.  W.  Cruikshank's,  St 
James's  Square,  New  Town,  Edmburgh. 


No.   254. 

,  To  WM.  CREECH,  Esq.  (of  Edinburgh  J 

Lio:ndon. 

Selkirk,  13th.  May,  1787. 

MY  HONOURED  FEIEND, 

1  HE  indbosed  I  hafve  ju^  wrote^  neaity 
extempore,  in  a  solkary  Inn,  in  Selkirk,  after 
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a  imseisble  irtt  day's  ridnig.— I  have  been  over 
most  of  East  Lothian,  Berwick,  Roxburgh,  and 
SeOdtkjdiires ;  and  next  week  I  begin  a  tour 
throuj^  die  noorth  of  En^nd.  Yesterday  i 
dined  with  Lady  Haiiot,  sister  to  ray  noUe  pa- 
tron,* Quern  Dew  conservet!  I  would  write 
till  1  would  tire  you  as  tnuch  with  dull  prose  as 
I  dare  say  by  this  time  you  are  with  wretched 
verse,  but  1  am  jaded  to  death ;  so,  with  a  grate* 
lul  farewell, 

1  haTie  the  honor  to  be, 

Good  Sir,  yours  sincerdy. 

•*  Auld  chuckle  Reekie's/'  Sic—See  Poem,  p.  GOi. 


No^  255. 
To  Mk.  W.  NICOL, 

MASTJEA  OF   THE  HIGH  SCHOOL,  EDINBURGH. 

Carlisle,  June  1,  1787. 

KIKJD   HONE8T.HEAKTED  WILLIE, 

X*M  sitten  down  here,  after  seven  and 
forty  miles  ridin,  e'en  as  foijesket  and  fomiaw'd 
as.  a  forfoughten  cock,  to  gie  you  some  notion 
o^  my  land-lowper-like  stravaguin  sin  the  sorrow- 

*  James  Earl  of  Glencsinu 
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fu^  hour  that  I  idieuk  hands  and  parted  wi'  atdd 
Beekie. 

My  auld^  ga'd  gleyde  o'  a  meere  has  huchy- 
all*d  up  hiU  and  down  brae,  in  Scotland  and 
England,  as  teugh  and  bimie  as  a  vera  devil  wi' 
me.*  If  s  true,  she's  as  poor's  a  sang-maker  and 
as  hard's  a  kirk^  and  tipper-taipers  when  she 
taks  the  gate,  first  like  a  lady's  gentlewoman  in 
a  niinuwae,  or  a  hen  on  a  het  girdle,  but  she's  a 
yauld,  poutherie  Girran  for  a'  that,  and  has  a 
stomack  like  Willie  Stalker's  meere  that  wad 
hae  disgeested  tumbler-wheels,  for  she'll  whip 
me  aff  her  five  stimparts  o'  the  best  aits  at  a 


*  This  mare  was  the  Fbet's  &vou]ite  Jennt  Geddbb,  qT 
whom  honourable  and  most  kmnorous  mention  is  made  in  t 
letter^  inserted  in  a  former  part  of  this  work. 

This  old  and  faithful  servant  of  the  Poefs  was  named  bj 
him^  afler  the  old  woman^  who  in  her  zeal  against  religioai 
innovation^  threw  a  stool  at  the  Dean  of  Edinburgh's  head, 
when  he  attempted^  in  l637,  to  introduce  the  Scottish  Zrtter- 
gy.  ''On  Sunday^  the  twenty-third  of  Julj^  the  Dean  of 
Edinbiogh  prepared  to  •ffidate  in  St.  Giles's.  The  con* 
gregation  continued  quiet  till  the  service  began^  when  an  old 
woman,  impelled  by  sudden  indignation,  started  up,  and  a- 
claiming  aloud,  'Villain!  dost  thou  say  the  Mass  at  my  lug  f 
threw  the  stool  on  which  she  had  been  sitting,  at  the  Dean's 
head.  A  wild  uproar  commenced  that  instant.  The  Ser« 
vice  was  interrupted.  The  women  invaded  the  desk,  with 
execrations  and  outcries,  and  the  Dean  disengaged  himsdf 
from  his  surplice  to  escape  from  their  hand8."-*LatV^>  Hid, 
of  Scotland,  vol  iii,  p.  122. 
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downnsittin  aad  ne'er  fash  her  thumb.  Wbei) 
ance  her  ringbanes  and  spavies,  her  cruf^  aiid 
cramps,  are  fairly  soupl'd,  she  beets  to,  beets  to, 
and  ay  the  hindmost  hour  the  tightest.  1  could 
wager  her  price  to  a  thretty  pennies  that,  for 
twa  or  tliree  wooks  ridin  at  fifty  mile  a  day,  the 
deil-sticket  a  five  galloppers  acqueesh  Clyde  and 
Whithorn  could  cast  saut  on  her  tail. 

I  hae  dander'd  owre  a'  the  kintra  frae  Dum- 

bar  to  Selcraig,  and  hae  forgather'd  wi'  mony  a 

guid  fallow  and  monie  a  weelfiu^d  hizzie.    I 

met  wi'  twa  dink  quines  in  particular,  ane  o^ 

them  a  sonsie,  fine,  fodgel  lass,  baith  braw  and 

bonie ;  the  tither  was  a  dean-shankit,  straught, 

tight,  weelfar'd  winch,  as  bly the's  a  lintwhite  on 

a  flowerie  thorn,  and  as  sweet  and  modest's  a 

new  blawn  plmnrose  in  a  hazle  shaw.    They 

were  baith  bred  to  mainers  by  the  beuk,  and 

onie  ane  o'  them  had  as  muckle  smeddum  and 

rumblgumtion  as  the  half  o'  some  presbytries 

that  you  and  I  baith  ken.    They  play'd  me  sik 

a  deevil  o'  a  shavie  that  I  daur  say  if  my  hari- 

gals  were  tum'd  out,  ye  wad  see  twa  nicks  i' 

the  heart  o'  me  like  the  mark  o'  a  kail- whittle  in 

a  castock. 

I  was  gaun  to  write  you  a  lang  pystle,  but, 
Gude  fbrgie  me,  I  gat  mysel  sae  notouriously  ' 
bitehify'd  the  day  after  kail-time  that  1  can  hard- 
ly stoiter  but  and  ben. 

My  best  respecks  to  the  guidwife  aud  a'  our 
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common  frienSy  e^edall  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Cruik. 
shank  mA  the  honest  guidman  o'  Jock's  Lodge. 
Ill  be  in  DumfHes  the  mom  gif  the  beast  be 
to  the  fore,  and  the  branks  bide  hale. 
Gude  be  wi'  you,  WilMe ! 

Amen  !— 


No.  ^6. 
TO  THE  SAME. 

Mauchline,  June  IS,  1787. 
My  Deau  Friend, 

1  AM  now  arrived  safe  in  my  native 
country,  after  a  very  agreeable  jaunt,  and  have 
the  pleasure  to  find  all  my  friends  well.  I  break- 
fasted with  your  gi-ay-headed,  reverend  friend, 
Mr.  Smith ;  and  was  highly  pleased,  both  with 
the  cordial  welcome  he  gave  me,  and  his  most 
excellent  appearance  and  sterling  good  sense. 

I  have  been  with  Mr.  Miller  at  Dalswinston, 
and  am  to  meet  him  again  in  -August.  From 
my  %dew  of  the  lands  and  his  reception  of  my 
hardship,  ray  hopes  in  that  busine^&  are  rather 
mended ;  but  still  they  are  but  slender. 

I  am  quite  charmed  with  Dumfries  folks — 
Mr.  Burnside,  the  clergyman,  in  particular,  is 
a  man  whom  I  shall  ever  gratefiiUy  remember; 
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tbe  tentb.^i|imittidi]ft<a&t  on  her  acebunt  Sim- 
ftidtj,  elegance,  gpod  Aetiae,  'Hi^eethess  of  dis- 
iKMsition,  good  Mmoti^,  kkid  ht>$^t&Kty;  are 
tbe  conslifeueHts  cf  her  nkaim^.and  Ikeatrt;  ii 
Kh<»t--^t  if  1  say  We' word  btove  idb^iii  her,  1 
diall  bib  £fiectly  in  IdVe  with  he^: 

1  tiever,  my  friends  tiiought^  iuatiidild  Wy 
^oapaMe  4f  «ny  tlyng  gener<ki8 ;  tot  tbe  ptat^- 
neaa  txf  die  petmiaiia  iii  £dindMjnrgb»<  and  tile 
servUfty  of  my  plelieian  hreihreot  (wlia  perhaps 
fbunerly  eyted  am  askance,)  mtat  1  returned 
home^  i»v«  nearly  put  me  ont  mi  eonceit  aitd^- 
Iher  witb  my  species.    I  have  IxMght  a  pocket 
:Milt<m  which  I  eatry  perpetoaUy  aixnit  with  me, 
in  K^rdcr  to  ftndy  the  sentimentfr4-«the  danntless 
tnagnanvnity;  the  intrepid,  unyielding  inde- 
pendsnoe,  the  desperate  daring,  and  noble  de* 
'Sanee  of  hayddiip,  in  that  great  peraonage,  Sa- 
tan.    Tis  true,  I  liave  just  now  a  little  cash ; 
tut  I  «m  afraid  4be  atar  thait  hitherto  has  slied 
its  malignant,  purpose-blasting  rays  full  in  my 
zenith ;  that  noxioua^dittet  so  baneful  in  its  in- 
fluences to  the  rhyming  tri^,  I  much  dread  it 
is  not   yet  beneath    my  'hdrizon. — Misfortune 
dodges  the  path  of  human  life ;  the  poe^c  mind 
finds  itself  miserably  deranged  in,  and  unfit  for 
the  wallcs  of  business;  add  t^^aB,  tfaat^  thought- 
less folHea  9nd  hair-braiaed*wbime^  Ul^  4^  many 
ignss/aftnf  eternaUy^  diverging  from,  the  jcigl^t 
16.  Ss 
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line  of  sober  4i(cietion>  «pai4de:wtdi  step-be- 
witching Mrae  in  the  idly^gasiing;  eyies  of  the 
poor  heedlesi^  Bard«  tiil,  .pop,  **  he  falls  like  Ijj^ 
eifer^  never  tO' hope  ^g^vi*"  God  grant  this  may 
.)>e  an  unneid  picture  .with  Kspect  to  me !  but 
slM>uid  it  not,  I.h^ve  vary  little  dependanoe  an 
mankind.  I  will  ^pse  my  letter  witii  this  tii- 
bute  tny  heart  bids  me  pay  you-^^the  many  ties 
of  ooquaintftDee  and  ftaendship  whidi  1  have,  or 
think. I  have  in  fife,  I  have  felt  afoog  the  liaes, 
a»d^  d*-Hl  them !  they  are  almost  all  of  tliem  of 
such  frail  contexture,,  that  I  am  stare  they  wooU 
not  stand  the  breath  of  the  least  advene  hn«e 
of  fortane;  ilmt  irom  you^  my  ever  dear  or,  I 
kx>k  with  oonfideMoe  for  the  Apostofie  love  that 
shall  wait  on  me  **  through  good  report  and  had 
seporV'^he  love  which  Solomon  emphatically 
says,  *'  Is  strong  aa  death.""  My  compliments  te 
Mrs.  ^icol,  and  aU  the  circle  of  our  commoa 
iiiends.  i 

P.  &  1  shall  be  in  Bdiubusg^  about  the  hitter 
end  of  July. 

No.  257. 
To  GAVIN  HAMILTON,  Esq. 

Stirling^  as/A.  Aug.  1787. 
Mr  D£A&  SiB, 

Here  am  I  on  my  way  to  Inverness. 
1  ha\^e  rambled  over  the  rich,  fertile  carses  of 


Digitized  by 


Google 


(    499    ) 

Falkirk  «nd  HtirHog,  and  ^am  delighted  wifii 

ikek  sppeflmee :  richly  waving'  cr^s  of  wheat 

barlejr,  ice  ibcit.  ho  IwrvaPk  sA  all  jet*,  except  irt 

one  or  two  plaeea,  an  old  Wife's  Ridge. — ^Ve^ 

terday  nnxming  1  Tode  irom  this  town  up  the 

meandring  Devon^s  banks  to  pay  my  vespects 

to  sMtie  Ayrshire  folks  at  Harvieston.    After 

faveakfiist  *ve  made  a  party  to  go  and  see  the  fa» 

tnoiis  Caudron-lhfin,  a  remarkable  cascade  in  the 

Devon  about  five  miles  above  Harvieston ;  and 

after  spen£Hng  one  of  the  most  pleasant  days  I 

ever  had  in  my  life,  i  returned  to  Stirling  in  the 

evening.    They  are  a  family.  Sir,  though  I  had 

not  had  any  prior  tie ;  though  ihey  had  not  been 

the  brother  and  sisters  of  a  certain  generous 

iUend  of  nnne,  i  would  never  forget  them,     t 

am  told  you  have  not  seen  iSiem  these  several 

years,  so  you  can  have  very  Kttle  idea  of  What 

tiiese  young  folks  are  now.    Your  brother  is  as 

tall  as  you  are,  but  slender  rather  than  otherwise ; 

and  I  have  the  satisfaction  to  inform  you  that 

he  is  getting  the  better  of  those  consumptive 

symptoms  which  I  suppose  you  know  were 

threatening  him.    His  make,  and  particularly 

liis  mMner,  resemble  you,  but  he  will  slall  have^ 

a  finer  fiioe.    (I  put  in  the  wwd  stUl,  to  please 

Mrs.  Hamilton.)    Good  sense,  modesty,  and  at 

die  same  time  a  just  idea  of  that  respect  that 

man  owes  to  man,  and  has  a  right  in  his  turn 

to  exacty  ^e  strikitig  features  in  his  character  f 
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and*  wh^i  with  me  is!  the  AlfAiA  flndiilie  Omcgft 
he  has  ^  hfraci  nii^  adofti  the  bvcMt  €f  a  poet ! 
Gnce  has  a  good  ^gmeml  the  look  of  heallti 
and  cheaifuitiese,  but  nolfaiqg  dse  mnarkaUe 
in  hw  por^m^  :l  sowrcely  evet  saw  so  striking 
a  likeness.  a«  is  bftweeiihei}  andyou  little  Been- 
nie;.  the  mcmtb  and  chin  paiticularly.  She  is 
ccserved  fit  fiir^lt ;  but  as  we  grew  better  acquaint- 
ed/ I  w^  deliglited  with  the  mdiye  fhinkness  of 
her  m^ui3ii^r»  mA  ttie  aterlii^.  scnsp  of  her  ohsor* 
yatioa  .  Of  Charlotte^  I  cannot  vpeBJk  in  Qom- 
mon  temts  ofiuliniratiQn : .  s^e  i^.not  (wdj  b^auti* 
iuVbut  loyely.  Her  form  is  el^^t;  her  fea- 
tures not  regulatj  but  they  have  the  smile  of 
sweetness  and  the  settled  comidaoency  of  good 
nature  in  the  highest  degree :  and  her  cooiidex- 
ion,  now  that  she  has  haj^ily  recovered  her 
wonted  health,  is  equal  to  Miss  Burnet's.  After 
the  exerdse  of  ou?  ridUig  to  the  Falls,  Charlotfca 
was  exactly  Dr.  Dcmne's  mistres^. 


-''  Here  pure  and  eloquem  blml 


*'  Spoke  in  her  cheeks^  «d^  so  dMocdy  wroug^^ 
"  That  one  would  almost  say  }iev  body  thopi^H.*' 

^er  eyes  are  fascinating;  at  once  expressive  of 
gpod  senses  tenderness,,  and  a  noUet  mi|^ 

I  do  not  give  j^ou  a^.this  i|ccount^  my  good 
Sir,,  to  fli^tter  you.  I  mean  it  to  reproach  yov. 
Sncdn  relations  the  first  peer  in  the  realm  nugbt 
own  widi  pride ;  then  why  do  you  not  keep  up 
more  ccnrrespondmce  witii   tiiese  ao  amiable 
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]^inmglbUa?  I  kid  a  thouttnd  qaestions  to  a» 
iwet  abcMt  ym  all :  I  had  to  deactibe  the  little 
enes  With  the  minuteness  of  anatomy.  They 
w^ve  h^ly  delighted  when  I  told  them  l^t 
John*  was  so  good  a  boy»  and  so  fine  a  8ch<^, 
and  that  Wiffie  was  going  on  still  very  pretty  ^ 
but  I  halve  it  in  commission  to  tell  her  from 
them  that  beauty  is  a  poor  siUy  bauble  without 
she  be  good.  Miss  Chalnlers  I  had  left  in  £din« 
burgbt  but  I  had  the  pleasure  *of  meeting  with 
Mra.  Chalmers^  only  Lady  M'Kenzie  bei^g  ra- 
ther a  Ikife  alatmingly  iU  of  a  sare*thraat  some* 
what  tnarr'd  our  enjoyment 

I  shall  not  be  ki  Ayrsl^fe  for  four  weeks.  My 
moat  Mq[>eetfitl  compliments  to  Mrs.  Hamilton, 
Mis  Kennedy,  and  Doctor  M^Eenzie.    I  shall 
probably  write  him  from  some  stage  oroUier: 
iamtever,  8ir, 

Yours  moat  gmtefiilly. 


No.  258- 

to  Miqs  MARGARET  CHALMERS,  (mw 
Mrs.  Say^  of  Edinburgh.) 

.^    /.      ,  Skjft^  26,^797.    . 

I  8$N]>  Cbwrlott?  the  fir«t  numl^  of 

th^e  soQg^}  I  woul^  not  wait  fi>f  tb^  second 

•  This  is  the  *' wee  cyrUe  Johnme/*  mentioned  in  Bonn's 
dedication  to  Oavita  HaadkoD^  Esq. 
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number  i  I  hate  delays  in  little  marks  of  ftiend* 
ship,  as  I  hate  dissimulation,  in  the  laiiguage  ct 
the  heart  I  am  determined  to  pay  Charlotte  a 
poetic  compliment,  if  I  could  hit  on  some  glo* 
rious  old  Scotch  air^  ifi  number  second.*  You 
will  see  a  small  attempt  on  a  shred  of  paper  in 
the  book ;  but  though  JDr*  Bladdock  cidmmend- 
ed  it  very  highly,  1  am  not  just  satisfied  with 
it  myself.  1  intend  to  make  it  deseription  at 
some  kind :  the  whining  cant  of  love,  except  in 
real  passion,  and  by  a  masterly  hand,  is  to  me  as 
insuiferable  as  the  preadiing  cant  of  old  Father 
Smeaton,  Whigminister  at  Kilmaurs.  Darts, 
flames,  cupi^,  loves,  graces,  and  all  that  fiura- 
go^  are  just  a  Maudiline  *  •  •  •  ..^  s^iselea 
rabble. 

I  get  an  exodlent  poetic  epistle  yesten^gjbt 
from  the  old,  venendl>leau1i)ordrTullochgorum, 
John  of  Badenyon,  &&  I  suppose  you  know 
he  is  a  clergyman.  It  is  by  far  the  finest  poetic 
compliment  I  ever  got.  I  will  send  you  a  copy 
of  it. 

I  go  on  Thursday  or  Friday  to  JXimfiries  to 
wait  on  Mr.  Miller  about  his  farms. — Do  tell 
that  to  Lady  M'Eenzie,  that  she  may  give  me 
credit  for  a  little  wisdom.  <<  1  wisdom,  dwell 
with  prudence.*  What  a  blessed  fire  lAde !  How 
hiappy  should!  be  to  pass  a  winter 'evening  un- 

■■» '     ■  I  ■■«■■■   I     I  11      I  ■     ■ 

*  Of  the  Scots  Miuical  Muteiutt. 
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der  their  venerable  roof!  and  smoke  a  pipe  of 
tobacco,  or  drink  water-gruel  with  them !  What 
Miemni  lengthened^  lau^ht^^^aashing  gravity 
pf  phiE !  What  sajpe  renciadb  on  the  good-fon> 
nothing  sons  and-  daughters  of  indiscretion  and 
folly !  And  what  fin^gal  lessons^  as  we  straightr 
ened  the  flreHide  mde,  on  the  uses  of  the  poker 
and  tongs! 

MiBS;N.  is  very  well»  and  begs  to  be  remem- 
bex^  in  the  old  way  to  you.  I  used  all  my 
^loqueno^  aU  the  persuasive  flourishes  of  the 
hand*  and  heart-melting  modulation  of  periods 
in  my  power»  to  urge  he^r  out  to  Hervie^ton,  but 
an  in  vain*  My  rhetoric  seems  quite  to  have 
lost  its  effirat  on  the  lovely  half  of  mankind.  1 
have  se^n  the  day--^but  that  is «  '*  tale  of  other 
years.'^--^In  my  conscience  I  believe  that  my 
heart  hm  betn  so  oft  on  fire  that  it  jis  absolutely 
vitrified.  I  look  on  the  sex  with  something  like 
the  admirajl&on  with  wbidi  I  regard  t^ie  star^ 
fky  im  a  frosty  Decembec  night  I.  admire  thi^ 
beauty  of  the  Creator's  w<«kmans!up ;  I  am 
chaermed  with  the  wild  but  graceful  eccentricity 
ef  th^  motions,  and^--wjuBb  them  good  night 
I  mean  this  with  respect  to  a  certain  passioi) 
dant  y  a$  eu  t  honneur  <t  etrf  un  misa^abki  es-^ 
clave :  as  for  fiiendship,  you  and  Charlotte  have 
given  me  pleasure,  permanent  pleasure,  '<  which 
the  world  cannot  give^  nor  take  away"  I  hope ; 
and  which  wijl  outlast  the  heavens  and  the  earth. 
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Without  date. 

I  HAVE  been  0t  Diiiiifiies,  wid  4M:  ow 

vifAi  mate  shall  be  ^€<dd€d  about  a  fann  in  ihat 
c^^Marf.    I  aM  y^het  ho^ltod  in  it ;  6u1r  itt 
my  lirotlier  is  to  ^cceWent  feltnfer,  todls^  b^sid^, 
an  exceeditt^y  ^pnidetiti  sober  Aian,  (qa^tti«« 
which  are  only  a  younger  brother's  CoKtine  in 
ctar  femily,)  1  am  detenrfined,  :if  'my  thimfries 
business  fan  xtiey  to'  r&tuhi  irito  pstrtneHbip  wi^ 
\An,  fltnd  at  <mr  leism^  tafee  attoth^r  fifMli  in  flie 
neighftou^lieod.    I  aHsoore  ^y€fal  kokfdr  Ugh 
coyhpKments  irdtn  you  atid  CharkMi^  on  this 
vety  ^age  instance  of  my  tmiathamaUe^  ineom- 
prefaenstble  wisdom.    Tfi^klng  ^  t^mrlotte,  I 
musftteHherthiftl  have  to  the  best  ef  my  ptfws- 
er,  paid  her  a  poetic  compliiyient,  now  ^compkat* 
eA.    The  air  is  admirable:  true  did  HlghlmL 
It  was  the  tt3tne  of  a  6a4!e  song  which  &k  f  fitter- 
Mess  lady  sung  tok  w4>i^  I  was  t^iete ;  ini  I 
was  at>  {^harmed  i^h  \t  thtft  I  beg^^  lieY  tB 
write  me  a  set  of  ^t  Abmher  bringing ;  for  ft  had 
never  been  set  heRite.    I  am'fi^ed  diat  it  ^lAl 
go  in  Johnson's  next  ndmber ;  so  Ghatiotte  and 
you  need  not  spend  your  precious  time  ik  con* 
tradicting  me,    T  Won't  say  the  poetry  is  first- 
rate;  though  1  am  convinced  it  4s  very  well: 
and,  what  is  not  always  the  ease  with  eompK« 
tnents  to  ladi^,  it  is  fi6t  only  sincere  hut  Just. 

(Here  followu  the  song  of  "*'  the  Banks  of  the  DeVon.*^ 
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Edinburgh,  Nov.  21,  1787. 

1  HAVE  OBe  vexatious  fault  to  the  kind- 
ly- welcome,  well  filled  sheet  which  i  owe  to 
your  and  Charlotte's  goodness — ^it  contains  too 
much  sense,  sentiment,  and  good-spelling.   It  is 
impossible  that  even  you  two,  whom  I  declare 
to  my  God,  I  will  give  credit  for  any  degree  of 
excellence  the  sex  are  capable  of  attaining ;  it  is 
impossible  you  can  go  on  to  correspond  at  that 
rate ;  so  like  those  wht>,  Shenstone  says,  retire 
because  they  have  made  a  good  speech,  I  shall 
after  a  few  letters  hear  no  more  of  you,   I  insist 
that  you  shall  write  whatever  comes  first :  what 
you  see,  what  you  read,  what  you  hear,  what 
you  admire,  what  you  dislike ;  trifles,  bagatelles, 
nonsense ;  or  to  fill  up  a  comer,  e'en  put  down 
a  laugh  at  fiill  length.   Now  none  of  your  polite 
hints  about  flattery :  I  leave  that  to  your  lovers, 
if  you  have  or  shall  have  any:  though  thank 
heaven  I  have  found  at  last  two  girls  who  can 
be  luxuriantly  haj^y  in  their  own  minds  and 
with  one.another,  without  that  commonly  neces- 
sary appendage  to  female  bliss,  a  lover. 

Charlotte  and  you  are  just  two  favourite  rest- 
ing places  for  my  soul  in  her  wanderings  through 
the  weary,  thorny  wilderness  of  this  world — 
God  knows  I  am  ill-fitted  for  the  struggle :  I 
16.  T  t 
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glory  in  being  a  Poet,  and  1  want  to  be  thought 
a  wise  man — I  would  fondly  be  generous,  and 
I  wish  to  be  rich.  After  aU,  I  am  afraid  I  am 
a  lost  subject.  **  Some  folk  hae  a  hantle  o'  fauts, 
an'  I'm  but  ane'er-do-weeL" 

AJiernam.'^To  close  the  melancholy  reflec- 
tions  at  the  end  of  last  sheet,  I  shall^  just  add  a 
piece  of  devotion,  commonly  known  in  Canick, 
by  the  title  of  the  **  Wabster^s  grace.** 

*'  Some  say  we're  thieves^  and  e'en  sue  are  we, 
^  Some  say  we  lie,  and  e'en  sae  do  we ! 
^  Gttde  forgie  U8,  an  I  hope  sae  will  he ! 
*— -'^  Upandtoyoitf  looms,  lads." 


Edinburgh,  Dec.  12,  3787. 

1  AM  here  under  the  care  of  a  suigeon, 
with  a  bruised  limb  extended  on  a  cushion ;  and 
the  tints  of  my  mind  vying  with  the  livid  horror 
preceding  a  midnight  thunder-storm.  A  dnp- 
ken  coachman  was  the  cause  of  the&st;"and 
incomparably  the  lightest  evil;  misfortune,  bo- 
dily constitution,  hell  and  myself  have  formed  a 
^  Quadruple  Alliance"  to  guarantee  the  other. 
I  got  my  fall  on  Saturday,  and  am  getting  slow- 
ly better. 

I  have  taken  tooth  and  nail  to  the  bible,  and 
am  got  through  the  five  books  of  Moses,  and 
half  way  in  Joshua.     It  is   really  a  glorious 
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book.  I  sent  for  my  book-binder  to-day,  and  or. 
dered  him  to  get  me  an  octavo  bible  in  sheets,  the 
best  paper  and  print  in  town  ;  and  bind  it  witii 
all  the  elegance  of  his  craft. 

1  would  give  my  best  song  to  my  worst  ene- 
my, I  mean  the  merit  of  making  it,  to  have  yon 
and  Charlotte  by  me.  You  are  angelic  creatures, 
and  would  pour  oil  and  wine  into  my  wounded 
spirit. 

I  inclose  you  a  proof  copy  of  the  ^  Banks  of 
the  Devon,"  which  present  with  my  best  wishes 
lo  Charlotte.  The  ^'  Ochel^hills,"  you  shall  pro. 
hably  have  next  week  for  yourself!  None  of 
your  fine  speediest 


Edinburgh^  Dec  19,  1787. 

1  BEGIN  thi3  letter  in  answer  to  yours 
of  the  17th  current,  which  is  not  yet  cold  since 
I  read  it.  The  atmosphere  of  my  soul  is  vastly 
clearer  than  when  1  wrote  you  last.  ^  For  the 
first  time,  yesterday  I  crossed  the  room  on 
crutches.  It  would  do  your  heart  good  to  see 
my  hardship,  not  on  my  poetic^  but  on  my  oak- 
en  stilts;  throwing  my  best  leg  with  an  air !  and 
with  as  much  hilarity  in  my  gait  and  oounte' 
nance,  as  a  May  frog  Imping  across  the  newly 
harrowed  ridge,  enjoying  the  fragrance  of  the 
3  T  2 
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refreshed  earth  after  the  long-expected  showar ! 

«    «    «    » 

I  can't  say  I  am  altogether  at  my  ease  when 
I  see  any  where  in  my  path,  that  meagre,  squal* 
id,  famine-faced  spectre,  poverty;  attended  as 
he  always  is,  by  iron-fisted  oppression,  and  leer- 
ing contempt;  but  1  have  sturdily  withstood 
his  buffetings  many  a  hard-laboured  day  already, 
and  still  my  motto  is — I  dabe  !  My  worst  ene- 
my is  MoimSme.  I  lie  so  miserably  open  to  the 
inroads  and  incursions  of  a  mischievous,  light 
armed,  well-mounted  banditti,  under  the  ban- 
ners of  imagination^  whim,  caprice,  and  passion ; 
and  the  h^vy  armed  veteran  rqpilars  of  wis- 
dom, prudence  and  fore-thought,  move  so  very^ 
very  slow,  that  1  am  almost  in  a  state  of  perpe- 
tual warfare,  and  alas !  frequent  defeat.  Thee 
are  just  two  creatures  that  1  would  envy,  a  horse 
in  his  wild  state  traversing  the  forests  of  Ai^ 
or  an  oyster  on  some  of  the  desart  shores  of  Eu- 
rope. The  one  has  not  a  wish  without  enjoy- 
ment, the  other  has  neither  wish  nor  fear. 


Edinburgh,  March,  14,  1788. 

1  KNOW,  my  ever  dear  firiend,  that 
you  will  be  pleased  with  the  news  when  I  tell 
you,  I  have  at  last  taken  a  lease  of  a  ftrm.  Yes- 
ternight I  compleated  a  bargain  with  Mr.  Mil- 
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ler,  of  Dalswinton,  for  the  farm  of  EUisland,  on 
the  banks  of  the  Nith,  between  five  and  six 
miles  above  Dumfries.  I  begin  at  Whitsunday 
to  build  a  house^  drive  lime,  &c,  and  heaven  be 
my  help !  for  it  will  take  a  strong  effort  to  bring 
my  mind  into  the  routine  of  business.  1  have 
discharged  all  the  army  of  my  former  pursuits, 
fancies  and  pleasures ;  a  motley  host !  and  have 
literally  and  strictly  retained  only  the  ideas  of  a 
few  friends,  which  I  have  incorporated  into  a 
life-guard.  I  trust  in  Dr.  Johnson's  observa- 
tion,  <*  Where  much  is  attempted,  something 
is  done."  Firmness  both  in  sufferance  and  ex- 
ertion, is  a  character  I  would  wish  to  be  thought 
to  possess ;  and  have  always  despised  the  whin- 
ing yelp  of  complaint,  and  the  cowardly,  feeble 
resolve. 

•  •  •  # 
Poor  Miss  K.  is  ailing  a  good  deal  this  win- 
ter, and  begged  me  to  remember  her  to  you 
the  first  time  I  wrote  you.  Surely  woman, 
amiable  woman,  is  often  made  in  vain !  Too 
delicately  formed  for  the  rougher  pursuits  of 
ambition ;  too  noble  for  the  dirt  of  avarice,  and 
even  too  gaitle  for  the  rage  of  pleasure :  fi)nn- 
ed  indeed  for  and  highly  susceptible  of  enjoy- 
ment and  rapture;  but  that  enjoyment,  alas! 
almost  wholly  at  the  mercy  of  the  caprice^  male- 
volence, stupidity,  or  wickedness  of  an  animal 
at  all  times  comparatively  unfeeling,  and  ofi^n 
brutal. 
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MaucMine,  7th.  April,  1788. 

I  AM  indebted  to  you  and  Miss  Nimmo 
for  letting  me  know  Miss  Kennedy.  Strange! 
how  apt  we  are  to  indulge  prejudices  in  our 
judgments  of  one  another!  Even  I,  who 
pique  myself  on  my  skill  in  marking  characters; 
because  I  am  too  proud  of  my  character  as  a  man, 
to  be  dazzled  in  my  judgment j^r  glaring  wealth; 
and  too  proud  of  my  situation  as  a  poor  man  to 
be  biassed  against  squalid  poverty  ;  I  was  unao» 
quainted  with  Miss  K/s  very  uncommon  worth. 
1  am  going  on  a  good  deal  progressive  in  man 
grand  hUt^  the  sober  sdence  of  life^  I  have 
lately  made  some  sacrifices,  for  which,  were  I 
xnva  voce  with  you  to  paint  the  situation  and 
recount  the  circumstances^  you  would  applaud 
me. 


No  date. 

jNOW  for  that  wayward,  unfortunate 
thing,  myself.  1  have  broke  measures  with 
•  •  ♦  and  last  week  1  wrote  him  a  frosty,  ke«i 
letter.  He  replied  in  terms  of  chastisemrat, 
and  promised  me  upon  his  honour  that  I  should 
have  the  account  on  Monday ;  but  this  is  Tues- 
day, and  yet  I  have  not  heard  a  word  fiom  him. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


(    Ml     ) 

God  have  mercj  on  me!  a  poor  d-mned,  in* 
cautious,  duped,  unfortunate  fool!  The  sport, 
the  miserable  victim  of  rebellious  pride ;  hypo- 
chondriac  imagination,  agonising  sensibility, 
and  bedlam  passions ! 

*<  1  wish  that  I  were  dead,  but  Fm  no  Kke  to 
die  r  I  had  lately  ^^  a  hairbreadth  'scape  in  th' 
imminent  deadly  breach^  of  love  too.  Thank 
my  stars  I  got  off  heart-whole,  ^  waur  fleyd 
than  hurt.*— /nferrwpiion. 

I  have  this  moment  got  a  hint     ♦    ♦    ♦    • 
♦        •        •        ♦      ♦    I  fear  I  am  something 
like — ^undone—but  I  hope  for  the  best.    Come, 
stubborn  pride  and  unshrinking  resolution !  ac- 
company me  tibrough  this,  to  me,  miserable 
world  !  You  must  not  desert  me !  Your  inend- 
ship  I  think  I  can  count  on,  though  I  should 
date  my  letters  from  a  marching  regiment  Early 
in  life,  and  all  my  life,  1  reckoned  on  a  recruit- 
ing drum  as  my  forlorn  hope.    Seriously,  though 
life  at  present  presents  me  with  but  a  melancho- 
ly path  :  but — ^my  limb  will  soon  be  sound,  and 
I  shall  struggle  on. 


Edinburgh,  Sunday. 
To-morrow,    my  dear  madam,   I 


leave  Cdinbnrgh. 
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1  have  altered  all  my  plans  of  future  life.    A 
farm  that  I  could  live  in,  I  could  not  find ;  and 
indeed,  after  the  necessary  support  my  brother 
and  the  rest  of  the  family  required,  I  could  not 
venture  on  farming  in  that  style  suitable  to  my 
feelings.    You  will  condemn  me  for  the  next 
step  I  have  taken.    I  have  entered  into  the  ex- 
cise.   I  stay  in  the  west  about  three  weeks,  and 
then' return  to  Edinburgh  for  six  weeks  instruc- 
tions ;  afterwards,  for  I  get  employ  instantly,  1 
go  ait  il  plait  a  IHeu, — et  man  Bai*     I  have 
chosen  this,  my  dear  friend,  after  mature  deli- 
beration.   The  question  is  not,  at  what  door  of 
fortune's  palace  shall  we  enter  in;   but  what 
doors  does  she  open  to  us  ?  I  was  not  likely  to 
get  any  thing  to  do.   I  wanted  un  but,  which  is  a 
dangerous,  and  unhappy  ^tuation.     I  got  this 
without  any  hanging  on,  or  mortifying  solicita- 
tion ;  it  is  immediate  bread,  and  though  poor 
in  comparison  of  the  last  eighteen  months  of 
my  existence^  'tis  luxury  in  comparison  of  all  my 
preceding  life:  besides,  the  commissioners  are 
some  of  them  my  acquaintances^  and  all  of  them 
my  firm  friends. 
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No.  259* 

To  Miss  M — N. 

Saturday  Noon,  No.  2,  St.  James's  Sqr. 
Newtowuy  Edinburgh. 

Here  have  I  sat,  my  dear  Madam,  in 
the  stony  attitude  of  perplexed  study  for  fifteen 
vexatious  minutes,  my  head  askew,  bending 
over  the  intended  card ;  my  fixed  eye  insensible 
to  the  very  light  of  day  poured  around ;  my 
pendulous  goose-feather,  loaded  with  ink,  hang- 
ing over  the  future  letter  ;  all  for  the  important 
purpose  of  writing  a  complimentary  card  to  ac- 
company your  trinket. 

Compliments  is  such  a  miserable  Greenlimd 
expression ;  lies  at  such  a  chilly  polar  distance 
from  the  torrid  zone  of  my  constitution,  that  I 
cannot,  for  the  very  soul  of  me,  use  it  to  any 
person  for  whom  I  have  the  twentieth  part  of 
the  esteem,  every  one  must  have  for  you  who 
knows  you 

As  I  leave  town  in  three  or  four  days,  I  can 
give  myself  the  pleasure  of  calling  for  you  only 
for  a  minute.  Tuesday  evening,  sometime 
about  seven,  or  after,  1  shall  wait  on  you,  for 
your  farewell  commands. 

The  hinges  of  your  box,  1  put  into  the  hands 
•17  Uu 
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of  the  proper  Connoisseur.  The  broken  glassy 
likewise,  went  under  review ;  but  deliberative 
wisdom  thought  it'  would  too  much  endanger 
the  whole  fabric. 

I  am,  Dear  Madam, 
With  all  sincerity  of  Enthusiasm^ 
Your  very  humble  Servant 


No.  260. 

To  Mr.  ROBERT  AINSLIE,  Edinbuegh. 

Edinhurghy  Sunday  Morning, 
Nov.  23,  1787. 

I  BEG,  my  dear  Sii-,  you  would  not 
make  any  appointment  to  take  us  to  Mr.  Ains- 
lie's  to-night  On  kx)king  over  my  engage- 
ments, constitution,  present  state  of  my  health, 
some  little  vexatious  soul  concerns,  &e.  1  find  I 
cannot  sup  abroad  to-night. 

I  shall  be  in  to-day  till  one  o*clock,  if  yeu 
have  a  leisure  hour. 

You  will  think  it  romantic  when  1  tell  you, 
that  I  find  the  idea  of  your  friendship  almost 
necessary  to  my  existence. — ^Yoii  assume  a  pro- 
per length  of  face  in  my  bitter  hours  of  blue-de- 
vilism,  and  you  laugh  fully  up  to  my  highest 
wishes  at  my  good  things. — ^I  don't  know,  upon 
the  whole,  if  you  are  one  of  the  first  fellows  in 
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God's  world,  but  you  are  so  to  me.  I  tell  yoa 
this  just  now,  in  the  conviction  that  some  ine- 
qualities in  my  temper  and  manner  may  perhaps 
sometimes  make  you  suspect  that  I  am  not  so 
warmly  as  I  ought  to  be 

Your  friend. 


Nq.  261- 
To  Miss  CHALMERS, 

Edinburgh,  Dec.  1787. 
My  deae  Madam, 

1  JUST  now  have  read  yours-  The  poe- 
tic compliments  I  pay  cannot  be  misunderstood. 
They  afe  neither  of  them  so  particular  as  to 
point  yaiu  out  to  the  world  at  large ;  and  the 
circle  of  your  acquaintances  will  allow  all  I  have 
said.  Besides  1  have  complimented  you  chiefly, 
idmost  solely,  on  your  mental  charms.  Shall  1 
be  plain  with  you  ?  I  will ;  salook  to  it.  Pep- 
sonal  attractions,  madam,  you  have  much  above 
par.;  wit,  understanding,  and  worth,  you  possess 
in  the  first  class.  This  is  a  cursed  flat  way  of 
telling  you  these  truths,  but  let  me  hear  no  more 
of  your  sheepish  timidity.  I  know  the  world  a 
Mttle.  1  know  what  they  will  say  of  my  poems ; 
by  second  sight  I  suppose :  for  I  am  seldom  out 

3  U  2 
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in  my  conjectures ;  and  you  may  believe  rtic, 
my  dear  madam,  I  would  not  run  any  risk  of 
hurting  you  by  an  ill-judged  compliment.  I 
wish  to  show  to  the  world,  the  odds  between  a 
poet's  friends  and  those  of  simple  prosemen. 
More  for  your  information  both  the  pieces  go  in. 
One  of  them,^  "  Where  braving  all  the  winter's 
harms,"  is  already  set — ^the  tune  is  Neil  Gow's 
Lamentation  for  Abercarny ;  the  other  is  to  be 
set  to  an  old  Highland  air  in  Daniel  Bow's 
'<  Collection  of  antient  Scots  Music ;  the  name 
is  Ha  a  Chaillkh  air  mo  Dheidh.  My  treadier- 
ous  memory  has  forgot  every  circumstance  about 
Les  Incas,  only  1  think  you  menti<»ied  them 

as  being  in  C ^'s  possession.     I  shall  ask 

him  about  it.  I  am  afraid  the  song  of  <<  Some- 
body" will  come  too  late — as  I  shall,  for  certain, 
leave^  town  in  a  week  for  Ayrshire,  and  from 
that  to  Dumfries,  but  there  my  hopes  aie  len- 
der. I  leave  my  direction  in  town,  so  any 
thing,  wherever  I  am,  will  reach  me. 

I  saw  your's  to it  is  not  too  seven, 

nor  did  he  take  it  amiss.  On  the  contraiy,  like 
a  whipt  spaniel,  he  talks  of  being  with  yoa  in 

the  Christmas  days«   Mr. has  given  bim 

the  invitation,  and  he  is  determined  to  accept  of 
it.  O  selfishness !  he  owns,  in  his  sober  moments, 
that  from  bis  own  volatility  of  inclination,  tbe 
circumstances  in  which  he  is  situated  and  his 
knowledge    of    his    father's    disposition^^the 
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whole  affair  is  chimerical — ^yet  he  toUl  gratify  an 
idle  penchant,  at  the  enormous,  cruel  expence 
of  perhaps  ruining  the  peace  of  the  very  woman 
for  whom  he  professes  the  generous  passion  of 
love !  He  is  a  gentleman  in  his  mind  and  man- 
ners, tant  pis ! — He  is  a  volatile  school-boy : 
The  heir  of  a  man's  fortune  who  well  knows  the 
value  of  two  times  two ! 

Perdition  sdze  them  and  their  fortunes,  be- 
fore they  should  make  the  amiaUe,  tiie  lovely 

the  derided  olgect  of  their  purse-proud 

contempt. 

I  am  doubly  happy  to  hear  of  Mrs. ^"s 


recovery,  because  I  really  thotight  all  was  over 
with  her.  There  are  days  of  pleasure  yet  await- 
ing her. 

"  As  I  cam  in  by  Glemp 

"  I  met  with  an  aged  woman ; 

"  She  bade  me  chear  up  my  heart, 

"  For  the  best  o*  my  days  was  comin/' 


No,  261 
To  Mb.  MORISON,  Wright,  MaucJdine. 
EUisland,  Jan.  22,  1788. 

MY  BEAE  SIE, 

Necessity  obliges  me  to  go  mto  my 
new  house,  even  before  it  be  plaistered.  1  will 
inhabit  the  one  end  until  the  other  is  finished. 
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About  three  weeks  more,  I  think,  will,  at  far- 
thest, be  my  time  beyond  which  I  cannot  stay  in 
this  present  house.  If  ever  you  wished  to  de- 
serve the  blessing  of  him  that  was  ready  to  pe- 
rish ;  if  ever  you  were  in  a  situation  that  a  little, 
kindness  would  have  rescued  you  from  many 
evils ;  if  ever  you  hope  to  find  rest  in  future 
states  of  untried  being ; — get  these  matters  of 
mine  ready.  My  servant  will  be  out  in  the  be- 
ginning of  next  week  for  the  dock.  My  com- 
pliments to  Mrs.  Morison.* 

I  am,  after  all  my  tribulation, 

Dear  Sir,  yours- 


No.  262. 
To  Mn.  J^MES  SMITH, 

AVON   PRINTFIELD,   LINLITHGOW. 

Matcchline,  April  28,  1788. 

Ijewabe  of  your  Strasburgh,  my  good 
Sir !  Look  on  this  as  the  opening  of  a  correspon- 
dence like  the  opening  if  a  twenty-four  gun 
battery ! 
There  is  no  understanding  a  man  properly, 

•  This  letter  refers  to  chairs,  and  other  articles  of  fnmi- 
ture  which  the  Poet  liad  ordered; 
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without  knowing  something  of  his  previous  ideas 
(that  is  to  say,  if  the  man  has  any  ideas ;  for  1 
know  many  who,  in  the  animal-muster,  pass  for 
men,  that  are  the  scanty  masters  of  only  one  idea 
on  any  given  subject,  and  by  far  the  greatest  part 
of  your  acquaintances  and  mine  can  barely  boast 
of  ideas,  1.25 — 1.5 — 1.75,  or  some  such  frac- 
tional matter)  so  to  let  you  a  little  into  the  se- 
crets of  my  pericranium,  there  is,  you  must 
know,  a  certain  clean-limbed,  handsome,  be- 
witching young  hussy  of  your  acquaintance,  to 
whom  I  have  lately  and  privately  given  a  matri- 
monial title  to  my  corpus. 
• 

"  Bode  a  robe  and  wear  it." 

Says  the  wise  old  Scots  adage !  1  hate  to  presage 
ill-luck ;  and  as  my  girl  has  been  doubly  kinder 
to  me  tlutn  even  the  best  of  women  usually  are 
to  their  partners  of  our  sex,  in  similar  circum- 
stances, I  reckon  on  twelve  times  a  brace  of 
children  against  I  celebrate  my  twelfth  wedding 
day  :  these  twenty-four  will  give  me  twenty-four 
gossippings,  twenty-four  christenings,  (I  mean 
one  equal  to  two)  and  I  hope,  by  the  blessing  of 
the  God  of  my  fathers,  to  make  them  twenty-four 
useful  Members  of  Society,  aiid  twenty-four, 
appro  ven  servants  of  their  God »  *  *  •  « 
"  Light's  heartsome,"  quo'  the  wife,  when  she 
was  stedling  sheep.  You  see  what  a  lamp  I  have 
hung  up  to  lighten  your  paths,   when  you  are 
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idle  enough  to  explore  the  combinations  and  re- 
lations of  mj  ideas.  'Tis  now  as  plain  as  a 
pike-staff,  why  a  twenty-four  gun  battery  was  a 
metaphor  1  could  readily  employ. 

Now  for  business. — 1  intend  to  present  Mrs, 
Bums  with  a  printed  shawl,  an  article  of  which 
I  dare  say  you  have  variety  :  'tis  my  first  pre- 
sent to  her  since  1  have  irrevocably  called  her 
mine,  and  I  have  a  kind  of  whimsical  wish  to 
get  her  the  said  first  present  from  an  old  and 
much  valued  friend  of  hers  and  mine,  a  trusty 
Trojan^  on  whose  friendship  I  count  myself  pos- 
sessed  of  a  life-rent  lease. 

liook  on  this  letter  as  a  "  beginning  of  sor- 
rows  f  I'll  write  you  till  your  eyes  ache  with 
eading  nonsense. 

Mrs.  Burns  ('tis  only  her  private  designation) 
begs  her  best  cotnpliments  to  you. 


No.  263. 
To  Mr.  ROBERT  AINSLIE. 

Mauchline,  May^  26,  1788. 

MY   DEAR  FRIEND, 

I  AM  two  kind  of  letters  in  your  debt^ 
but  I  have  been  from  home,  and  horridly  busy 
buying  and  preparing  for  my  farming  business  : 
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over  and  above  the  plague  of  my  Excise  instruc- 
tions, which  this  week  will  finish. 

As  I  flatter  my  wishes  that  I  forsee  many 
future  years  correspondence  between  us,   'tis 
foolish  to  talk  of  excusing  dull  epistles  :  a  dull 
letter  may  be  a  very  kind  one.     I  have  the 
pleasure  to  tell  you  that  1  have  been  extremely 
fortunate  in  all  my  buyings  and  bargainings 
hitherto ;  Mrs  Bu^ns  not  excepted ;  which  title 
1  now  avow  to  the  world.     1  am  truly  pleased 
with  this  last  afiair ;  it  has  indeed  added  to  my 
anxieties  for  futurity,  but  it  has  given  a  stabili- 
ty  to  my  mind  and  my  resolutions,  unknown 
before ;  and  the  poor  ^1  has  the  most  sacred 
enthusiasm  of  attachment  to  me,  and  has  not 
a  wish  but  to  gratify  my  every  idea  of  her  de- 
portment. 

I  am  interrupted, 

Farewell !  my  dear  Sir. 


17-  X  X 
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No.  264^- 
To  Mrs.  DUNLOP, 

Mauchline,  Jifay^  4,  1788, 
Written  shortly  after  the  Poet's  marriage. 

Madam, 

To  jealousy  or  infidelity  1  am  an  equal 
stranger:  My  preservative  from  the  first,  is 
the  most  thorough  consciousness  of  her  senti- 
ments of  honour,  and  her  attachment  tome; 
my  antidote  against  the  last,  is  my  long  and 
.  deep  rooted  affection  for  her. 

In  housewife  matters,  of  aptness  to  leam  and 
activity  to  execute,  she  is  eminently  mistress: 
and  during  my  absence  in  Nithsdale,  she  is  re- 
gularly and  constantly  apprenticJe  to  my  mo- 
ther and  sisters  in  their  dair}'^  and  other  rural 
business. 

The  Muses  must  not  be  offended  when  1  tdl 
them,  the  concerns  of  my  wife  and  fantiily  will, 
in  my  mind,  alv/ays  take  the  pas;  but  1  assure 
them  their  ladyships  will  ever  come  next  in 
place. 

You  are  right  that  a  bachelor  state  would 
have  insured  me  more  friends;  but,  from  a 
cause  you  will  easily  guess^  conscious  peace  in  the 
enjoyment  of  my  own  mind,  and  immistrusting  I 
confidence  in  approaching  my  God,  would  sel- 
dom have  been  of  the  number    •     •     ♦    ♦ 
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No.  265. 
To  Mr.  ROBERT  AINSLIE. 

Ellisland,  June,  14,  178& 
1  HIS  is  now  the  third  day,  my  dear- 
est  Sir,  tkat  I  have  sojourned  in  these  regions ; 
and  during  these  three  days  you  have  occupied 
more  of  my  thoughts  than  in  three  weeks  pre- 
ceding :  In  A3nrshire  I  have  several  variations 
of  friendship's  compass,  here  it  points  invaria- 
bly to  the  pole. — ^My  ferm  gives  me  a  good 
many  uncouth  cares  and  anxieties,  but  I  hate  the 
language  of  complaint.  Job,  or  some  one  of 
his  £riends,  says  well — "  Why  should  a  living 
man  complain  ?" 

I  have  been  lately  much  mortified  with  con- 
templating an  unlucky  imperfection  in  the  very 
fiwning  aRd  construction  of  my  soul ;  namely, 
a  blundering  inaceuracy  of  her  olfactory  organs 
in  hitting  the  scent  of  craft  or  design  in  my  fel- 
low creatures.  I  do  not  mean  any  compliment 
to  nny  ingenuousness,  or  to  hint  that  the  defect 
is  m  consequence  of  the  unsuspicious  simplicity 
of  conscious  truth  and  honour :  I  take  it  to  be, 
in  some  way  or  other,  an  imperfection  in 
the  mental  sight;  or;  metaphor  apart,  some 
modification  of  dulness.  In  two  or  three  small 
instances  lately,  I  have  been  most  shamefully 

out* 
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I  have  all  along,  hitherto,  in  the  warfiure  of 
life,  been  bred  to  arms  among  the  light-horse— 
the  piquet-guards  of  fancy ;  a  kind  of  Hussars 
and  Highlanders  of  the  Brain ;  but  I  am  firmly 
resolved  to  sell  out  of  these  ^ddy  battalions, 
who  have  no  ideas  of  a  battle  but  fighting  the 
foe,  or  of  a  siege  but  storming  the  town.  Cost 
what  it  will,  I  am  determined  to  buy  in  among 
the  grave  squadrons  of  heavy  armed  thought, 
or  the  artillery  corps  of  plodding  contrivance. 

What  books  are  you  reading,  or  what  is  the 
subject  of  your  thoughts,  besides  the  great  stu- 
dies of  your  profession?  You  said  something 
about  Religion  in  your  last.  I  don't  exactly  re- 
member what  it  was,  as  the  letter  is  in  Ayr- 
shire ;  but  I  thought  it  not  only  prettily  said, 
but  nobly  thought.  You  will  make  a  noble 
fellow  if  once  you  were  married.  I  make  no 
reservation  of  your  being  «?^/2-married :  You 
have  so  much  sense,  and  knowledge  of  human 
nature,  that  though  you  may  not  realize  per- 
haps the  ideas  of  romance^  yet  you  will  never 
be  ill-married. 

Were  it  not  for  the  terrors  of  my  ticklish  a- 
tuation  respecting  provision  for  a  family  of 
children,  I  am  decidedly  of  opinion  that  the 
step  I  have  taken  is  vastly  for  my  happiness. 
As  it  is,  I  look  to  the  excise  scheme  as  a  cer- 
tainty of  maintenance ;  a  maintenance,  luxury 
to  what  either  Mrs.  Bimis  or  I  were  bom  to. 

Adieu. 
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No.  266. 
TO  THE  SAME. 

EUisland^  Jvm  30,  1788. 

MY  DEAR  SIR, 

1  JUST  now  received  your  brief  epistle; 
and  to  take  vengeance  on  your  laziness,  I  have, 
you  see,  taken  a  long  sheet  of  writing  paper, 
and  have  begun  at  the  top  of  the  page,  intend- 
ing to  scribble  on  to  the  very  last  comer. 
I  am  vext  at  that  affair  of  the  ♦  *  *  but  dare 
not  enlarge  on  the  subject  until  you  send  me 
ybur  direction,  as  I  suppose  that  will  be  altered 
on  your  late  master  and  friend's  death.  I  am 
concerned  for  the  old  fellow's  exit,  only  as  I  fear 
it  may  be  to  your  disadvantage  in  any  respect — 
for  an  old  man's  dying,  except  he  have  been  a 
very  benevolent  character,  or  in  some  particular 
situation  of  life,  that  the  welfare  of  the  poor  or 
the  helpless  depended  on  him,  I  think  it  an 
event  of  the  most  trifling  moment  to  the  world.  • 
Man  is  naturally  a  kind  benevolent  animal,  but 
he  is  dropt  into  such  a  needy  situation  here  in 
this  vexatious  world,  and  has  such  a  whoreson, 
hungry,  growling,  multiplying  pack  of  necessi- 
ties, appetites,  passions,  and  desires  about  him. 
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ready  to  devour  him  for  want  of  other  food ; 
that  in  fact  iie  must  lay  aside  his  cares  for  others^ 
that  he  may  look  properly  to  himself.    You 

have  been  imposed  upon  in  paying  Mr.  M 

for  the  profile  of  a  Mr.  H.  I  did  not  mention  it 
in  my  letter  to  you,  nor  did  I  ever  give  Mr» 

M any  such  order.     1  have  no  objection  to 

lose  the  money,  but  I  wiU  iwt  have  any  such 
profile  in  my  possession. 

I  desired  the  carrier  to  pay  you,  but  as  I  men- 
tioned only  15s.  to  him,  1  will  rather  enclose 
you  a  guinea  note.  1  have  it  not  indeed  to  spare 
here,  as  I  am  only  a  sojourner  in  a  strange  land 
in  this  place ;  but  in  a  day  or  two  I  return  to 
Mauchline,  and  there  I  have  .the  bank-notes 
through  the  house  like  salt  permits. 

There  is  a  great  degree  of  folly  in  talking  un- 
necessarily of  one's  private  affairs..  I  have  just 
now  been  interrupted  by  one  of  my  new  neigh- 
bours, who  has  made  himself  absolutely  con- 
temptible in  my  eyes,  by  his  silly,  garrulous  pra- 
riency.  1  know  it  has  been  a  fault  of  my  own 
too ;  but  from  this  moment  I  abjure  itp  9S  I 
would  the  service  of  hell!  Your  poets,  q)end- 
.  thrifts,  and  other  fools  of  that  kidney,  pretend, 
forsooth,  to  crack  their  jokes  on  prudence,  but 
'tis  a  squalid  vagabond  glorying  in  his  rags. 
Still  imprudence  respecting  money  matters,  is 
much  more  pardonable  than  imprudence  respect- 
ing character.  I  have  no  objection  to  prefer  prodi- 
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gality  to  avarice,  in  some  few  instances ;  but  I 
appeal  to  yoiu*  observation,  if  you  have  not  met, 
and  often  met,  with  the  same  little  disingenu- 
ousness,    the  same  hollow-hearted  insincerity, 
and  disintegritive  depravity  of  principle,  in  the 
hackneyed  victims  of  profusion,  as  in  the  un- 
feeling children  of  parsimony.     1  have  every 
possible    reverence    for    the    much    talked-of 
world    beyond  the  grave,   and    I    wish    that 
which  piety  believes  and  virtue  deserves,  may 
be  all  matter  of  fact — But  in  things  belong- 
ing tb  and  terminating  in  this  present  scene  of 
existence,  man  has  serious  and  interesting  busi- 
ness on  hand.     Whether  a  man  shall  shake 
hands  with  welcome  in  the  distinguished  eleva- 
tion of  respect,  or  shrink  from  contempt  in  the 
abject  comer  of  insignificance ;  whether  he  shall 
wanton  under  the  tropic  of  plenty,  at  least  en- 
joy himself  in  the  comfortable  latitudes  of  easy 
convenience,  or  starve  in  the  arctic  circle  of 
dreary  poverty;   whether  he  shall  rise  in  the 
manly  consciousness  of  a  self  approving  mind, 
or  sink  beneath  a  galling  load  of  regret  and  re- 
morse—these are  alternatives  of  the  last  mo- 
ment. 

You  see  how  I  preach.  You  used  occasion- 
ally to  sermonize  too ;  I  wish  you  would,  in 
charity,  favor  me  with  a  sheet  full  in  your  own 
way.  I  admire  the  close  of  a  letter  Lord  Boling- 
broke  writes  to  Dean  Swift;  "  Adieu,  dear  Swift  I 
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«'  with  aD  thy  faults  I  love  thee  entirely :  make 
"  an  eflTort  to  love  me  with  all  mine !"  ^  Humble 
servant,  and  all  that  trumpery,  is  now  such  ft 
prostituted  business,  that  honest  friendship,  in 
her  sincere  way,  must  have  recourse  to  her  pri- 
mitive,  simple, — farewell! 


No.  267. 
To  Mr.  GEORGE  LOCKHART, 

MERCHANT,   GLASGOW. 

3Iauchlin€,  July  18,  1788. 

MY   DEAR  SIR, 

1  AM  just  going  for  NitTisdale,  else  1 
would  certainly  have  transcribed  some  of  my 
rhyming  things  for  you.  The  Miss  BaiUes  I 
have  seen  in  Edinburgh.  «  Fair  and  lovely  are 
thy  works.  Lord  God  Almighty  !  Who  would 
not  praise  Thee  for  these  Thy  gifts  in  Thy  good- 
ness  to  the  sons  of  men !"  It  needed  not  your 
fine  taste  to  admire  them.  X  declare,  one  day  1 
had  the  honour  of  dining  at  Mr.  Bailie's,  I  was 
almost  'in  the  predicament  of  the  children  of 
Israel,  when  they  could  not  look  on  Moses's 
face  for  the  glory  that  shone  in  it  when  he  de- 
scended from  Mount  Sinai. 

I  did  once  write  a  poetic  address  from  the 
falls  of  Bruar  to  his  Grace  of  Athole,  when  I 
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was  in  the  Highlands.  When  you  return  to 
Scotland  let  me  know,  and  I  will  send  such  of 
my  pieces  as  jdease  myself  best. 

I  return  to  Mau«hline  in  about  ten  days. 

My  compliments  to  Mr.  Purden.    I  am,  in 
truth,  but  at  present  in  haste. 

Yours  sincerely. 


No.  268. 

To  Mr.  BEUGO,  Engraver,  Edinburgh. 

Ellisland,  Sept.  9,  1788. 
.    My  dear  Sir, 

There  is  not  in  Edinburgh  above  the 
number  of  the  graces  whose  letters  would  have 
given  me  so  much  pleasure  as  yours  of  the  3d. 
instant,  which  only  reached  me  yesternight. 

I  am  here  on  my  farm,  busy  with  my  bar- 
vest ;  but  for  all  that  most  pleasurable  part  of 
life  called  social  communication,  I  am  here 
at  the  very  elbow  of  existenc^e.  The  only 
things  that  are  to  be  found  in  this  country,  in 
any  degree  of  perfection,  are  stupidity  and  cant- 
ing. Prose,  they  only  know  in  graces,  prayers, 
&c.  and  the  value  of  these  they  estimate  as  they 
do  their  plaiding  webs — ^by  the  ell !  As  tor  the 
muses,  they  have  as  much  an  idea  of  a  rhino- 
17  Yy 
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ccros  as  of  a  poet .  For  my  old  capricious  but 
good-natured  hussy  of  a  muse — 

By  banks  of  Nith  I  sat  and  wept 

When  Coila  I  thought  on^ 
In  midst  thereof  I  hong  my  harp 

The  wDlow  trees  upon. 

1  am  generally  about  half  my  time  in  Ayrshire 
with  my  **  darling  Jean,**  and  then  I,  at  lucid 
intervals^  throw  my  homy  fist  across  my  be^b- 
webbed  Ijrre,  much  in  the  same  manner  as  an 
old  wife  throws  her  hand  across  the  spokes  of 
her  spinning  wheeL 

I  will  send  you  "  The  Fortunate  Shepherdess'' 
as  soon  a»  I  return  to  Ayrshire,  for  there  I  keep 
it  with  other  precious  treasure.  I  shall  send  it 
by  a  careful  hand,  as  I  would  not  for  any  thing 
it  should  be  mislaid  or  lost  I  do  not  wish  to 
serve  you  |from  any  benevolence,  or  other  grave 
Christian  virtue ;  'tis  purely  ^  selfish  gratification 
of  oay  own  feelings  whenever  I  think  ci  you. 

If  your  better  functions  would  give  you  lei- 
sure to  write  me  I  should  be  extremely  happy ; 
that  is  to  say,  if  you  neither  keep  nor  look  for  a 
regular  correspondence.  I  hate  the  idea  of  be- 
ing obliged  to  write  a  letter.  I  sometimes 
write  a  friend  twice  a  week»  at  other  times  once 
a  quarter. 

I  am  exceedingly  pleased  with  your  fancy  in 
making  the  author  you  mention,  place  a  map  of 
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Iceland  instead  of  his  portrait  before  his  works : 
'Twas  a  glorious  idea. 

^  Could  you  conveniently  do  me  one  thing — 
Whenever  you  finish  any  head  I  could  like  to 
have  a  proof  copy  of  it  I  might  tell  you  a 
long  story  about  your  fine  genius ;  but  as  what 
every  body  knows  cannot  have  escaped  you, 
I  shall  not  say  one  syllable  about  it 


No,  269 
To  Miss  CHALMERS,  Edinburgh. 

JSUisland,  near  JDurnfries,  Sept.  16, 1788. 

W^HERE  are  you  ?  and  how  are  you  ? 
and  is  Lady  M*Kenzie  recovering  her  health  ? 
for  I  have  had  but  one  solitary  letter  from  you. 
I  will  not  think  you  have  forgot  me^  Madam ; 
and  for  my  part — 

"  When  tfaee  Jerusalem  I  forget. 
"  Skifl  part  fi'om  ray  right  hand !" 
"  My  heart  is  not  of  that  rock,  nor  my  soul 
careless  as  that  sea."  1  do  not  make  my  pro-^ 
gress  among  mankind  as  a  bowl  does  among  ite 
fellows — trolling  through  the  crowd  without 
bearing  away  any  mark  or  impression,  except 
where  they  hit  in  hostile  coili^on. 

I  fixn  here,  driven  in  with  my  harvest-folks 
by  bad  weather;  and  as  you  and  your  sister 
once  did  me  the  honour  of  interesting  yourselves 
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much  a  tegard  de  fnoi,  I  sit  down  to  beg  the 
continuation  of  your  goodness, — I  can  truly 
say,  that,  all  the  exterior  of  life  apart,  I  nevCT 
saw  two,  whose  esteem  flattered  the  nobler 
feelings  of  my  soul — I  will  not  say,  more,  but, 
so  much  as  Lady  M'Kenzie  and  Miss  Chalmers. 
When  I  tMnk  of  you — hearts  the  best,  minds 
the  noblest,  of  human  kind — unfortunate,  even 
in  the  shades  of  life — ^When  I  think  I  have  met 
with  you,  and  have  lived  more  of  real  life 
with  you  in  eight  days,  than  I  can  do  vnth  al- 
most any  body  I  meet  with  in  eight  years— 
when  I  think  on  the  improbability  of  meeting 
you  in  this  world  again — 1  could  sit  down  and 
cry  like  a  child ! — If  evei:  you  honoured  me 
with  a  place  in  yoiu*  esteem,  I  trust  I  can  now 
plead  more  desert. — I  am  secure  against  that 
crushing  grip  of  iron  poverty,  which,  alas!  is 
less  or  more  fatal  to  the  native  worth  and  pu- 
rity of,  I  fear,   the  noblest  souls;  and  a  late, 
important  step  in  my  life  has  kindly  taken  me 
out  of  the  way  of  those  ungrateful  iniquities, 
which,  however  overlooked  in  fashionable  licence 
or  varnished  in  fashionable  phrase,  are  indeed 
but  lighter  and  deeper  shades  of  villainy. 

Shortly  after  my  last  return  to  A3nrshire,  I 
married  "my  Jean,"    This  was  not  in  conse- 
quence of  the  attachment  of  romance  perhaps ;  1 
but  I  had  a  long  and  much-loved  fdlow  crea- 
ture's happiness  or  misery  in  my  detenninatioD, 
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and  I  durst  not  trifle  with  so  important  a  deposit. 
Nor  have  I  any  cause  to  repent  it.  If  I  have 
not  got  polite  tattle,  modish  manners,  and  fashi- 
onable dress,  I  am  not  sickened  and  disgusted 
with  the  multiform  curse  of  boarding-school  af- 
fectaticHi ;  and  I  have  got  the  handsomest  figure, 
the  sweetest  temper,  the  soundest  constitution, 
and  the  kindest  heart  in  the  county.  Mrs. 
Bums  believes,  as  firmly  as  her  creed,  that  I  am 
le plies  bel  esprit,  et  le  plus  konnete  homme  in  the 
universe;  although  she  scarcely  ever  in  her  life, 
except  the  Scriptures  of  the  Old  and  New  Tes- 
tament, and  the  Psalms  of  David  in  metre,,  spent 
five  minutes  together  on  either  prose  or  verse. — 
I  must  except  also  fix>m  this  last,  a  certain  late 
publication  of  Scots  poems,  which  she  has  pe- 
rused very  devoutly ;  and  all  the  ballads  in  the 
country,  as  she  has  (O  the  partial  lover!  you  will 
cry)  the  finest  "  wood  note  wild"  I  ever  heard. — 
1  am  the  more  particular  in  this  lady's  character, 
as  I  know  she  will  henceforth  have  the  honour 
of  a  share  in  your  best  wishes.  She  is  still  at 
Mauchline,  as  I  am  building  my  house:  for 
this  hovel  that  I  shelter  in,  while  occasionally 
here,  is  pervious  to  every  blast  that  blows,  and 
every  shower  that  falls ;  and  I  am  only  preserved 
firom  being  chilled  to  death,  by  being  suffocated 
with  smoke.  I  do  not  find  my  (arm  that  penny- 
worth 1  was  taught  to  expect ;  but  I  believe, 
in  time,  it  may  be  a  saving  bargain.    You  will 
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be  pleased  to  hear  that  I  have  laida^ide  idle 
eclat,  and  bind  every  day  after  my  reapers. 

To  save  me  from  that  horrid  situation  of  at 
any  time  going  down,  in  a  losing  bargstin  of  a 
farm,  to  misery,  I  have  taken  my  excise  instruc- 
tions, and  have  my  commission  in  my  pocket  for 
any  emergency  of  fortune.  If  I  could  set  all  be- 
fore your  view,  whatever  disrespect  you  in  com- 
mon with  the  world,  have  for  this  business,  I 
know  you  would  approve  of  my  idea. 

I  will  make  no  apology,  dear  Madam,  for  this 
egotistic  detail :  I  know  you  and  your  sister 
will  be  interested  in  every  circumstance  of  it 
What  signify  the  silly,  idle  gewgaws  of  wealth, 
or  the  ideal  trumpery  of  greatness !  Wh^i  fel- 
low partakers  of  the  same  nature  fear  the  same 
God,  have  the  same  benevolence  of  heart,  the 
same  nobleness  of  soul,  the  same  detestation  at 
every  thing  dishonest,  and  the  same  scorn  at 
every  thing  unworthy — ^if  they  are  not  in  thede- 
pendance  of  absolute  beggary,  in  the  name  of 
common  sense  are  they  not  equals  ?  And  if 
the  bias,  the  instinctive  bias  of  their  souls  run 
the  same  way,  why  may  they  not  be  feiends  ? 

When  1  may  have  an  opportunity  of  sending 
you  this  Heaven  onl^  knows.  Shenstbne  says, 
**  When  one  is  confined  idle  within  doors  by  bad 
weather,  the  best  antidote  against  ennui  is,  to 
read  the  letters  of,  or  write  to  one's  friends ;" 
in  that  case  then,  if  the  weather  cbntinues  thus, 
I  may  scrawl  you  half  a  quire. 
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I  very  lately,   to  wit,  since  harvest  began^ 
wrote  a  poem,  not  in  imitation,  but  in  the  man* 
ner  of  Pope's  Moral  Epistles.    It  is  only  a  short 
essay,  just  to  try  the  strength  of  my  Muse's  pi- 
nion in  that  way.    I  will  send  you  a  copy  of  it, 
when  once  I  have  heard  from  you.    I  have  like- 
wise  been  laying  the  foundation  of  some  pretty 
large  Poetic  works :    how  the  superstructure 
will  come  on  I  leave  t6  that  great  maker  and 
marrer  of  projects — ^time.    Johnson's  collection 
of  Scots  songs  is  going  on  in  the  third  volume ; 
and  of  consequence  finds  me  a  consumpt  for  a 
great  deal  of  idle  metre. — One  of  the  most  tol- 
erable things  I  have  done  in  that  way,  is,  twa 
stanzas  that  I  made  to  an  air,  a  musical  gen- 
tleman^ of  my  acquaintance  composed  for  the 
anniversary  of  his  wedding-day,  which  happens 
on  the  seventh  of  November.   Take  it  as  follows : 

The  day  returns— my  bosom  bums. 
The  blisful  day  we  twa  did  meet,  &c.. 

I  shall  give  over  this  letter  for  shame.  If  I 
should  be  seized  with  a  scribbling  fit,  before 
this  goes  away,  I  shall  make  it  another  letter ; 
and  then  you  may  allow  your  patience  a  week's 
respite  Jbetween  the  two.  I  have  not  room  for 
more  than  the  old,  kind,  hearty,  fakewel  ! 

*  Captain  Riddel  of  Gienriddel. 
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To  make  8ome  amends,  mes  ckeres  Mesdames, 
for  dragging  you  on  to  this  second  sheet ;  and 
to  relieve  a  little  the  tiresomeness  of  my  mistu- 
died  and  uncorrectible  prose,  I  shall  transcribe 
you  som6  of  my  poetic  bagatelles;  though  I 
have,  these  eight  or  ten  months,  done  very  lit- 
tle that  way.  One  day,  in  an  Hermitage  oa 
the  Banks  of  the  Nith,  belonging  to  a  gentle^ 
man  in  my  neighbourhood,  who  is  so  good  as 
give  me  a  key  at  pleasure,  I  wrote  as  follows ; 
supposing  myself  the  sequestered,  venerable 
inhabitant  of  the  lonely  mansion. 

Lines  written  in  Friar'a  Carse  Hennitage.-&e  Poemt,  p.  303. 


No.  270. 
To  Mas.  DUNLOP,  of  Dunlop, 

Manchline,  27th.  Sept.  1788. 

1  HAVE  received  twins,  dear  madam, 
more  than  once;  but  scarcely  ever  with  more 
pleasure  than  when  I  received  yours  of  the  12th. 
instant.     To  make  myself  understood;  I  had 
wrote  to  Mr.  Graham,  inclosing  my  poem  ad- 
dressed to  him,  and  the  same  post  which  favour- 
ed me  with  yours,  brought  me  an  answer  from 
him.     It  was  dated  the  very  day  he  had  receiv- 
ed mine ;  and  I  am  quite  at  a  loss  to  say  whether 
it  was  most  polite  or  kind. 
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Your  criticisms,  my  honoured  benefactress, 
are  truly  the  work  of  a  friend.  They  are  not 
the  blasting  depredations  of  a  canker-toothed^ 
caterpiUar  critic ;  nor  are  they  the  fair  statement 
of  cold  impartiality,  balancing  with  unfeeling 
exactitude,  the  pro  and  con  of  an  author's  me- 
rits ;  they  are  the  judicious  observations  of  ani- 
mated friendship,  selecting  the  beauties  of  the 
piece.  I  have  just  arrived  from  Nithsdale,  and 
will  be  here  a  fortnight.  I  was  on  horseback  this 
morning  by  three  o'clock  ;  for  between  my  wife 
and  my  farm  is  just  forty-six  miles.  As  1  jogged 
on  in  the  dark,  1  was  taken  with  a  poetic  fit, 
as  follows : 

"  Mrs.  F of  C 's  lamentation  for  the 

death  of  her  son ;  an  uncommonly  promising 
youth  of  eighteen  or  nineteen  years  of  age." 

Here  follow  the  verses,  entitled,  "  A  Mother's 
lament  for  the  loss  of  her  Son." 

You  will  not  send  me  your  poetic  rambles, 
but,  you  see,  I  am  no  niggard  of  mine.  1  am 
sure  your  impromptus  ^ve  me  double  pleasure ; 
what  falls  from  your  pen,  can  neither  be  unen- 
tertaining  in  itself,  nor  indifferent  to  me. 

The  one  fault  you  found,  is  just ;  but  I  can- 
not  please  myself  in  an  emendation. 

What  a  life  of  solicitude  is  the  life  of  a  pa- 
rent!  you  interested  me  much  in  your  young 
couple. 

17  Zz 
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I  would  not  take  my  folio  paper  for  this  epis- 
tle, and  now  1  repent  it.  I  am  so  jaded  with 
my  dirty  longjomrney  that  I  was  a&aid  to  drawl 
into  the  essence  of  dubiess  with  any  thing  larger 
than  a  quarto,  and  so  I  must  leare  out  another 
rhyme  of  this  morning's  manufacture. 

1  will  pay  the  sapientipotent  George  most 
cheerfully,  to  hear  from  you  ere  I  leave  Ayr- 
shire. 


No,  271.         . 
To  Mk.  JAMES  JOHNSON, 

ENGKAVER,  EDINBURGH. 

Mauchlim,  Nov.  15,  1788. 
My  dear  Sir, 

1  HAVE  sent  you  two  more  songs.— if 
you  have  got  any  tunes,  or  any  thing  to  correct, 
please  send  them  by  return  of  the  carrier. 

I  can  easily  see,  my  dear  friend,  that  you  wiD 
very  probably  have  four  volumes.  Perhaps  you 
may  not  find  your  account  lucratively,  in  this 
business ;  but  you  are  a  patriot  for  the  music  of 
your  country ;  and  1  am  certain,  posterity  will 
look  on  themselves  as  highly  indebted  to  your 
public  spirit.  Be  not  in  a  hurry ;  let  us  go  on 
icorrectly ;  and  your  name  shall  be  immortal. 
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I.  am  preparing  a  flaming  preface  for  your 
third  volume.  I  see  every  day,  new  musical 
publications  advertised;  but  what  are  they? 
Gaudy,  hunted  butterflies  of  a  day,  and  then 
vanish  for  ever :  but  your  work  will  outlive  the 
momentary  neglects  of  idle  fashion,  and  defy 
the  teeth  of  time. 

Have  you  never  a  fair  goddess  that  leads  you 
a  wild-goose  chase  of  amorous  devotion  ?  Let 
me  know  a  few  of  her  qusdities,  such  as,  whe- 
ther she  be  rather  black  or  fair,  plump  or 
thin,  short  or  tall,  &;c.  and  chuse  your  air, 
and  I  shall  task  my  Muse  to  celebrate  her. 


No.   272. 

To  De.  BLACKLOCK, 

^auchliTWy  Nov.  15,  1788. 

a£V«  AND  BEAU  SIB, 

xjLS  1  hear  nothing  c^  yom:  motions  but 
that  you  are,  or  were,  out  of  town,  I  do  not 
know  where  this  may  find  you,  or  whether  it 
will  find  you  at  all.  I  wrote  you  a  long  letter, 
dated  from  the  land  of  matrimony,  in  June ; 
but  either  it  had  not  found  you,  or,  what  I 
dread  more,  it  found  you  or  Mrs.  Blacklock  in 
too  precarious  a  state  of  health  and  spirits,  to 
take  notice  of  an  idle  packet. 
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I  have  done  many  little  things  for  Johnson, 
since  I  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you ;  and  I 
have  finished  one  piece,  in  the  way  of  Pope's 
Moral  Epistles ;  but  from  your  silence,  I  have 
every  thing  to  fear,  so  I  have  only  sent  you 
two  melancholy  things,  which  I  tremble  lest 
they  should  too  well  suit  the  tone  of  your  pre- 
sent feelings. 

In  a  fortnight  I  move,  bag  and  baggage,  to 
Kithsdale;  till  then,  my  direction  is  at  this 
place ;  after  that  period  it  will  be  at  EUisland, 
near  Dumfries.  It  would  extremely  oblige  me 
were  it  but  half  a  line,  to  let  me  know  how  you 
are,  and  where  you  are. — Can  1  be  indifferent 
to  the  fate  of  a  man,  to  whom  I  owe  so  much? 
A  man  whom  I  not  only  esteem  but  venerate. 

My  warmest  good  wishes  and  most  respectful 
compliments  to  Mrs.  Blacklock,  and  Miss  John- 
ston, if  she  is  with  you. 

I  cannot  conclude  without  telling  you  that  I 
am  more  and  more  pleased  with  the  step  I  took 
respecting  "  my  Jean." — Two  things,  from  my 
happy  experience,  I  set  down  as  apothegms  in 
life.  A  wife's  head  is  immaterial,  compared 
with  her  heart — and — "Virtue's  (for  wisdom 
what  poet  pretends  to  it)— ways  are  ways  of 
pleasantness,  and  all  her  paths  are  peace. 

Adieu! 

*.        ♦        ♦        # 

Here  follow  the '' The  Mothet^s  Lamentjbr 
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the  loss  of  her  Son,*"  and  the  song  beginning, 
*•  The  lazy  mist  hangs  from  the  hrotv  of  the  hiU.*' 


No-  273- 

To  Mr.  ROBERT  AINSLIE. 

EUisland,  Jan.  6,  1789. 

jMaNY  happj  returns  of  the  season  to 
you,  my  dear  Sir !  May  you  be  comparatiyely 
happy  up  to  your  comparative  worth  among  the 
sons  of  men ;  which  wish  would^  1  am  sure, 
make  you  one  of  the  most  blest  of  the  human 
race* 

I  do  not  know  if  passing  a  "Writer  to  the  sig^ 
net"  be  a  trial  of  scientific  merit,  or  a  mere  bu- 
siness of  Mends  and  interest  However  it  be, 
let  me  quote  you  my  two  favorite  passages, 
which  though  I  have  repeated  them  ten  thou- 
sand times,  still  they  rouse  my  manhood  and 
steel  my  resolution  lUce  inspiration. 

On  Reason  build  resolve. 
That  Qolumn  of  tree  niijesty  m  man. 

Young. 

Hear,  Alfred,  hero  of  the  state. 

Thy  genius  heaven's  high  will  declare ; 

The  triuBupl)  of  the  truly  great 

Is  never,  never  to  despair ! 

Is  never  to  despair ! 

Masque  of  AxJevlwd. 
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I  grant  you  enter  the  lists  of  life,  to  stru^le 
for  bread,  business,  notice,  and  distinction,  in 
common  with  hundreds. — ^But  who  are  they  ? 
Men,  like  yourself,  and  of  that  aggregate  body, 
your  compeers,  seven  tenths  oi  them  come  short 
of  your  advantages  natural  and  accidental ;  while 
two  of  those  that  remain  either  neglect  thek* 
parts,  as  flowers  blooming  in  a  desart,  or  mis- 
spend their  strength,  like  a  bull  goring  a  bram- 
ble bush. 

But  to  change  the  theme :  I  am  still  catering 
for  Johnson's  publication ;  and  among  others,  I 
have  brushed  up  the  following  old  favourite 
aong  a  little,  with  a  view  to  your  worship.  I 
have  only  altered  a  word  here  and  there ;  but  if 
you  like  the  humour  of  it,  we  shall  think  of  a 
stanza  or  two  to  add  to  it 


No.    274. 
To  Mr.  JAMES  HAMILTON, 

GEOCEB,  GLASGOW. 

EVislandy  May  26,  1799. 

DEAA  SIB, 

I  SEND  you,  by  John  Glover,  carrier^ 
the  above  account  fot  Mr.  Tumbull^  as  I  sup- 
pose you  know  his  address. 
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I  would  fain  offer,  my  dear  Sir,  a  word  of 
sympathy  with  your  misfortune;  but  it  is  a 
tender  string,  and  I  know  not  how  to  toudi  it 
It  is  easy  to  flourish  a  set  of  high-flown  senti- 
ments on  the  subje^  that  would  give  great  satis- 
faction to— a  breast  quite  at  ease ;  but  as  one 
observes,  who  was  very  seldom  mistaken  in  the 
theory  of  life,  •*  The  heart  knoweth  its  own 
^<  sorrows,  and  a  stranger  intermeddleth  not 
'«  therewith.'^ 

Among  some  distressful  emergencies  that  I 
have  experienced  in  life,  I  ever  laid  this  down 
as  my  foundation  of  comfort — J%al  he  who 
has  lived  the  life  of  an  honest  man,  has  by  no 
means  lived  in  vain ! 

With  every  wish  for  your  wel&re  and  future 
success, 

I  am,  my  dear  Sir, 

Sincerely  yours. 


No.    275- 

To  WM.  CREECH,  Esq. 

6IE«  EUisland,  May  SO,  1789. 

I  HAD  intended  to  have  troubled  you 
with  a  long  letter,  but  at  present  the  delightful 
sensations  of  an  omnipotent  Toothach  so  engross 
all  my  inner  man,  as  to  put  it  out  of  my  pow- 
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er  even  to  write  nonsense. — ^However,  as  in  duty 
bound,  I  approach  my  Bookseller  with  an  of- 
fering in  my  hand — a  few  poetic  clinches  and  a 
song: — To  expect  any  other  kind  of  offering 
from  the  Rhyming  Tribe,  would  be  to  know 
them  much  less  than  you  do.  I  do  not  pretend 
that  there  is  much  merit  in  these  morceatia:,  but 
I  have  two  reasons  for  sending  them ;  primo^ 
they  are  mostly  ill-natured,  so  are  in  unison 
with  my  present  feelings,  while  fifty  troops  of 
infernal  spirits  are  driving  post  firom  ear  to  ear 
along  my  jaw-bones ;  and  secondly^  they  axe  so 
short,  that  you  cannot  leave  off  in  the  middle^ 
and  so  hurt  my  pride  in  the  idea  that  you  found 
any  work  of  mine  too  heavy  to  get  through. 

1  have  a  request  to  beg  of  you,  and  I  not  only 
beg  of  you,  but  conjure  you — ^by  all  your  wishes 
and  by  all  your  hopes,  that  the  muse  will  spare 
the  satiric  wink  in  the  moment  of  your  foibles; 
that  she  will  warble  the  song  of  rapture  round 
your  hymeneal  couch ;  and  that  she  will  shed  on 
your  turf  the  honest  tear  of  elegiac  gratitude! 
grant  my  request  as  speedily  as  possible. — Send 
me  by  the  very  first  fly  or  coach  for  this  place, 
three  copies  of  the  last  edition  of  my  poems; 
which  place  to  my  account. 

Now,  may  the  good  things  of  prose,  and  the 
good  things  of  verse,  come  among  thy  hands 
until  they  be  filled  with  the  good  things  of  this 
life!  piayeth  ROB'.  BURNS- 
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No.  276. 
To  Mr.  ROBERT  AINSLIE. 

EUisland,  June  8,  1789. 

MY  DEaS  FRFEND, 

1  AM  perfisctly  asfabmed  of  mys^  when 
I  look  at  the  date  of  yom  last    It  is  not  that 
I  forget  the  friend  of  niy  heart  and  the  oompa- 
nion  of  my  peregrinations ;   but  I  hare  been 
condemned   to    drudgery   beyond   sufierance, 
though  not,  thank  God,  beyohd  redemption. 
I  have  bad  a  collection  of  poems  by  a  lady  put 
into  my  hands,  to  prepare  them  for  the  press; 
which  horrid  task,  with  sowing  my  com  with 
my  own  hand,  a  parcel  of  masons,  wrights, 
plaisterers,  &c.  to  attend  to,  roaming  on  busi- 
ness through  Ayrshire — all  this  vtas  against  me, 
and  the  very  first  dread&l  article  was  of  itself 
too  much  for  me. 

13th.  I  have  not  had  a  moment  to  spare  from 
incessant  toil  since  the  8th.  Life,  my  dear  Sh*, 
is  a  serious  matter.  You  know,  by  experience, 
that  a  man's  individual  self  is  a  good  deal ;  but 
believe  me,  a  wife  and  family  of  children,  when- 
ever you  have  the  honor  to  be  a  husband  arid  a 
father^  will  shew  you  that  your  present  most 
*  18.  8  A 
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anxious  hours  of  solicitude  are  spent  on  trifles. 
The  welfare  of  those  who  are  very  dear  to  us* 
whose  only  support/  hope  end  stay  we  are— -this, 
to  a  generous  mind,  is  another  sort  of  more  im* 
portant  object  of  care  than  any  concerns  what- 
ever which  centre  merely  in  the  individual  On 
the  other  hand^  let  no  young,  unmarried,  rake- 
helly dog  among  you,  make  a  song  of  his  pre- 
tended liberty  and  freedom  from  care.  If  the 
relations  we  stand  in  to  king,  country,  kkidred, 
and  friends,  be  any  thing  but  the  visionary  fan- 
cies of  dreaming  metaphysicians;  if  religion, 
virtue,  magnanimity,  generosity,  humanity  and 
justice,  be  aught  but  empty  sounds ;  then  the 
man  who  may  be  said  to  live  only  for  other$, 
for  the  beloved,'  honourable  female,  whose  ten- 
der, faithful  embrace  endears  life,  and  for  the 
helpless  little  innocents,  who  are  to  be  the  men 
and  women,  the  worshippers  of  his  God,  the 
subjects  of  his  king,  and  the  support,  nay,  the 
very  vital  existence  of  his  country,  in  the  m- 
,  suing  age ;— -compare  such  a  man  with  any  fel- 
low whatever,  who,  whether  he  bustle  and  push 
in  business  among  labourers,  clerks,  statesmen; 
or  whether  he  roar  and  rant,  and  drink  and  sing 
in  taverns — a  fellow  over  whose  grave  no  one 
will  breathe  a  single  heigh-ho,  except  from  the 
cobweb-tie  of  what  is  called  good  fellowship— 
who  has  no  view  nor  aim  but  what  terminates 
in  himself— *if  there  be  any  grovelling  earthbom 
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inretch  of  our  species,  a  renegado  to  common 
sense,  who  would  fain  believe  that  the  noble 
creatvtre,  man,  is  no  better  than  a  sort  of  fungus, 
generated  out  of  nothmg,  nobody  knows  how, 
and  soon  dissipating  in  nothing,  nobody  knows 
where;  such  a  stupid  beast,  such  a  crawling 
reptile,  might  balance  the  foregoing  unexagger* 
ated  comparison,  but  no  one  else  would  have 
the  patience. 

Forgive  me,  my  dear  Sir,  for  this  long  si- 
lence. To  make  you  amends,  I  shall  send  you 
soon,  and  more  encoura^ng  still,  without  any 
postage,  one  or  two  rhymes  of  my  later  manu- 
facture. 


No.  277. 

To  Capt.  riddel,  Caese. 

SIB,  ElMsland,  Oct.  16,  1799. 

l5lG  with  the  idea  of  this  important  day* 
at  Friars  Carse,  I  have  watched  the  elements 
and  skies  in  the  full  persuasicm  that  they  would 
announce  it  to  the  astonished  world  by  some 
phenomena  of  terrific  portent. — Yesternight,  un- 
til a  rery  late  hour,  did  I  wait  with  anxious  hor- 
ror, for  the  appearance  of  some  Comet  firing 

•  The  day  on  which  ''  the  Whistle"  was  contended  for. 
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half  the  sky ;  or  serial  armies  of  sanguinary  Scan* 
dxnavianSy  darting  athwart  the  startled  heavens^ 
rapid  as  the  ragged  lightning,  and  horrid  as 
those  convulsions  of  nature  that  bury  nations. 

The  elements,  however,  seem  to  take  the  mat- 
ter very  quietly  i  they  did  not  even  usher  in  this 
morning  with  triple  suns  and  a  shower  of  bloody 
symbolical  of  the  three  potent  heroes,  and  the 
mighty  claret-shed  of  the  day. — For  me,  as 
Thomson  in  his  Winter  says  of  the  storm — I 
shall  <'  Hear  astonished,  and  astonished  sing,"* 

The  whisde  and  the  man ;  I  sing 
The  man  that  won  the  wfaialle,  &c. 

"  Here  are  we  met,  three  merry  boys, 

'*  Three  merry  boys  I  trow  are  we  ; 
''  And  mony  a  night  we've  merry  been, 

"  And  mony  mae  we  hope  to  be. 

"  Wha  first  shall  rise  to  gang  awa, 
'  "  A  cuckold  ooward  loun  is  he: 
''  Wha  last*  beside  his  phair  shall  fit', 
"  He  is  the  king  amang  us  three.** 

To  leave  the  heights  of  Parnassus  and  come 
to  the  humble  vale  of  prose. — I  have  s<Hne.mis* 
givings  that  I  take  too  much  upon  mp,  when  I 
request  you  to  get  your  guest,  Bir  Robert  Low- 
rie,  to  frank  the  two  indosed  covers  for  me ;  the 
one  of  them,  to  Sir  WilHam  Cunningham,  of 

*  In  former  editions  of  these  verses,  the  word  ./CM  hm 
been  printed  in  this  place  inateid  of  the  word  last. 
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Robertiiand,  Bart  at  Auchenskeith,  Eilmamock^ 
—the  other,  to  Mr.  Allan  Masterton,  Writing- 
Master,  Edinburgh.  The  first  has  a  kindred 
claim  on  Sir  Robert,  as  being  a  brother  Baronet, 
and  likewise  a  keen  Foxite ;  the  other  is  one  of 
the  worthiest  men  in  the  world,  and  a  man  of 
real  genius ;  so,  allow  me  to  say,  he  has  a  fra- 
ternal claim  on  you.  I  want  them  franked  for 
to-morrow,  as  I  cannot  get  them  to  the  post  to- 
night.— ^1  shall  send  a  servant  again  for  them  in 
the  evening.  Wishing  that  yourliead  may  be 
crowned  with  laurels  to-night,  and  free  from 
aches  to-morrow, 

I  have  the  honour  to  be.  Sir, 

Your  deeply  indebted  humble  Servant. 


No.    278- 
TO  THE  SAME. 

.    SIR, 

1  WISH  from  my  inmost  soul  it  were 
in  my  power  to  give  you  a  more  substantial  gra* 
tification  and  return  for  all  your  goodness  to  the 
poet,  than  transcribing  a  few  of  his  idle  rhymes. 
—However,  "  an  old  song,'*  though  to  a  pro- 
verb an  instance  of  insignificance,  is  generally 
the  only  coin  a  poet  has  to  pay  with. 

If  my  poems  which  I  have  transcribed,  and 
mean  stUl  to  transcribe  into  your  book,  were 
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equal  tx>  the  grateful  respect  and  high  esteem  I 
hear  for  the  gentleman  to  whom  I  (present  them, 
they  would  be  the  finest  poems  in  the  language. 

^As  they  are,  they  wiH  at  least  be  a  testimony 

with  what  sincerity  I  have  the  honour  to  he. 

Sir,  Your  devoted  humble  Servant 


No.  279- 
To  Mr.  ROBERT  AINSLIE. 

Ellisland,  Nov.  1, 1789. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND, 

1  HAD  written  you  long  ere  now,  could 
1  have  guessed  where  to  find  you,  for  I  am  sure 
you  have  more  good  sense  than  to  waste  the  pre- 
cious days  of  vacation  time  in  the  dirt  of  busi- 
ness and  Edinburgh. — ^\Vherever  you  are,  God 
bless  you,  and  lead  you  not  into  temptation,  but 
deliver  you  fix>m  evil ! 

I  do  not  know  if  I  have  informed  you  that  I 
am  now  appointed  to  an  excise  division,  in  the 
middle  of  which  my  house  and  farm  lie.  In  €tm 
1  was  extremely  lucky.  Without  ever  having 
been  an  expectant,  as  they  call  their  journeymen 
excisemen,  I  was  directly  planted  down  to  all 
intents  and  purposes  an  ofiicer  of  excise ;  there 
to  flourish  and  brmg  forth  fruits — worthy  of  re- 
pentance. 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


(    Ml     ) 

I  know  not  how.  the  word  exciseman,  or  still 
more  opprobrious,  ganger,  will  sound  in  ypur 
ears.  1  too  have  seen  the  day  when  my  audito- 
ry nerves  would  have  felt  very  delicately  on  this 
subject ;  but  a  wife  and  children  are  things  which 
have  a  wonderful  power  in  blunting  these  kind 
of  sensations.  Fifty  pounds  a  year  for  hfe^  and 
a  provision  for  widows  and  orphans,  you  will 
allow  is  no  bad  settleciient  for  a  poet.  For  the 
ignominy  of  the  prdfassion,  1  have- the  encour- 
agement which  I  once  heard  a  recruiting  Ser- 
jeant give  to  a  numerous,  if  not  a  respectable 
audience,  in  the  streets  of  Edlmamock. — <<  Gen- 
"  tlemen,  for  your  further  and  better  encourage- 
**  ment,  I  can  assure  you  that  our  regiment  is 
"  the  most  blackguard  corps  under  the  crown, 
"  and  consequently,  with  us  an  honest  fellow  has 
"  the  surest  chance  for  preferment.'* 

You  need  not  doubt  that  1  find  several  very 
unpleasant  and  disagreeable  circumstances  in  my 
business;  but  I  am  tired  with  and  disgusted  at 
the  language  of  complaint  against  the  evils  of 
life.  Human  existence  in  the  most  favourable 
situations  does  not  abound  with  pleasures,  and 
has  its  inconveniences  and  ills ;  capricious  fool- 
ish man  mistakes  these  inconveniences  and  ills, 
as  if  they  were  the  peculiar  property  of  his  par- 
ticular situation ;  and  hence  that  eternal  fickle- 
ness, that  love  of  change,  which  has  ruined,  and 
daily  does  ruin  many  a  fine  fellow,  as  well  as 
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many  a  blockhead ;  and  is  almost,  without  ex- 
ception, a  constant  source  of  disappointment 
and  misery. 

I  long  to  hear  from  you  how  you  go  on— not 
so  much  in  business  as  in  life.  Are  you  {»etty 
well  satisfied  with  your  own  exertions,  and  to- 
lerably a^ease  in  your  internal  reflections  ?  Tis 
much  to  be  a  great  dbaraoter.  as  a  lawyer,  but 
beyond  comparison  more  to  be  a  great  characto: 
ataman.  That  you  may  be  both  the  one  and 
the  other  is  the  earnest  wish,  akid  that  you  xcill 
be  both  is  the  &rm  persuasi<Hi  of. 

My  dear  Sir,  &c. 


No^  280- 

To  Mr.  peter  HILL,  Bookseller, 
Edinbuegh. 

Ellisland,  Feb.  2, 1790. 
W  O !  I  will  not  say  one  word  about  apo- 
logies or  excuses  for  not  writing — 1  am  a  poor- 
rascally  gauger,  condemned  to  gaUop  at  least 
200  miles  every  week  to  inspect  dirty  ponds 
and  yeasty  barrels ;  and  where  can  I  find  time 
to  write  to,  or  importance  to  interest  any  body? 
The  upbraidings  of  my  conscience,  nay,  the  np- 
braidings  of  my  wife,  have  persecuted  me  on 
your  account  these  two  or  three  montlis  past — 
I  wish  to  God  I  was  a  great  man,  that  my 


Digitized  by 


Google 


(    553     ) 

correspondence  might  throw  light  upon  you,  to 
let  the  world  see  what  you  really  are ;  and  then 
I  would  make  your  fortune,  without  putting 
my  hand  in  my  pocket  for  you,  which,  like  all 
other  great  men,  I  suppose  I  would  avoid  as 
much  as  possible.  What  are  you  doing,  and 
how  are  you  doing  ?  Have  you  lately  seen  any 
of  my  few  friends  ?  What  is  become  of  the 
BOROUGH  REFORM,  or  how  is  the  fate  of  my 
poor  namesake  Mademoiselle  Bums  decided? 

0  man !  but  for  thee  and  thy  selfish  appetites, 
and  dishonest  artifices,  tliat  beauteous  fornj^  and 
that  once  innocent  and  still  ingenuous  mind, 
might  have  shone  conspicuous  and  lovely  in  the 
faithful  wife,  and  the  affectionate  mother ;  and 
shall  the  unfortunate  sacrifice  to  thy  pleasures 
have  no  claim  on  thy  humanity ! 

I  saw  lately  in  a  Review,  some  extracts  from 
a  new  poem,  called  the  Village  Curate ;  send  it 
me.  I  want  likewise  a  cheap  copy  of  the  World, 
Mr.  Armstrong,  the  young  poet,  who  does  me 
the  honour  to  mention  me  so  kindly  in  his  works, 
please  give  him  my  best  thanks  for  the  copy  of 
his  book — I  shall  write  him  my  first  leisure  hour. 

1  like  his  poetry  much,  but  I  think  his  style  in 

prose  quite  astonishing. 

♦     »    •     # 

Your  book  came  safe,   and  I  am  going  to 
trouble  you  witli  farther  commissions.     1  call 
it  troubling  you — ^because  I  want  only  books  ; 
18.  •  3  B 
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the  cheapest  way,  the  best ;  SQ  you  may  have 
to  hunt  for  them  in  the  evening  auctions,  I 
want  Smollett's  works,  for  the  sake  of  his  in- 
comparable humour.  I  have  already  Roderick 
Random,  and  Humphrey  Clinker. — ^Peregrine 
Pickle,  LauncelotGreaves,  and  Frederick,  Count 
Fathom,  I  still  want ;  but,  as  I  said,  the  veriest 
ordinary  copies  will  serve  me.  I  am  nice  only 
in  the  appearance  of  my  poets*  I  forget  the 
price  of  Cowper's  Poems,  but  I  believe  1  must 
have  them.  1  saw  the  other  day,  proposals  for 
a  publication,  entitled,  "  Banks*  new  and  com- 
plete Christian's  Family  Bible,"  printed  for  C 
Cooke,  Paternoster-row,  London. — ^He  promises 
at  least,  to  give  in  the  work,  I  think  it  is  three 
hundred  and  odd  engravings,  to  which  he  has 
piit  the  names  of  the  first  artists  in  London.— 
You  will  know  the  character  of  the  perform- 
ance, as  some  numbers  of  it  are  published ;  and 
if  it  is  really  what  it  pretends  to  be,  set  me 
down  as  a  subscriber,  and  send  me  the  publish- 
ed numbers. 

Let  me  hear  from  you  your  first  leisure  mi- 
nute, and  trust  me,  you  shall  in  future  have  no 
reason  to  complain  of  my  silence.  The  daz- 
zling perplexity  of  novelty  will  dissipate  and 
leave  me  to  pursue  my  course  in  the  quiet  path 
of  methodical  routine^ 
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No.  281. 

To  Mr,  W.  NICOL. 

ElUsland,  Feb.  9i  1790. 

MY  DEAB  SIRy 

Til  AT  d-mned  mare  of  yours  is  dead.  I 
would  frefely  liave  given  her  price  to  have  saved 
her :  she  has  vexed  me  bey6nd  description.  In- 
debted as  I  was  to  your  goodness,  beyond  what 
I  can  ever  repay,  I  eagerly  grasped  at  yotir  offer 
to  have  the  mare  with  me.  That  I  might  at  least* 
shew  my  readiness  in  wishing  to  be  grateful,  I 
took  every  care  of  her  in  my  power.  She  was 
ilever  crossed  for  riding  above  half  a  score  of 
limes  by  me,  or  in  my  keeping.  I  drew  her  in 
€he  plough,  one  of  three,  for  one  poor  week.  I 
refused  fifty-five  shillings  for  her,  which  was  the 
highest  bode  I  could  s(][uee2e  for  her.  I  fed  her 
dp,  and  had  her  in  fine  order  for  Dumfries  fair ; 
tvhen  four  or  five  days  before  tlie  fair,  she  was 
seized*  with  an  unaccountable  disorder  in  the  si- 
news, or  somewhere  in  the  bones  of  the  neck ; 
Ivith  a  weakness  or  total  want  of  power  in  her 
fillets ;  and,  in  short,  the  whole  vertebrae  of  her 
spine  seemed  to  be  diseased  and  Imhinged,  and 
in  eight  and  forty  hours,  in  spite  of  the  two  best 
fktriers  in  the  country,  she  died,  and  be  d-mned 
to  her !    The  farriers  said  that  she  had  been 
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quite  strained  in  the  fillets,  beyond  cure,  before 
you  had  bought  her,  and  that  the  poor  devil, 
though  she  might  keep  a  little  flesh,  had  been 
jaded  and  quite  worn  out  with  fatigue  and  op. 
pression.  While  she  was  with  me,  she  was  un- 
der my  own  eye ;  and  I  assure  you,  my  much 
valued  friend,  every  thing  was  done  for  her  that 
could  be  done ;  and  the  accident  has  vexed  me 
to  the  heart.  In  fact,  I  could  not  pluck  up 
spirits  to  write  you,  on  account  of  the  unf(»rtu« 
nate  business. 

There  is  little  new  in  this  country.  Our  the- 
atrical company,  of  which  you  must  have  heard, 
leave  us  in  a  week.  Their  merit  and  character 
are  indeed  very  great,  both  on  the  stage  and  in 
private  life;  not  a  worthless  creature  among 
them;  and  their  encouragement  has  been  ac- 
cordingly. Their  usual  run  is  from  eighteen  to 
twenty-five  poimds  a  night;  seldom  less  than 
the  one,  and  the  house  will  hold  no  more  than 
the  other.  There  have  been  repeated  instances 
of  sending  away  six,  and  eight,  and  ten  pounds 
in  a  night,  for  want  of  room.  A  new  theatre  is 
to  be  built  by  subscription ;  the  first  stone  is  to 
be  laid  on  Friday  first  to  come.  Three  hun- 
dred guineas  have  been  raised  by  thirty  subsai* 
hers,  and  thirty  more  might  have  been  got  if 
wanted.  The  manager,  Mr.  Sutherland,  was  in* 
troduced  to  me  by  a  friend  from  Ayr ;  and  a 
worthier  or  cleverer  fellow  I  have  rarely  met 
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with.  Some  of  our  clergy  have  sHpt  in  by 
stealth  now  and  then ;  but  they  have  got  up  a 
farce  of  their  own.  You  must  have  heard  how 
the  Rev.  Mr.  Lawson  of  Kirkmahoe,  seconded 
by  the  Rev.  Mr.  Kirkpatrick  of  Dunscore,  and 
the  rest  of  that  faction,  have  accused,  in  formal 
process,  the  unfortunate  and  Rev.  Mr.  Heron 
of  Kirkgunzeon,  that  in  ordaining  Mr.  Nelson 
to  the  cure  of  souls  in  Kirkbean,  he,  the  said 
Heron^  feloniously  and  treasonably  bound  the 
said  Nelson  to  the  confession  of  faith,  so  far  as 
it  was  agreeable  to  reason  and  the  word  of  God  ! 
Mrs.  B.  begs  to  be  remembered  most  grate- 
fully to  you.  Little  Bobby  and  Frank  are 
charmingly  well  and  healthy.  I  am  jaded  to 
death  with  fatigue..  For  these  two  or  three 
months,  on  an  average,  I  have  not  ridden  less 
than  two  hundred  miles  per  week.  I  have  done 
little  in  the  poetic  way.  I  have  given  Mr. 
Sutherland  two  prologues :  one  of  which  was 
delivered  last  week.  I  have  likewise  strung 
four  or  five  barbarous  stanzas,  to  the  tune  of 
Chevy  Chase,  by  way  of  Elegy  on  your  poor 
uhfortunate  mare,  beginning  (the  name  she  got 
here  was  Peg  Nicolsqn) 
**  Peg  Nicholflon  was  a  good  bay  maie.''— &e  Poems,  p.  600. 

My  best  compliments  to  Mrs  NichoU  and  lit- 
tle Neddy,  and  all  the  family.  1  hope  Ned  is 
a  good  scholar,  and  will  come  out  to  gather  nuts 
and  apples  with  me  next  harvest 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


(     558    ) 


No.  282. 
To  Me.  MURDOCH, 

TEACHER  OF  FRENCH,  LONDON. 

Ellisland,  July  16,  1790. 
My  dear  Sir, 

I  RECEIVED  a  letter  fiom  you  a  long 
time  ago,  but  unfortunately,  as  it  was  in  the 
time  of  my  peregrinations  and  joumeyings 
through  Scotland,  1  mislaid  or  lost  it,  and  by  con- 
sequence your  directions  along  with  it.  Luck- 
ily my  good  star  brought  me  acquainted  with 
Mr.  Kennedy,  who,  I  understand,  is  an  acqiiamt- 
atice  of  yours :  and  by  his  means  and  mediation 
I  hope  to  replace  that  link  which  my  unfortu- 
nate negligence  had  so  unluckily  broke  in  the 
chain  of  our  correspondence.  1  was  the  mote 
vexed  at  the  vile  accident,  as  my  brother  William, 
a  journeyman  saddler,  has  been  for  some  time 
in  Lfondon;  and  wished  above  all  things  for 
your  direction,  that  he  might  have  paid  his  re- 
pects  to  his  father's  friend. 

His  last  address  he  sent  me  was,  •*  Wm. 
Bmns,  at  Mr.  Barber's,  Sadler,  No.  181,  Strand." 
1  write  him  by  Mr  Kennedy,  but  neglected  to 
ask  him  for  your  address ;  so,  if  you  find^di  spare 
half  minute,  please  let  my  lMt>ther  know  by  a 
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card  where  and  when  he  will  find  you ;  and  the 
poor  fellow  will  joyfully  wait  on  you,  as  one  of 
the  few  surviving  friends  of  the  man  whose  name, 
and  Christian  name  too,  he  has  the  honour  to 
hear. 

The  next  letter  1  write  you  shall  be  a  long 
one.  I  have  much  to  tell  you  of  "hair-breadth 
'scapes  in  th*  imminent  deadly  breach,"  with  all 
the  eventful  history  of  a  life,  the  early  years  of 
which  owed  so  much  to  your  kind  tutorage ; 
but  this  at  m  hour  of  leisure.  My  kindest  com- 
pliments to  Mrs.  Murdoch  and  family. 
I  am  ever,  my  dear  Sir, 
Your  obliged  iriend. 


No/  283- 
To  CRAUFORD  TAIT,  Esq.  Edinburgh. 
EOisland,  October  15,  1790. 

D£A&  SIR, 

Allow  me  to  introduce  to  your  ac- 
quaintance the  bearer,  Mr.  Wm.  Duncan,  a 
friend  of  mine,  whom  I  have  long,  known  and 
long  loved.  His  father,  whose  only  son  he  is» 
has  a  decent  little  property  in  Ayrshire,  and  has 
bred  the  young  man  to  the  law,  in  which  de- 
partment he  comes  up  an  adventurer  to  your 
good  town.  I  shall  give  you  my  friend's  char- 
acter in  two  words :  as  to  his  head,  he  has  talents 
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enough,  and  more  than  enough  for  common  life ; 
as  to  his  heart,  when  nature  had  kneaded  the 
the  kindly  clay  that  composes  it,  she  said,  "  I 
can  no  more." 

You,  my  good  sir,  were  born  under  kinder 
stars ;  but  your  fraternal  sympathy,  I  well  know, 
can  enter  into  the  feelings  of  the  young  man, 
who  goes  into  life  with  the  laudable  ambition  to 
do  something,  and  to  be  something  among  his 
fellow-creatures ;  but  whom  the  consciousne^ 
of  friendless  obscurity  presses  to  the  earth,  and 
wounds  to  the  soul ! 

Even  the  fairest  of  his  virtues  are  against  him. 
That  independent  spirit,  and  that  ingenuous  mo- 
desty, qualities  inseparable  from  a  noble  mind, 
are,  with  the  million,  circumstances  not  a  little 
disqualifying.     What  pleasure  is  in  the  power 
of  the  fortunate  and  the  happy,  by  their  notice 
and  patronage,  to  brighten  the  countenance  and 
glad  the  heart  of  such  depressed  youth !    I  am 
not  so  angry  with  mankind  for  their  deaf  econo- 
my of  the  purse : — ^The  goods  of  this  world  can- 
not be  divided,   without  being  lessened — ^but 
why  be  a  niggard  of  that  which  bestows  bliss  on 
a  fellow-creature,  yet  takes  nothing  from  our 
own  means  of  enjoyment?  We  wrap  ourselves 
up  in  the  cloak  of  our  own  better-fortune,  and 
turn  away  our  eyes,  lest  the  wants  and  woes  df 
our  brother-mortals  should  disturb  the  selfish 
apathy  of  our  souls ! 
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I  am  the  worst  hand  in  the  world  at  asking  a 
favour.     That  indirect  address,  that  insinuating 
implication,  which,  without  any  positive  request, 
plainly  expresses  your  wish,  is  a  talent  not  to  be 
acquired  at  a  plough-tail.  Tell  me  then,  for  you 
can,  in  what  periphrasis  of  language,  in  what 
circumvolution  of  phrase,  I  shall  envelope,  yet 
not  conceal,  this  plain  story. — "  My  dear  Mr. 
Tait,  my  friend  Mr:  Duncan,  whom  I  have  the 
pleasure  of  introducing  to  you,  is  a  young  lad  of 
your  own  profession,  and  a  gentleman  of  much 
modesty  and  great  worth.    Perhaps  it  may  be  in 
your  power  to  assist  him  in  the,  to  him,  impor- 
tant consideration  of  getting  a  place ;  but  at  all 
events,  your  notice  and  acquaintance  will  be  a 
very  great  acquisition  to  him  ;  and  I  dare  pledge 
myself  that  he  will  never  disgrace  your  favour.*' 
You  may  possibly  be  surprised.  Sir,  at  such  . 
a  letter  from  me ;  'tis,  I  own,  in  the  usual  way 
of  calculating  these  matters,  more  than  our  ac- 
quaintance entitles  me  to;  but  my  answer  is 
short :  Of  all  the  men  at  your  time  of  life,  whom 
I  knew  in  Edinburgh,  you  are  the  most  acces- 
sible on  the  side  on  which  I  have  assailed  you. 
You  are  \ety  much  altered  indeed  from  what 
you  were  when  I  knew  you,  if  generosity  point 
the  path  you  will  not  tread,  or  humanity  call  tg 
you  in  vain. 

As  to  myself,  a  being  to  whose  interest  1  be- 
lieve   you  are  still  a  well-wisher ;  1   am  here, 
18.  3  C 
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breathing  at  all  times,  thinking  sometimes,  and 
rhyming  now  and  then.  Every  situation  has  its 
share  of  the  cares  and  pains  of  life,  and  my  situ- 
ation, I  am  persuaded,  has  a  full  ordinary  allow- 
ance of  its  pleasures  and  enjoyments. 

My  best  compliments  to  your  father  and  Miss 
Tait,  If  you  have  an  opportunity,  please  re- 
member me  in  the  solemn  league  and  covenant 
of  friendship  to  Mrs.  Lewis  Hay.  I  am  a  wretch 
for  not  writing  her ;  but  I  am  so  hackneyed  with 
self-accusation  in  that  way;  that  my  oonsdenoe 
lies  in^  my  bosom  with  scarce  the  sensibility  of 
an  oyster  in  its  shell.  Where  is  Lady  M^Een- 
zie  ?  wherever  she  is,  God  bless  her !  I  likewise 
beg  leave  to  trouble  you  with  compliments  to 
ISlr.  Wm.  Hamilton ;  Mrs.  Hamilton  and  family; 
and  Mrs  Chalmers,  when  you  are  in  that  ooun- 
tr}\  Should  you  meet  with  Miss  Ninuno,  please 
remember  me  kindly  to  her. 


No.    284. 
To 


DEAR   SIB, 

Whether  in  the  way  of  my  trade, 
1  can  be  of  any  service  to  the  Rev.  Doctor,*  is 
I  fear  very  doubtful.    Ajax's  shield  oondsted, 


•  Dr.M'Gm,ofAyr. 
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I  think,  of  seven  bull  hides  and  a  plate  of  brass, 
which  altogether  set  Hector's  utmost  force  at 
defiance.  Alas !  I  am  not  a  Hector,  and  the  wor- 
thy Doctor's  foes  are  as  securely  armed  as  Ajax 
was.  Ignorance,  superstition,  bigotry,  stupidi- 
ty, malevolence,  self-conceit,  envy — all  strongly 
bound  in  a  massy  frame  of  brazen  impudence. 
Good  God,  Sir !  to  such  a  shield,  humour  is  the 
peck  of  a  sparrow,  and  satire  the  pop-gun  of  a 
school-boy.  Creation-disgracing  scelerats  such 
as  they,  God  can  only  mend,  and  the  Devil 
only  can  punish.  In  the  comprehending  way 
of  Caligula,  I  wish  they  had  all  but  one  neck. 
I  feel  impotent  as  a  child  to  the  ardour  of  my 
wishes !  O  for  a  withering  curse,  to  blast  the 
germins  of  their  wicked  machinations.  O  for  a 
poisonous  Tornado,  winged  from  the  Torrid 
Zone  of  Tat tarus,  to  sweep  the  spreading  crop 
of  their  villainous  contrivances  to  the  lowest  hell ! 


No.  285. 
To  Mr.  ALEXANDER  DALZIEL, 

FACTOE,  FINDLAYSTON. 

EUisland,  March  19,  1791- 

MY  DEAR  Sir, 

I  HAVE  taken  the  liberty  to  frank  this 
letter  so  yjou,  as  it  encloses  an  idle  poem  of  mine, 
which  I  send  you ;  and,  God  knows,  you  may 
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perhaps  pay  dear  enough  for  it,  if  you  read  it 
through.  Not  that  this  is  my  own  opinion ;  but 
an  author,  by  the  time  he  has  composed  and  cor- 
rected his  works,  has  quite  pored  away  all  his 
powers  of  critical  discrimination. 

I  can  easily  guess  from  my  own  heart,  what 
you  have  felt  on  a  late  most  melancholy  event. 
God  knows  what  I  have  suffered,  at  the  loss  oi 
my  best  friend,  my  first,  my  dearest  patron  and 
benefactor ;  the  man  to  whom  I  owe  all  that  I 
am  and  have !  I  am  gone  into  mourning  for  him, 
and  with  more  sincerity  of  grief  than  I  fear  some 
will,  who  by  nature's  ties  ought  to  feel  on  the 
occasion. 

I  will  be  exceedingly  obliged  to  you  indeed, 
to  let  me  know  the  news  of  the  noble  family, 
how  the  poor  mother  and  the  two  sisters  sup- 
port their  loss.  I  had  a  packet  of  poetic  baga- 
telles ready  to  send  to  Lady  Betty,  when  I  saw 
the  fatal  tidings  in  the  newspaper.  I  see  by  the 
same  channel  that  the  honoured  remains  of  my 
noble  patron,  are  designed  to  be  brought  to  the 
family  burial  place.  Dare  T  trouble  you  to  let 
me  know  privately  before  the  day  of  interment, 
that  I  may  cross  the  country,  and  steal  among 
the  crowd,  to  pay  a  tear  to  the  last  sight  of  my 
ever  revered  benefactor  ?  It  will  oblige  me  be- 
yond expression. 
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No-  286. 
.  Mr.  THOMAS  SLOAN, 

CAEE  OF  WM-  KENNEDY,  ESQ.  MANCHESTER. 

EUisland,  Sept  1, 1791* 

MY  DEAR  SLOAN, 

SUSPENCE  is  worse  than  disappoint- 
ment ;  for  that  reason  I  hurry  to  tell  you,  that  I 
just  now  learn  that  Mr.  Ballantine  does  not 
chuse  to  interfere  more  in  the  business.  I  am 
truly  sorry  for  it,  but  cannot  help  it. 

You  blame  me  for  not  writing  you  sooner, 
but  you  will  please  to  recollect,  that  you  omit- 
ted one  little  necessary  piece  of  information,-— 
your  address.  i 

Howerer,  you  know  equally  well,  my  hurried 
lifo,  indolent  temper,  and  strength  of  attachment. 
It  must  be  a  longer  period  than  the  longest  life 
^^in  the  world'«  hale  and  undegenerate  days,** 
that  will  make  me  forget  so  dear  a  friend  as  Mr. 
Sloan.  I  am  prodigal  enough  at  times,  but  I 
will  not  part  with  such  a  treasure  as  that. 

I  can  easily  enter  into  the  embarras  of  your 
present  situation.  You  know  my  favourite 
quotation  from  Young — 

*'  On  Reason  bufld  Resolve  ! 

'•  Tliat  column  cxf  true  majesty  in  raan.""— 
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And  that  other  favourite  one  from  Thomson's 
Alfred— 

*'  What  proves  the  hero  truly  great, 
**  Is,  never,  never  to  despair." 

Or,  shall  I  quote  you  an  author  of  your  ac- 
quaintance ? 

«  -^Whether  doino,  suffering,  or  forbearing, 
<*  You  may  do  miracles  by — persevering/' 

I  have  nothings  new  to  tell  you.  The  few 
friends  we  have  are  going  on  in  the  old  way. 
I  sold  my  crop  on  this  day  se'nnight,  and  sold 
it  very  well.  A  guinea  an  acre,  on  an  average^ 
above  value.  But  such  a  scene  of  drunkenness 
was  hardly  ever  seen  in  this  country.  After  the 
roup  was  over,  about  thirty  people  engaged  in 
a  battle,  every  man  for  his  own  hand,  and  fought 
it  out  for  three  hours.  Nor  was  the  scene  much 
better  in  the  house.  No  fighting,  indeed,  but 
folks  lying  drunk  on  the  floor,  and  decaoting, 
until  both  my  dogs  got  so  drunk,  by  attrading 
them,  that  they  could  not  stand.  You  will 
easily  guess  how  I  enjoyed  the  scene ;  as  I  was 
no  farther  over  than  you  used  to  see  me. 

Mrs.  B.  and  family  have  been  in  Ayrshire 
these  many  weeks. 

Farewell!  and  God  bless  you,  my  dear  fiiend! 
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.     No.  287. 
To  FRANCIS  GROSE,  Esq.  F.  A.  S. 

SIB,  1792- 

I  BELIEVE  among  all  our  Scots  literati 
you  have  not  met  with  professor  Dugald  Stew- 
art,  who  fills  the  moral  philosophy  chair  in  the 
University  of  Edinburgh.  To  say  that  he  is  a 
man  of  the  first  parts,  and  what  is  more,  a  man 
of  the  first  worth,  to  a  gentleman  of  your  gene- 
ral acquaintance,  and  who  so  much  enjoys  the 
luxury  of  unincumbered  freedom  and  undistur- 
bed privacy,  is  not  perhaps  recommendation 
enough  :  but  when  I  inform  you  that  Mr,  Stew- 
art's principal  characteristic  is  your  favourite 
feature;  that  sterling  independence  of  mind, 
wMlch,  though  every  man's  right,  so  few  men 
have  the  courage  to  claim,  and  fewer  srtiU.  the 
magnanimity  to  support: — When  I  tell  you, 
that,  unseduced  by  splendour,  and  undisgusted 
by  wretchedness,  he  appreciates  the  merits  of 
the  various  actors  in  the  great  drama  of  life, 
merely  as  they  perform  their  parts — ^in  short,  he 
is  a  man  after  your  own  heart,  and  I  comply 
with  his  earnest  request  in  letting  you  know 
that  he  wishes  above  all  things  to  meet  with 
you.     His  house,  Catrine,  is  within  less  than  a 
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mile  of  Som  Castle,  which  you  proposed  visit- 
ing ;  or  if  you  could  transmit  him  the  inclosed, 
he  would,  with  the  greatest  pleasure,  meet  you 
any  where  in  the  neighbourhood.  I  write  to 
Ayrshire  to  inform  Mr.  Stewart  that  I  have  ac- 
quitted myself  of  my  promise.  Should  your 
time  and  spirits  permit  your  meeting  with  Mr. 
Stewart,  'tis  well ;  if  not,  I  hope  you  will  for- 
give this  liberty,  and  I  have  at  least  an  oppor- 
tunity of  assuring  you  with  what  truth  and  re- 
spect, I  am.  Sir, 
Your  great  admirer^  and  very  humble  servant 


No.  288. 
TO  THE  SAME. 

Among  the  many  witch  stories  I  hare 
heard  relating  to  Aloway  kirk,  I  distinctly  re- 
member only  two  o  r  three. 

Upon  a  stormy  night,  amid  whistling  squalls 
of  wind,  and  bitter  blasts  of  bail ;  in  short,  on 
sudi  a  night  as  the  devil  would  chuse  to  take  the 
air  in ;  a  farmer  or  farmer's  servant  was  plodding 
and  plashing  homeward  with  his  plough  irons 
on  his  shoulder,  having  been  getting  some  re- 
pairs on  them  at  a  neighbouring  smithy.  His 
way  lay  by  the  kirk  of  Aloway,  and  being  ra- 
ther on  the  anxious  look  out,  in  approaching  a 
place  so  well  known  to  be  a  favourite  haunt  of 
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the  devil  and  the  devil's  friends  and  emissaries, 
he  was  struck  aghast  by  discovering  through  the 
horrors  of  the  storm  and  stormy  night,  a  Ught, 
which  onhisnear^^roach)  plainly  shewed  itself 
to  proceed  from  the  haunted  edifice.  Whether 
he  had  been  fortified  firom  above,  on  his  devout 
supplication,  as  is  customary  with  people  when 
they  suspect  the  immediate  presence  of  Satan;. 
or  whether,  according  to  another  custom,  he 
had  got  coiu^ageously  drunk  at  the  smithy,  I 
will  not  pretend  to  determine ;  but  so  it  was, 
that  he  ventured  to  go  up  to,  nay  into  the  very 
kirk.  As  good  luck  woidd  have  it,  his  temeri- 
ty  came  off  unpunished. 

The  members  of  the  infernal  junto  were  all 
out  on  some  midnight  business  or  other,  and  he 
saw  nothing  but  a  kind  of  kettle  or  caldron,  de- 
pending fi-om  the  roof,  over  the  fire,  simmering 
some  beads  of  unchristened  children,  limbs  of 
executed  malefactors,  &c.  for  the  business  of  the 
night — ^It  was,  in  for  a  penny,  in  for  a  pound, 
with  the  honest  ploughman :  so,  wrthout  ceremo- 
ny, he  unhooked  the  caldron  from  off  the  fire, 
and  poured  out  the  damnable  ingredients,  inver- 
ted it  on  his  head,  and  carried  it  fairly  home, 
where  it  remained  long  in  the  family,  a  living 
eviderice  of  the  truth  of  the  story. 

Another  story  which  I  can  prove  to  be  equal- 
ly authentic,  was  as  follows : 

On  a  market  day,  in  the  town  of  Ayr,  a  flir- 
18.  3  D 
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niev  from  Carrick,  and  consequently  whose  way 
lay  by  the  very  gate  of  Aloway  kirk-yard^  in 
order  to  cross  the  river  Doon  at  the  old  bridge, 
which  is  about  two  or  three  hundred  yards  fur- 
ther  on  than  the  said  gate,  had  been  detsuned  by 
his  business,  'till  by  the  time  he  reached  Aloway 
it  was  the  wizard  hour,  between  night  and 
Uiorning. 

Thougii  he  was  terrified,  with  a  blaze  stream- 
ing  from  the  kirk,  yet  as  it  is  a  weU-known  feet 
that  to  turn  back  on  these  occasions  is  running 
by  far  the  greatest  risk  of  mischief,  he  prudent- 
ly advanced  on  his  road.  \^Tien  he  had  reached 
the  gate  of  the  kirk-yard,  he  was  surprised  and 
entertained,  through  the  ribs  and  arches  of  an 
old  gothic  window,  which  still  faces  the  high- 
way, to  see  a  dance  of  witches,  merrily  footing 
it  round  their  old  sooty  blackguard  master^  who 
was  keeping  them  all  alive  with  the  power  of  his 
bagpipe.  The  farmer  stopping  his  horse  to  ob- 
serve them  a  little,  could  plainly  descry  the 
faces  of  many  old  women  of  his  acquaintance 
and  neighbourhood.  How  the  gentleman  was 
^dressed,  tradition  does  not  say;  but  the  ladies 
were  all  in  their  smocks :  and  one  of  them  hap- 
pening unluckily  to  have  a  smock  which  was 
considerably  too  short  to  answer  all  the  purpose 
of  that  piece  of  dress,  our  farmer  was  so  tidded, 
tliat  he  involuntarily  burst  out,  with  a  loud 
laugh,  *^  VVeel  luppen,  Maggy  wi*  the  short 
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sark!"  and  recollecting  himself,  instantly  spur- 
red his  horse  to  the  top  of  his  speed.  I  need 
not  mention  the  universally  known  fact,  that 
no  diabolical  power  can  pursue  you  beyond  the 
middle  of  a  running  stream.  Ludky  it  was  for 
the  poor  farmer  that  the  river  Doon  was  so  near, 
for  notwithstanding  the  speed  of  his  horse,  which 
was  a  good  one,  against  he  reached  the  middle 
of  the  arch' of  the  bridge,  and  consequently  the 
midifle  of  tiie  stream,  the  pursuing,  vengeful 
hags,  were  so  dose  at  his  heels,  that  one  of  them 
actually  sprung  to  seize  him ;  but  it  was  too 
late,  nothing  was  on  her  side  of  the  stream  but 
the  horse's  tail,  wliich  immediately  gave  way  at 
her  infernal  grip,  as  if  blasted  by  a  stroke  of 
lightning.;  but  the  farmer  was  beyond  her  reach. 
However,  the  unsightly,  tail-less  condition  of 
the  vigorous  steed  was  to  the  last  hour  of  the 
noble  creature's  life,  an  awful  warning  to  the 
Carrick  farmers^  not  to  stay  too  late  in  Ayr 
markets* 

The  last  relation  I  shall  ^ve,  though  equally 
true,  is  not  so  well  identified  as  the  two  former, 
with  regard  to  the  scene :  but  as  the  best  autho- 
rities give  it  for  Aloway,  I  shall  relate  it. 

On  a  summer's  evening,  about  the  time  that 
nature  puts  on  her  sables  to  mourn  the  expiry 
of  the  chearful  day,  a  shepherd  boy,  belonging 
to  a  farmer  in  the  immediate  neighbourhood  of 
Aloway  Kirk,  had  just  folded  his  charge,  and 
3  D  2 
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was  returning  home.  As  he  passed  the  kirk, 
in  the  adjoining  field,  he  fell  in  with  a  crew  of 
men  and  women,  who  were  busy  pulling  stems 
of  the  plant  Ragwort.  He  observed,  that  as  each 
person  pulled  a  Kagwort,  he  or  she  got  astride 
of  it,  and  called  out,  *'  up,  horsie !"  on  which 
the  Ragwort  flew  off,  like  Pegasus,  through 
the  air  with  its  rider.  The  foolish  boy  likewise 
pulled  his  Ragwort,  and  cried,  with  the  rest, 
«  up,  horsie !"  and,  strange  to  tell,  away  he  flew 
with  the  company.  The  first  stage  at  which  the 
cavalcade  stopt,  was  a  merchant's  wine  cellar  m 
Bourdeaux,  where,  without  saying,  by  your 
leave,  they  quaffed  away  at  the  best  the  cdlar 
could  afford,  until  the  morning,  foe  to  the  imps 
and  works  of  darkness,  threatened  to  throw  li^t 
on  the  matter,  and  frightened  them  fit>m  their 
carousals. 

The  poor  shepherd  lad,  being  equally  a  stran- 
ger to  the  scene  and  the  liquor,  heedlessly  got 
himself  drunk ;  and  when  the  rest  took  horse, 
he  fell  asleep,  and  was  found  so  next  day  by 
some  of  the  people  belonging  to  the  merchant 
Somebody  that  understood  Scotch,  asking  him 
what  he  was,  he  said  he  was  sudi-a-one's  herd 
in  Aloway,  and  by  some  means  or  other  getting 
home  again,  he  lived  long  to  tell  the  world  the 
wondrous  tale.  I  am,  &c.  ice 
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No.  289. 
To  B.  GRAHAM,  Esq.  Fintray. 

sia,  December f  1792. 

I  HAVE  been  surprised,  confounded,  and 
distracted,  by  Mr.  Mitchell,  the  collector,  tell- 
ing me  that  he  has  received  an  order  from  your 
Board  to  enquire  into  my  political  conduct  and 
blaming  me  as  a  person  disaffected  to  Govern- 
ment. Siri  you  are  a  husband — and  a  father. — 
You  know  what  you  would  feel,  to  see  the  much- 
loved  wife  of  your  bosom,  and  your  helpless, 
prattling  little  ones,  turned  adrifl  into  the  world, 
degraded  and  disgraced  from  a  situation  in  which 
they  had  been  respectable  and  respected,  and  lefl 
almost  without  the  necessary  support  of  a  miser- 
able existence.  Alas,  Sir!  must  I  think  that  such, 
soon,  will  be  my  lot !  and  from  the  d-mned,  dark 
insinuations  of  hellish,  ^oundless  envy  too !  I 
believe.  Sir,  I  may  aver  it,  and  in  the  sight  of 
Omniscience,  that  I  would  not  tell  a  deliberate 
falsehood,  no,  not  though  even  worse  horrors, 
if  worse  can  be,  than  those  1  liave  mentioned, 
hung  over  my  head ;  and  1  say,  that  the  allega- 
tion, whatever  villain  has  made  it,  is  a  lie !  To 
the  British  Constitution,  aa  revolution  princi- 
ples^ next  after  my  God,  I  am  most  devoutly  at- 
tached !  You,  Sir,  have  been  much  md  generous- 
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ly  my  friend. — ^Heaven  knows  how  warmly  I 
have  felt  the  obligation,  and  how  gratefully  I 
have  thanked  you. — Fortune,  Sir,  has  made  you 
powerful,  and  me  impotent ;  has  given  you  pa- 
tronage, and  me  dependance. — I  would  not,  for 
my  single  self,  call  on  your  humanity;  were 
such  my  insular,  unconnected  situation,  I  would 
despise  the  tear  that  now  swells  in  my  eye — ^I 
could  brave  misfortune,  I  could  face  ruin;  for 
at  the  worst,  ''  Death's  thousand  doors  stand 
open;*'  but,  good  God!   the  tender  concerns 
that  I  have  mentioned,  the  claims  and,  ties  that 
I  see  at  this  moment,  and  feel  around  me,  how 
they  unnerve  Courage,  and  wither  Resolution ! 
To  your  patronage,  as  a  man  of  .some  genias, 
you  have  allowed  me  a  daim ;  and  your  esteem, 
as  an  honest  man,  I  know  is  my  due :  To  these, 
Sir,  permit  me  to  £q[>peal ;  by  these  may  I  adjure 
you  to  save  me  from  that  misery  which  threat- 
ens to  overwhelm  m6,  aad  which,  with  my  la- 
test breath  X  will  say  it,  I  have  not  deserved. 


No.  290. 

I 

To  Mr.  T.  CLARKE,  Edinburgh- 

July  16,  1792. 
JMr.  Bums  begs  leave  to  present  his 
most  respectful  compliments  to  Mr,  Clarke. — 
Mr.  B.  some  time  ago  did  himself  the  honour  of 
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writing  Mr.  C.  respecting  coining  out  to  the 
country,  to  give  a  little  musical  instruction  in  a 
highly  respectable  family,  where  Mr.  C.  may 
have  his  own  terms,  and  may  be  as  happy  as 
indolence,  the  Devil,  and  the  gout,  will  permit 
him.  Mr.  B.  knows  well  how  Mr.  C.  is  en- 
gaged  with  another  family ;  but  cannot  JVlr.  C. 
find  two  or  three  weeks  to  spare  to  each  of 
them  ?  Mr.  B.  is  deeply  impressed  with,  and 
awfully  conscious  of,  the  high  importance  of 
Mr.  C.*s  time,  whether  in  the  winged  moments 
of.  symphonious  exhibition,  at  the  keys  of  har- 
mony, while  listening  Seraphs  cease  their  own 
less  delightful  strains ;— or  in  the  drowsy  hours 
of  slumb'rous  repose,  in  the  arms  of  his  dearly- 
beloved  elbow-chair,  where  the  frowsy,  but  po- 
tent power  of  indolence,  circumfuses  her  va- 
pours round,  and  sheds  her  dews  on,  the  head 
of  her  darling  son. — But  half  a  line,  conveying 
half  a  meaning,  from  Mr.  C.  would  make  Mr. 
B-  the  very  happiest  of  mortals. 


No.  291. 
To  Mrs.  DUNLOP. 

DEAR    MADAM,  DcC.  31,  1792. 

ri,  HURRY  of  business,  thrown  in  heaps 
by  my  absence,  has  until  now  prevented  my  re- 
turning my  grateful  acknowledgments  to  the 
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good  family  of  Dunlop,  and  you  in  particular, 
for  that  hospitable  kindness  which  rendered  the 
four  days  I  spent  under  that  genial  roof,  four  of 
the  pleasantest  I  ever  enjoyed. — Alas,  my  dear- 
est  friend !  how  few  and  fleeting  are  those  things 
we  call  pleasures !  On  my  road  to  Ayrshire,  I 
spent  a  night  with  a  friend  whom  I  much  yalued, 
a  man  whose  days  promised  to  be  many ;  and  on 
Saturday  last  we  laid  him  in  the  dust ! 

Jan.  %  17»S. 
I  HAVE  just  received  yours  of  the  SOth, 
and  feel  much  for  your  situation.  However,  I 
heartily  rejoice  in  your  prospect  of  recovery 
from  that  vile  jaundice.  As  to  myself,  I  am 
better,  though  not  quite  free  of  my  complaint— 
You  must  not  think,  as  you  seem  to  insinuate, 
that  in  my  way  of  life  I  want  exercise.  Of  that 
I  have  enough ;  but  occasional  hard  drinking  is 
the  devil  to  me.  Against  this  1  have  again  and 
again  bent  my  resolution,  and  have  greatly  suc- 
ceeded. Taverns  1  have  totally  abandoned :  it 
is  the  private  parties  in  the  family  way,  among 
the  hard  drinking  gentlemen  of  this  country, 
that  do  me  the  mischief— but  even  this,  I  have 
more  than  half  given  over. 

Mr.  Corbet  can  be  of  little  service  to  me  at 

present ;  at  least  I  should  be  shy  of  applying. 

I  cannot  possibly  be  settled  as  a  supervisor,  for 

*  several  years.     1  must  wait  the  rotation  of  the 
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list,  and  there  are  twenty  names  bef(»pe  mine.-^ 
1  might  indeed  get  a  job  of  officiating,  where  ^ 
setded  supervisor  was  ill,  or  aged ;  but  that  hauls 
me  &om  my  family,  as  I  could  not  remove  them 
on  such  an  uncertainty.  Besides,  some  envious, 
malicious  devil,  has  raised  a  little  d^mur  on  my 
poiitical  principles,  and  t  wish  to  let  that  mat- 
ter settle  he£ote  I  ofSer  myself  too  mmdi  in  the 
eye  of  my  supervisors.  I  have  set,  henceforth, 
a  seal  on  my  lips,  as  to  these  unlucky  politics ; 
but  to  you,  I  must  l>reatiie  my  sentiments.  In 
this,  as  in  every  thing  else,  I  shall  shew  the  un^ 
disguised  emotions  of  my  souL  War  1  depre- 
cate :  misery  and  ruin  to  thousands  are  in  the 
blast  that  announces  the  destructive  demon. 
But    ♦    •    ♦    • 

The  remainder  of  tliis  letter  has  been  torn  away  by  some  bar- 
barous hand. 


No,    292- 

To  PATRICK  MILLEB^  Esq.  of 
Dalswinton. 

Sim,  April,  1793. 

My  poems  having  just  come  out  in  an- 

otlier  edition,  will  you  do  me  the  honour  to  ac- 

cept  of  a  copy  ?  A  mark  of  my  gratitude  to  you, 

as  a  gentleman  to  whose  goodness  1  have  been 
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much  indebted ;  of  my  respect  for  you,  as  a  pa- 
triot who,  in  a  venal,  sliding  age,  stands  forth 
the  champion  of  the  liberties  of  my  country ; 
and  of  my  veneration  for  you,  as  a  man,  whose 
bentevolence  of  heart  does  honour  to  human  na- 
ture. 

There  was  a  time.  Sir,  when  I  was  your  de- 
pendant: this  language  then  would  have  been 
like  the  vile  incense  of  flattery — 1  could  not 
have  used  it. — Now  that  connection  is  at  an 
end,  do  me  the  honour  to  accept  of  this  horuit 
tribute  of  respect  from.  Sir, 

Your  much  indebted,  humble  Servant. 


No.    293. 

To  JOHN  FRANCIS  ERSKINE, 
Esq.  of  Mar. 

siu,  Dumfries,  13th.  April,  1793, 

Degenerate  as  human  nature  is 
said  to  be,  and,  in  many  instances,  worthless 
and  unprincipled  it  is,  still  there  are  bright  ex- 
amples  to  the  contrary — examples  that,  even  in 
the  eyes  of  superior  beings,  must  shed  a  lustre 
on  the  name  of  Man. 

*  Such  an  example  have  I  now  before  m^ 
when  you.  Sir,  came  forward  to  patronise  and 
befriend  a  distant  obscure  stranger^  merely  be- 
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cause  poverty  had  made  Mm  helpless,  and  his 
British  hardihood  of  mind  had  provoked  the  ar- 
bitrary wantonness  of  power.  My  much  es- 
teemed friend,  Mr,  Riddel  of  Glenriddel,  has 
just  read  me  a  paragraph  of  a  letter  he  had  fromi 
you.  Accept,  Sir,  of  the  silent  throb  of  grati- 
tude ;  for  words  would  but  mock  the  emotions 
of  my  soul. 

You  have  been  misinformed  as  to  my  final 
^smission  from  the  Excise ;  I  am  still  in  the 
service. — Indeed,  but- for  the  exertions  of  a  gen- 
tleman, who  must  be  known  to  you,  Mr.  Gra- 
bam,  of  Fintray,  a  gentleman  who  has  ever  been 
my  warm  and  generous  friend,  I  had,  without  so 
much  as  a  hearing,  or  the  slightest  previous  inti- 
mation, been  turned  adrift,  with  my  helpless  fa- 
mily, to  all  the  horrors  of  want.  Had  1  had  any 
other  resource,  probably  1  might  have  saved 
them  the  trouble  of  a  dismission ;  but  the  little 
money  I  gained  by  my  publication,  is  almost 
every  guinea  embarked,  to  save  from  ruin  an 
only  brother,  who,  though  one  of  the  worthiest, 
is  by  no  means  one  of  the  most  fortunate  of  men. 

In  my  defence  to  their  accusations  I  said,  that 
whatever  miglit  be  my  sentiments  of  republics, 
ancient  or  modern,  as  to  Britain,  I  abjured  tlie 
idea — ^That  a  constitution,  which,  in  its  ori- 
ginal principles,  experience  had  proved  to  be 
♦every  way  fitted  for  our  happiness  in. society,  it 
would  be  insanity  to  sacrifice  to  an  untried  vi- 
3  E  2 
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sionary  theciyH^that,  in  eonsidefation  of  my 
being  situated  in  a  department^  howeveY  hum- 
bk;  immediately  in  Uie  hands  of  people  in  pow- 
er^  I  had  forborne  taking  any  active  part,  either 
personally^  cmt  as  an  author,  in  the  present  busi- 
ness of  SEFOBM.  But  that,  where  I  must  de- 
clare my  sentiments,  I  would  say,  these  existed 
a  system  of  corruption  between  the  exeeutrve 
power  and  the  re[»:esentat;ive  part  of  the  legi- 
slature, which  boded  no  good  to  our  glorious 
CONSTITUTION,  and  which  every  patriotk  Bii- 
ton  must  wish  to  see  amended. — Some  wA 
sentiments  as  these  I  stated  in  a  letter  to  mj 
generous  patron,  Mr.  Graham,  which  he  laid 
before  the  Board  at  large;  where,  it  seems,  my 
last  remark  gave  great  offence ;  and  one  of  our 
supervisors  general,  a  Mn  Corbet,  was  instruct- 
ed to  enquire  on  the  spot,  and  to  document  me 
•^<'  that  my  business  wa^  to  act,  not  to  tkink ; 
and  tliat  whatever  might  be  men  or  measures, 
it  was  for  me  to  be  silent  and  ohedientr 
^  Mr.  Corbet  was  likewise  my  steady  friend; 
so,  between  Mr.  Graham  and  him,  I  have  been 
partly  forgiven ;  only  I  understand,  that  all  hopes 
of  my  getting  officially  forward,  are  blasted. 

Now,  Sir,  to  the  business  in  which  I  would 
more  immediately  interest  you.  The  partiality 
of  my  COUNTRYMEN  has  brought  me  forward  as 
a  man  of  genius,  and  has  given  me  a  character  ta 
support;    In  the  toiLi,  1  have  avowed  noanly 
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and  independent  sentiments,  which  I  trust  will 
be  found  in  the  man.  Reasons,  of  no  less  weight 
than  the  support  of  a  wife  and  family,  hare 
pointed  out  as  the  eligible^  and,  situated  a&  I 
was,  the  only  eligible  line  of  life  for  me,  my 
present  occupation*  Still  my  honest,  fame  is 
my  dearest  concern ;  and  a  thousand  times  have 
I  tremUed  at  the  idea  of  those  degrading  epi- 
thets that  malice  or  misrepresentation  nuay  affix 
to  my  name.  I  have  often,  in  blasting  antidk 
pation,  listened  to.  some  future  hackney  scribu 
bler,  with  the  heavy  malice  of  savage  stupidity, 
exulting  in  his  hireling  paragrsqphs-^'^  Bu£^N8, 
notwithstanding  the  f anf unmade  of  independ* 
ence  to  be  found  in  his  works,  and  after  having 
been  held  forth  to  public  view,  and  to  public 
estimation  as  a  man  of  some  genius,  yet,  quite 
destitute  of  resources  within  himself  to  support 
his  bcHTOWed  dignity,  he  dwindled  into  a  paltry 
exciseman,  and  slunk  out  the  rest  of  his  in»gni. 
ficant  existence  in  die  meanest  of  pursuits,  and 
among  the  vilest  of  mankind.*'  ^ 

In  your  illustrious  hands,  Sir,  permit  me  to 
lodge  my  disavowal  and  defiance  of  these  slan- 
derous  fidsehoods. — ^Burns  was  a  pow  man 
,from  birth,  and  an  excisemen  by  necessity :  but 
-— J  will  say  it !  Uie  sterling  pf  Ihs  honest  worth, 
no  poverty  could  debase ;  and  his  independent 
Jfoitish  mind,  oppression  might  bend,  but  could 
not  subdue.    Have  not  1,  to  me,  a  more  pre- 
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cious  stake  in  my  country's  welfare,  than  the 
ricliest  dukedom  in  it?  I  have  a  large  family 
of  children,  and  the  prospect  of  many  more.  I 
have  three  sons,  who,  I  see  already,  have  brought 
into  the  world  souls  ill  qualified  to  inhabit  the 
bodies  of  slaves  Can  I  look  tamely  on,  and 
see  any  machination  to  wrest  from  them  the 
birth-right  of  my  boys,  the  little  independent 
BRITONS,  in  whose  veins  runs  my  own  blood? 
-—No!  I  will  not!  should  my  heart's  blood 
stream  around  my  attempt  to  defend  it ! 

Does  any  man  tell  me,  that  my  full  efforts 
can  be  of  no  service ;  and  that  it  does  not  be- 
Jong  to  my  humble  station  to  meddle  with  the 
concern  of  a  nation? 

I  can  tell  him,  that  it  is  on  such  individuals  as 
1  that  a  nation  has  to  rest,  both  for  the  hand  of 
support,  and  the  eye  of  intelligence.  The  unin- 
formed MOB  may  swell  a  nation's  bulk ;  and  the 
titled,  tinsel,  courtly  throng,  may  be  its  feather- 
ed ornament ;  but  the  number  of  those  who  are 
elevated  enough  in  life  to  reason  and  to  reflect 
yet  low  enough  to  keep  dear  of  the  venal  con- 
tagion of  a  court — these  are  a  nation's  strength^ 

I  know  not  how  to  apologize  for  the  imperti- 
nent length  of  this  epistle ;  but  one  small  re- 
quest I  must  ask  of  you  farther — When  you 
have  honoured  this  letter  with  a  perusal,  please 
to  commit  it  to  the  flames.  Burns,  in  whose 
behalf  you  have  so  generously  interested  your- 
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self,  I  have  here,  in  his  native  colours  drawn 
as  he  is :  but  should  any  of  the  people  in  whose 
hand  is  the  very  bread  he  eats,  get  the  least 
knowledge  of  the  picture,  it  would  ruin  the  poor 
BAUD  for  ever ! 

My  poems  having  just  come  out  in  another 

edition,  I  beg  leave  to  present  you  with  a  copy, 

as  a  small  mark  of  that  high  esteem  and  ardent 

gratitude,  with  which  I  have  the  honour  to  be. 

Sir,  your  deeply  indebted. 

And  ever  devoted  humble  servant. 


No.  294. 

To  Mr.  ROBERT  AINSLIE. 

Aprily  26,  1793. 

1  AM  d — ^mnably  out  of  humour,  my 
dear  Ainslie,  and  that  is  the  reason,  why  I  take 
up  the  pen  to  you :  'tis  the  nearest  way,  (pro- 
batum  est)  to  recover  my  spirits  again. 

I  received  your  last,  and  was  much  entertain- 
ed with  it ;  but  I  will  not  at  this  time,  nor  at 
any  other  time  answer  it. — Answer  a  letter?  I 
never  could  answer  a  letter  in  my  life ! — I  have 
written  many  a  letter  in  return  for  letters  I  have 
received ;  but  then — ^they  were  original  matter 
— spurtaway  !  zig,  here ;  zag,  there ;  as  if  the 
Devil  that,  my  Grannie  (an  old  woman  indeed !) 
often  told  me,  rode  in  will-'o-wisp,  or,  in  her 
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more  classic  phrase,  Sfunkie,  were  looking 
over  *ny  elbow. — ^Happy  thought  that  idea  has 
engendered  in  my  head !  Spunk  lE— thou  shalt 
henceforth  be  my  symbol,  signature,  and  tute- 
lary  genius !  Like  thee,  hap-step-and  lowp,  here- 
awa-there-awa,  higglety,  piggelty,  pell-meD, 
hither-and-yon,  ram-stam,  happy-go-lucky,  up 
tails-a'-by-the-light-o'the-moon ;  has  been,  is,  and 
shall  be,  my  progress  through  the  Mosses  and 
Moors  of  this  vile,  bleak,  barren  wilderness  of 
a  life  of  ours. 

Come  then,  my  guardian  spirit !  like  thee, 
may  I  skip  away,  amusing  myself  by  and  at  my 
own  light :  and  if  any  opaque-souled  lubber  of 
mankind  complain  that  my  elfine,  lambent, 
glimmerous  wanderings  have  misled  his  stupid 
steps  over  predpices,  or  into  bogs ;  let  the  tliick 
headed  Blunderbuss  recdUect,  that  he  is  not 
Spunkie  : — that 

Spuwsic's  vanderinge  could  not  co^ed  be ; 
Amid  these  perib  noae  durst  w«Hi  hmt  he.r^ 

I  h^ve  no  daiibt  but  sdiolarcraft  may  be  esught 
as  a  Scotsman  cateheg  the  itch, — by  frietioo. 
How  else  can  you  account  for  it,  that  bom 
blockheads,  by  mere  dint  of  kandUng  boc^s, 
grow  so  wise  that  even  they  themselves  are  equal- 
ly convinced  of,  and  surprized  at  thek  own  parts  ? 
I  once  carried  this  pliilosophy  to  that  degree,  that 
in  a  knot  of  country  folks,  who  had  a  library 
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amongst  them,  and  who,  to  the  honour  of  their 
good  sense,  made  ine  factotum  in  the  business ; 
one  of  our  members,  a  little,  wise^looking,  squat, 
upright,  jabbering  body  of  a  taylor,  I  advised 
him,  instead  of  turning  over  the  leaves,  to  bind 
the  book  on  his  back. — ^Johnie  took  the  hint; 
and  as  our  meetings  were  every  fourth  Saturday, 
and  Prieldouse,  having  a  good  Scots  mile  t<5 
walk,  in  coming,  and,  of  course,  another  in  re- 
turning.  Bodkin  was  sure  to  lay  his  hands  on 
some,  heavy  quarto,  or  ponderous  folio?  with, 
and  under  which,  wrapt  up  in  his  grey  plaid, 
,  he  grew  wise,  as  he  grew  weary,  all  the  way 
ijome.   He  carried  this  so  far,  that  an  old  musty 
Hebrew  concordance,  which  we  had  in  a  present 
from  a  neighbouring  priest,  by.  mere  dint  of  ap- 
plying it,  as  doctors  do  a  blistering  piaister,  be- 
tween his  shoulders.  Stitch,  in  a  dozen  pilgrim- 
ages,   acquired  as  much   rational  theology    as 
the  said  priest  had  done  by  forty  yeari  perusal 
of  the  pages. 

Tell  me,  and  tell  me  truly,  what  you  think  of 

this  theory.  Yours, 

SPUNKIE. 


No.  ^95. 
To  Miss  K 

MADAM,  • 

Jl  ERMIT  me  to.  present  you  with  the 
inclosed  song,  as  a  small,  though  grateful  tri- 
19.  3  F 
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Bute  for  the  honour  of  your  acquaintance.  I 
have,  hi  these  verses,  attempted  some  faint 
sketches  of  your  portrait,  in  the  unembellished 
simple  manner  of  descriptive  truth. — Flattery, 
i  leave  to  ybin*  lovers,  whose  exaggerating 
fancies  may  make  them  imagine  you  still  near- 
er perfection  than  you  really  are. 

Poets,  Madam,   of  all  mankind,   feel  most 
forcibly  the  powers  of  beauty  ;  as,  if  they  are 
really  poets  of  nature's  making,  tlieir  feelings 
must  fie  finer,  and  their  taste  more  delicate  tiian 
most  of  the  world.    In  the  chearful  bloom  of 
SPRING,  or  the  pensive  mildness  of  autumn; 
the  gi-andeur  of  summer,  or  the  hoary  majesty 
of  WINTER ;  the  poet  feels  a  charm  unknown  to 
the  rest  of  his  species.    Even  the  sight  of  a  fine 
flowed,  or  th6  company  of  a  fine  woman,  (by 
far  the  finest  part  of  God's  works  below)  have 
sensations  for  the  poetic  heart  that  the  herd  of 
man  ar6  strangers  to. — On  this  last  account; 
Madam,  I  am,  as  in  many  other  things,  indebt- 
ed to  Mr.*  Hamilton's  kindness  in  introducing 
me  to  you.    Your  lovers  may  view  you  with  a 
wish,  I  look  on  you  with  pleasure ;  their  hearts, 
in  your  presence,  may  glow  with  desire,  mine 
rises  with  admiratioi). 

That  the  arrows  of  misfortune,  however  they 
should,  as  incident  to  humanity,  glance  a  slight 
wound,  may  never  readi  your  heart — ^that  the 
snares  of  villidny  may  never  beset  you  in  the 
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the' path  (rfHONQUB  to  the  dwdling  of  peace, 
is  ti)e  ancere  ivish  of  him  who  has  the  honour 
to  be,  ice. 

No^  096. 
To  LADY  GLENCAIRK 

MY   LADY, 

1  HE  honour  you  have  done  your  poor 
poet,  in  writing  him  so  very  obliging  a  letter, 
and  the  pleasure  the  inclosed  beautiful  verses 
have  given  him,  came  very  seasonably  to  his  aid 
amid  the  cheariess  gloom  and  sinking  despon- 
dency of  diseased  nerves  and  December  wfeather. 
As  to  forgetting  the  family  of  Glencaim,  Hea- 
ven is  my  'witness  with  what  sincerity  I  could 
use  those  old  verses,  which  please  me  more  in 
their  rude  simplicity  than  the  most  elegant  lines 
I  ever  saw. 

^       *  If  thee  Jerusalem  I  forget,  - 

Skill  part  from  my  right  hand.— 

My  tongue  to  my  mouth's  roof  let  cleave. 

If  I  do  Aee  forget, 
Jerusalem,  and  thee  above 

My  chief  joy  do  pot  set*— 

When  I  am  tempted  to  do  any  thing  impro- 
per, I  dare  not,  because  I  look  on  myself  as 
accountable  to  your  ladyship  and  family,    ^ow 
and  then,  wh.ea  I  hare  the  honour  to  be  called 
3  F  2 
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to  the  tables  of  the  great,  if  1  happen  to  meet 
with  any  mortification  from  the  statety  stupidi- 
ty of  self-sufficent  squires,  or  the  luxuriant  in- 
solence of  upstart  nabobs,  I  get  above  the  crea* 
tures  by  calling  to  remembrance  that  1  am  pa- 
tronised by  the  Noble  House  of  Glencaim  ;  and 
at  gala  times,  such  as  New-year's  day,  a  christen- 
ing, or  the  Kirn-night,  when  my  pundi  bowl 
is  brought  from  its  dusty  corner,  and  filled  up  iu 
liQuour  of  the  occasion,  I  begin  with, — The 
Countess  of  Glcncairii !  My  good  woman,  with 
Ihe  enthusiasm  of  a  grateful  heart,  next  cries, 
My  Loi'd !  and  so  the  toast  goes  on,  until  1  end 
with  Lady  Hartnefs  little  n/ig-e//  whose  epi- 
thalavnium  I  have  pledged  myself  to  write. 

When  I  received  your  ladyship's  letter,  I  was 
just  in  the  act  of  transcribing  foe  you  some  ver- 
ses  I  have  lately  composed^  and  meant  to  have 
sent  them  my  first  leisure  hour,  and  acquamted 
you  with  my  late  change  of  life.  I  mentioned 
to  my  lord,  my  fears  concerning  my  farm.  Those 
fears  were  indeed  too  true ;  it  is  a  bargain  would 
have  ruined  me,  but  for  the  lucky  circumstance 
of  my  having  an  excise  commission. 

People  may  talk  as  they  please,  of  the  ignomi- 
ny of  the  excise :  50L  a  year  will  support  my 
wife  and  children  wd  keep  me  independent  of 
the  world ;  and  1  would  nDuuqh  rather  have  it 
said  that  my  profession  borrowed  credit  fix>m 
me,  than  that  I  borrowed  credit  from  my  pro. 
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fession.  Another  advantage  I  have  in  this  busi- 
ness, is  the  knowledge  it  gives  me  of  the  various 
shades  of  human  character^  consequently  assist*^ 
ing  me  vastly  in  my  poetic  pursuits.  I  had  the 
most  ardent  enthusiasm  for  the  muses  when  nobo- 
dy knew  me,  but  myself,  arid  that  ardour  is  by 
no  means  cooled  now  that  my  lord  Glencairn's 
goodness  has  introduced  me  to  all  the  world. 
Not  that  1  am  in  haste  for  the  press.  I  have 
no  idea  of  publishing,  else  I  certainly  had  con* 
suited  my  generous  noble  patron ;  but  after  acU 
ing  the  part  of  an  honest  man,  and  supporting 
my  family,  my  whole  wishes  and  views  are  di- 
rected to  poetic  pursuits.  I  am  aware,  that 
though  I  were  to  give  performances  to  the  world, 
superior  to  my  former  works^  still  if  they  were 
of  the  same  kind  with  those,  the  comparative  re- 
ception they  would  meet  with  would  mortify  me. 
I  have  turned  my  thoughts  on  the  dram^.  1  do 
not  mean  the  stately  buskin  of  the  tragic  muse« 
0.4         •       -  m 

Does  not  yotn^  ladyship  think  that  an  Edinburgh 
theatre  would  be  more  amused  with  affectation, 
folly  and  whim  of  true  Scotish  growth,  than 
manners  which  by  far  the  greatest  part  of  the 
audience  can  only  know  at  second  hand? 
1  have  the  honour  to  be 

Your  ladyship's  ever  devoted 
And  grateful  humble  servant. 
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No*  297- 
To  THE  EARL  OF  BUCHAN, 

iriTH  A  COPY    OF     "  BRUCE'S    ADDRESS    TO  HIS 
TROOPS  AT   BANNOCKBURN.** 

Dun^ries,  12tb.  Junuary  179^- 

MY   LORD, 

l^ILL  yottr  lordship  vSkfwme  to  pro- 
sent  you  ynth  the  indosed  little  composidoii  rf 
mine,  as  a  small  tribute  of  gratitude  for  diat 
acquaintance  with  which  you  have  been  pleased 
to  honour  me.  Independent  of  my  enthusiasm 
as  a  Scotsman,  I  haveitirely  met  with  any  thing 
in  history,  which  interest  my  rfeelings  as  a  mm, 
equal  with  the  story  of  Bannockbum.  On  the 
one  hand,  a  cruel,  but  able  ueutper,  kadmg  on 
the  finest  army  in  Europe  to  extinguish  tbe  last 
iparik  of  freedom  among  a  greatity-^bring,  and 
gveady^injured  people :  <m  the  other  hand,  ibe 
.deq>er8te  relioi  .of  a  gallaPEit  naiaon»  devotiiig 
themsebnes  to  «esrae  their  bleeding  countey,  or 
perish  with  her. 

Liberty !  thou  art  a  priae  tiruly,  and  indeed 
invaluable  1-^r  neoi^er  oanst  thou  be  too  dearly 
bougiit! 

I  have  the  honour  to  be,  &c. 
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No-  298. 
to  THE  EARL  OF  GLENCAIRN. 

MY  LOBJ>, 

vV  HEN  you  cast  your  eye  on  the  name 
at  the  bottom  of  tins  letter,  and  on  the  lifle 
page  of  the  bode  1  do  myself  the  honom:  to  send 
yoar  lordship,  a  more  pleasurable  feelmg  than 
my  vanity  tells  me,  that  it  must  be  a  name  not 
entirely  unknown  to  you.  The  generous  patro- 
nage of  your  late  illu8triou$  brother  found  me 
in  the  lowest  obscurity :  he  introduced  my  rus- 
tic muse  to  the  partiality  of  my  country ;  and  to 
him  I  owe  all.  My  sense  of  his  goodness,  and 
the  anguish  of  my  soul  at  losing  my  truly  noble 
protector  and  friend,  I  have  endeavoured  to  ex- 
press in  a  poem  to  his  memory,  which  I  have 
now  puUisfaed.  This  editicm  )s  just  from  the 
press ;  and  in  my  gt atitude  to  the  dedd  and  my 
respeet  for  the  living,  (feme  belies  you,  my  lord, 
if  y0a  possess  not  the  same  digmty  of  man, 
wluch  was  your  noble  brother's  charaieteristic 
feature)  I  had  destined  a  copy  for  the  Earl  of 
Glencaira.  I  learnt  just  now  that  you  are  in 
town  :— allow  me  to  present  it  you. 

I  know,  my  lord,  such  is  the  vile,  venal  conta- 
gion which  pervades  the  world  of  letters,  that 
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professions  of  respect  from  an  author,  particu* 
larly  from  a  poet  to  a  lord,  are  more  than  sus- 
picious. I  claim  my  by-past  conduct,  and  my 
feelings  at  this  moment,  as  exceptions  to  the  too 
just  conclusion.  £xalted  as  are  the  honours  of 
your  lordship's  name,  and  unnoted  as  is  the 
obscurity  of  mine,  with  the  uprightness  of  an 
honest  man  I  come  before  your  lordship,  with 
an  offering,  however  humble,  'tis  all  I  have  to 
give,  of  my  grateful  respect;  and  to  beg  of  you, 
my  lord,  'tis  all  1  have  to  ask  of  you,  that  you 
will  do  me  the  honour  to  accept  of  it 

I  have  the  honour  to  be,  &c* 


No.  299. 
To  Dr.  ANDERSON. 

SIR, 

1  AM  much  indebted  to  my  worthy 
friend.  Dr.  filacklock,  for  introducing  me  to  a 
gentleman  of  Dr.  Anderson's  celebrity;  but 
when  you  do  me  the  honour  to  ask  my  assist- 
ance in  your  purposed  publication,  alas.  Sir! 
you  might  as  well  think  to  cheapen  a  little  ho- 
.Tiesty  at  the  sign  of  an  Advocate's  wift  or  hu- 
mility imder  the  Geneva  band.  1  am  a  misaa- 
ble  hurried  devil,  worn  to  the  marrow  in  the 
friction  of  holding  the.  noses  of  the  poor  publi* 
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cans  to  the  grindstone  of  Excise ;  and,  like  Mil- 
ton's Satan,  for  private  reasons,  am  forced 

"  To  do  ivhat  yet,  tho*  dahin'd,  1  would  .abhor ;" 

— and  except  a  couplet  or  two  of  honest  exe- 
cration   ♦    •♦••*♦ 


No.  300. 

To  ^Iits.  DUNLOP, 

Castle  Douglas,  25th.  June,  1794. 

Here  in  a  solitary  inn,  in  a  solitary 
village,  am  I  set  by  myself,  to  amuse  my  brood- 
ing fancy  as  I  may.— Solitaiy  confinement,  you 
know,  is  Howard's  favourite  idea  of  reclaiming 
sinners ;  so  let  me  consider  by  what  fatality  it 
happens,  that  I  have  so  long  been  exceeding  sin- 
ful as  to  neglect  the  correspondence  of  tlie  most 
valued  friend  I  have  on  earth.  To  tell  you  that 
I  have  been  in  poor  health,  will  not  be  excuse 
•nough,  though  it  is  true.  1  am  afraid  I  am 
about  to  suflfer  for  tlie  follies  of  my  youth.  My 
Txiedical  friends  threaten  me  with  a  flying  gout; 
but  I  trust  they  are  mistaken. 

I  am  just  going  to  trouble  your  critical  pa* 
tience  with  the  first  sketch  of  a  stanza  I  have 
been  framing  as  1  paced  along  the  road.*  The 
subject  is  libehty  :  You  know,  my  honoured 
friend,  how  dear  the  Jheme  is  to  me.     I  deaigij 
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it  on  irregular  Ode  for  General  \yashington's 
birth-day.  After  having  mentioned  the  degaie* 
racy  of  other  kingdoms^  1  conie  to  Seotliind  thus : 

Theey  Caledonia,  thj  wild  heaths  Bmong^ 
Thee,  fam*d  for  martial  deed,  and  sacred  soug^ 

To  thee  I  turn  with  swimming  eyes; 
Where  is  that  soul  |iP freedom  fled? 
Immingled  with  the  mighty  dead ! 

Beneath  that  hallowed  turf^  where  Wallace  Ilea ! 
Hear  it  not^  Wallac£^  in  thy  bed  of  death ! 

Ye  babbling  winds,  in  silence  sweep ; 

Disturb  not  ye  the  hero's  sleep» 
Nor  give  the  coward  secret  breath. — 

Is  thii  the  power  in  freedom's  war« 

That  wont  to  bid  the  battle  rage  ? 
Behold  that  eye  whidi  shot  iminortal  hate« 

Crushing  the  despot's  proudest  bearing* 
That  ann  which,  nerved  with  thundering  fate. 

Braved  usurpation's  boldest  daring ! 
On^  quench*d  in  darkness  like  the  sinking  stlort 
And  one  the  palsied  arm  of  totte^ng»  powerless  age. 

You  will  probably  have  another  scrawl  from 
•me  in  a  stage  or  two. 


No.  301. 
To  Mb.  JAMES  JOHNSON. 

Aiy     DEAJt   FWEND, 

You  should  have  heard  Srovtk  me  long 
tigff]  but  over  and  above  fiodie  vescatioiis  share 
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in  the  pecuniae  losses  of  tliese  accursed  tiniies 
1  have  all  this  winter  been  plagued  with  low 
spirits  and  blue  devils,  so  that  /  have  almost 
hung  my  harp  on  the  xvilhw  trees^ 

I  am  just  now  busy  correcting  a  new  edition 
of  my  poems;  and  this,  with  my  ordinary  busi- 
ness, finds  me  in  fiill  employment.* 

I  send  you>  by  my  friend  Mr.  Wallace,  forty 
one  songs  for  your  fifth  vcdume ;  if  we  cannot 
finish  it  any  other  way,  what  would  you  think 
of  Scots  words  to  some  beautiful  Irish  airs  ?  In 
the  mean  time,  at  your  leisure,  give  a  copy  of 
the  Museum  to.  my  worthy  friend  Air.  Peter 
Hill,  bookseller,  to  bind  lor  me,  interleaved 
with  blank  leaves,  exactly  as  he  did  the  Laird 
of  Glenridders,  that  I  may  insert  every  anec- 
dote I  can  learn,  together  with  my  own  criti- 
cisms  and  remarks  on  the  songs.— -A  copy  of 
|Jiis  kind  I  shall  leave  with  you,  the  editor,  to 
publish  at  some  aft^  period,  by  way  of  il^aking 
the  Museum  a  book  famous  to  the  end  of  time, 
and  you  jrenowned  for  ever, 

I  have  got  an  Highland  Dirk,  for  which  t 
have  greaJ;  veneration ;  as  it  once  was  the  dirk 
of  Ijord  Balmcrino.    It  fell  into  ba4  hands,  who 


*  Bums's  anxiety  with  regard  to  the  correctness  of  his 
writings  was  very  great.  Being  questtonedF  as  td  Ills  mod^ 
of  composition,  he  replied,  *•  All  my  poetry  is  the  effect  oi 
«asv  romposition,  but  of  laborious  correction.*^ 
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stripped  it  of  the  silver  mounting,  as  well  as  the 
knife  and  fork.  I  have  some  thoughts  of  send- 
ing it  to  your  care,  to  get  it  mounted  anew. 

Thank  you  for  the  copies  of  my  Volunteer 
Ballad. — Our  friend  Clarke  has  done  indeed 
well !  'tis  chaste  and  beautiUd.  I  have  not  met 
with  any  thing  that  has  pleased  me  so  much. 
You  know,  1  am  no  Connoisseur ;  but  that  I 
am  an  Amateur  will  be  allowed  me. 


No.  502. 
To  Miss  FONTENELLE. 

ACCOMPANYING  A  PHOLOGUE   TO   BE   SPOKEN 

FOR  HER  BENEFIT. 
MADAM, 

In  such  a  bad  world  as  ours,  those  who 
add  to  the  scanty  sum  of  our  pleasures,  are  po- 
sitively our  benefactors.    To  you.  Madam,  on 
our  humble  Dumfries  boards,  1  have  been  more 
indebted  for  entertainment  than  ever  1  was  in 
prouder  theatres.     Your  charms,  as  a  woman, 
would  insure  applause  to  the  most  indifferent 
actress,  and  your  theatrical  talents  would  insure 
admiration  to  the  plainest  figui-e.    This,  Madam, 
is  not  the  unmeaning,  or  insiduous  compliment 
of  the  frivolous  or  interested ;  I  pay  it  from  the 
same  honest  impulse  that  the  sublime  of  nature 
excites  my  admiration,  or  her  beauties  give  me 
delight. 
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Will  the  foregoing  lines  be  of  any  service  to 
you  oi>  your  approaching  benefit  night  ?  If  they 
will,  I  shall  be  prouder  of  my  muse  than  ever. 
They  axe  nearly  extempore:  1  know  they  have 
no  great  merit;  but  though  they  should  add  but 
little. to  vthe  entertainment  of  the  evening,  they 
give  me  the  liappiness  of  an  opportunity  to  de- 
clare how  much  1  have  the  honour  to  be,  &c. 


No.    303: 


To  PETER  MILLER,  Jun.  Esq:  of  Dal- 

SWINTON. 

.  1  x>£AR  Sin,  DurnfrieSy  Nov.  1794. 

Y  OUR  offer  is  indeed  truly  generous, 
and  most  sincerely  do  1  thank  you  for  it^;  but  in 
niy  present  situation,  1  find  tfa^t  I  dare  not  acce}it 
it.  You  well  know  my  political  sentiments ;  and 
were  I  an  insular  individual,  unconnected  with 
a  wife  and  a  family  of  children,  with  the  most 
fervid  enthusiasm  I  would  have  volunteered  my 
services :  I  then  could  and  would  have  despised 
all  consequences  that  might  have  ensued. 

My  prospect  in  i\^^  Excise  is  something ;  at 
least,  it  is,  encumbered  as  1  am  with  the  welfare, 
the  very  ejdstence,  of  near  half-a-score  of  help- 
less individuals,'  what  I  dare  not  sport  with. 

In  the  meein  timfe;  they  are  most  welcome  to 
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have  met  with  by  aooid^it  and  unknown  to  me. 
— Nay,  if  JVIr.  Peny,  whode  honour,  after  year 
character  of  him  I  cannot  doubt ;  if  he  will  give 
me  an  address  and  channel  by  which  any  thing 
will  come  safe  from  those  spies  with  which  he 
may  be  certain  that  his  correspondence  is  beMt» 
1  will  now  and  then  send  him  any  bagatelle  that 
1  may  w  rite.  In  the  present  hurry  of  Europe, 
nothing  but  news  and  politics  will  be  regarded; 
but  against  the  days  of  peace^  which  Heav^i  srad 
soon,  my  little  assistance  may  perhaps  fiU  up  aa 
idle  column  of  a  Newspaper.  I  have  kng  had  it 
in  my  hea^  to  try  my  hand  in  the  way  of  litde 
prose  essays,  which  I  propose  sending  into  the 
world  through  the  medium  of  some  New^aper; 
and  should  these  be  worth  his  whfle^  to  these 
Mn  F^ry  shall  be  welcome ;  find  all  my  rewaid 
9hall  b^,  his  treating  me  with  his  pap» ;  wiiidi» 
by  the  bye,  to  any  body  who  haa  the  least  relish 
for  wit,  is  a  high  treat  in4eed. 

With  tbe  most  grateful  eateeap,  I  am  fever, 
Dear  9ir,  &c< 
)  mm       — ' — 

No.  304-. 

To  GAVIN  HAJVilLTON,  Esq. 

MY  DEAE  SIR,  Dumfries. 

It  is  indeed  with  the  highest  sati^^rtiofi 
that  I  congratulate  you  ^n  0ie  return  of  ^  idays 
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of  ^ase,  and  nights  of  pleasure,''  aftq;*  the  horrid 
hours  of  misery,  in  which  I  saw  you  suffering 
e»s/tenee  when  I  was  last  in  Ayrshire.    I  seldom 
pray  for  any  body.    '*  I'm  baith  dead  swe»,  and 
"  wretdled  ill  o't.'*     But  most  fervently  do  I 
beseech  the  great  Director  of  this  world,  that 
you  niay  live  long  and  be  happy,  but  that  you 
may  live  no  longer  than  while  you  are  happy.' 
It  is  needless  for  me  to  advise  you  to  have  a  re- 
verend care  of  your  health.     I  know  you  will 
make  it  a  point  never,  at  one  time,  to  drink 
more  than  a  pint  of  wine ;    (I  mean  an  English 
pint,)  and  that  you  will  never  be  witness  to  more 
than  one  bowl  of  punch  at  a  time ;  and  that  cold 
drama  you  will  never  more  take.    I  am  weU  cc»i« 
vinced  too,  that  after  drinking,  perhaps  boiling 
pmioh,  you  wiU  never  mount  your  horse  and  gal- 
lop home  in  a  diiU^  late  hour.— Above  all  things, 
as  I  understand  you  are  now  in  haUts  of  intimacy 
with  that  Boanerges  of  gospel  powers.  Father 
AtM^  be  earnest  with  him  that  he  witi  wrestle  in 
prayer  for  you,  that  you  may  see  the  vanity  of 
vanities  in  trusting  to,  or  even  practising  the  car- 
nal moral  works  of  charity 9  humanity ^  generosi- 
iy^  BXiAforgiveTiess;  things  which  you  practised 
so  flagrantly  that  it  was  evident  you  delighted 
in  them ;  neglecting,  or  perhaps,  profanely  des- 
piang  the  whoUsomw  doctrine  qt  <V  Faith  without 
<<  works,  the  only  anbhor  of  salvation*" 

A  hymn  of  thianksgiving  would^  in  my  opini- 
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on,  be  highly  becoming  from  you  at  present :  and 
in  my  zeal  for  your  well-being,  I  earnestly  press 
it  on  yoa  to  be  diligent  in  chanting  over  the  two 
inclosed  pieces  of  sacred  poesy.  My  best  com- 
pliments to  JSIrs.  Hamilton  and  Miss  Kennedy. 
Yours  in  the  L    ■    d,  R.  B. 


No.  305. 

To  Mr.  SAMUEL  CLARKE,  jux. 

Dumfhies. 

DEAR  SIB,  Sunday  Morning. 

1  WAS,  I  know,  drunk  last  night,  but  I 
am  sober  this  morning.  From  the  expressions 
Capt. made  use  of  to  me,  had  I  had  no- 
body's welfare  to  eare  for  but  my  own,  we  should 
certainly  have  come,  according  to  the  numn^^ 
of  the  world,  to  the  necessity  of  murdering  one 
another  about  the  business.  The  words  were 
such  as,  generally,  I  believe,  ehd  in  a  brace  of 
pistols ;  but  I  am  still  pleased  to  think  that  I  did 
not  ruin  the  peace  and  welfare  of  a  wife  and  a 
family  of  children  in  a  drunken  squabble.  Far- 
ther you  know  that  the  report  of  certain  politick 
opinions  being  mine,  has  already  once  before 
brought  me  to  the  brink  of  destruction.  I  dread 
lest  last  night's  busmess  may  be  misrepresented 
in  the  same  way. — You,  1  beg,  will  take  care  to 
prevent  it^     I  tax  your  wish  for  Mr,  Bums's 
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welfare  with  the  task  of  waiting,  as  soon  as. pos- 
sible, on  every  gentleman  who  was  present,  and 
state  this  to  him,  9n4>  49  you  please,  shew  him 
this  letter.  What,  afler  all,  was  the  obnoxious 
toast  ?  "  May  our  success  in  the  present  war  be 
"  equal  to  the  justice  of  our  cause!" — ^A  toast 
that  the  most  outrageous  frenzy  of  loyalty  can- 
not object  to.  I  request  and  beg  that  this  morn- 
ing you  will  wait  on  the  parties  present  at  the 
foolish  dispute.  I  shall  only  add,  that  1  am  tru- 
ly sorry  that  a  man  who  stood  so  higli  in  my  es- 
timation as  Mr,  ■,  i^uld  use  me  in  the 
manner  in  which  I  conceive  lie  has  done.* 


*  The  foUo^ng  fooliah  venief  were  aent  aa  an  attack  on 
Buraa  and  bia  firien^s,  £or  their  political  cpiniona.  They 
VTfixe  written  l^j  aspioe  member  of  a  dub,  styling  themselves 
the  Lifjfof  Natives  of  Dumfries.  Being  handed  over  the  table 
to  Bums  at  a  convivial  meeting,  he  instantly  indorsed  the  sub- 
joined reply. 

The  Loyal  Naltves*  Verses. 

Ye  sons  of  sedition,  give  ear  to  my  song^ 
Let  Syme,  Burns^  and  Maxwell^  pervade  every  throng. 
With,  Craken  the  attorney,  and  Mundell  the  quack, 
Send  ^^ilHe  the  monger  to  hell  with  a  smack. 

J?ttnix— ^extompore. 

Ye  true  ''Loyal  Natives,"  attend  to  my  song. 
In  uproar  apd  riot  rejoice  the  night  long ; 
From  envy  and  hatred  your  corps  is  exempt: 
But  where  is  your  shield  from  the  daris  of  contempt  f 

19.  3   H 


Digitized  by 


Google 


(    602    ) 

No.  306. 
To  Me.  ALEXANDER  FINDLrATEK^ 

S0PEKVISOR  OF  EXCISE,  DUMFRIES. 
SIR, 

Inclosed  are  the  two  schemes.    I  would 
not  have  troubled  you  with  the  collector's  one, 
but  for  suspicion  lest  it  be  not  right    Mr.  Ers- 
kine  promised  me  to  make  it  right,  iT  you  will 
have  the  goodness  to  shew  him  bow.    As  I  have 
no  copy  of  the  scheme  for  myself,  and  the  alter- 
ations hemg  very  considerable  from  what  it  was 
formerly,  I  hope  that  I  shall  have  access  to  this 
scheme  I  send  you,  when  I  come  to  face  op  my 
new  books.    So  much  for  schemes. — ^And  that  no 
scheme  to  betray  a  friend,  or  mislead  a  stran- 
ger ;   to  seduce  a  young  girl,  or  rob  a  hen- 
roost ;  to  subvert  liberty,  or  bribe  an  ex- 
ciseman ;  to  disturb  the  general  assembly, 
or  annoy  a  gossipping  ;  to  overthrow  the  credit 
of  orthodoxy,  or  the  authority  of  old  songs; 
to  oppose  your  wishes,  or  frustrate  my  hopes-^ 
MAY  PROSPER — ^is  the  sincere  wish  and  prayer 
of  ROBT,  BURNS. 


• 
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No.  3Q7. 
TO  THE  EDITORS 

OF  THE  MORNING  CHRONICLE. 

GENTLEMEN,  Dumfries^ 

A  OU  will  see  by  your  subscribers'  list, 
that  I  have  now  been  about  nin^  months  one  of 
that  number. 

I  am  sorry  to  inform  you,  that  in  that  time, 
seven  or  eight  of  your  papers  either  have  never 
been  sent  me,  or  else  have  never  reached  me. 
To  be  deprived  of  any  one  number  of  theiirst 
newspaper  in  Great  Britain  for  information, 
ability  and  independance,  is  what  I  can  iU  brook 
and  bear ;  but  to  be  deprived  of  that  most  admi- 
rable oration  of  the  Marquis  of  Lansdowne,  when 
he  made  the  great,  though  ineffectual  attempt, 
(in  the  language  of  the  poet,  I  fear  too  true,) 
<*  to  save  a  sinkino  state,"^ — ^this  was  a  loss 
wliich  I  neither  can,  nor  will  forgive  you. — That 
paper.  Gentlemen,  never  reached  me ;  but  I  de- 
mand itof  yx>u.  I  am  a  bkiton  ;  and  must  be 
interested  in  the  cause  of  liberty  : — ^I  am  a 
MAN^  and  the  bights  of  human  nature  can- 
not be  indifierent  to  me.  However,  do  not  let 
me  mislead  you :  I  am  not  a  man  in  that  situa- 
tion of  life,  which,  as  your  subscriber,  can  be  of 
«  H  2 
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any  consequence  to  you,  in  the  eyes  of  those  to 
whom  SITUATION  OF  LIFE  ALONE  IS  the  ciiterioii 
of  MAN* — I  am  bat  a  plain  tradesman,  in  this 
distant,  obscure  country  town :  but  that  humUe 
domicile  in  which  I  shelter  my  wife  and  children, 
is  the  CASTELLXTM  of  a  BRITON ;  dud  thdC  scanty, 
hard-earned  income  which  supports  them,  is  as 
truly  my  property,  as  the  most  magnificent  for- 
tune, of  fbe  tnost  PUissiLNT  MEmSHR.  of  your 
House  of  nobles. 

These,  Gentlemen,  are  my  sentiments;  and 
to  them  I  iub^cribe  iny  n&nie :  and  were  I  a 
man  of  ability  and  consequence  enough  to  ad- 
dress the  PUBLIC,  with  that  name  shouM  they 
Appear.  I  am^  kc. 


No.  308- 

To  COLw  W,  JbUNBAIL 

I  AM  not  gone  to  Elysium,  most  noMe 
Cotonel,  but  am  still  here  m  this  stahliinaiy 
world,  serving  my  God  by  propagating  Ms  im. 
age,  and  honouring  my  king  by  begetting  Urn 
loyal  subjetits.  Many  happy  returns  of  the  sea- 
son  await  my  fnend !  May  the  thorns  of  care 
never  beset  his  path !  M^  peaee  be  an  inmate 
of  his  bosom,  and  rapture  a  fretjuent  visitor  of 
his  soul !  May  the  blood-hoanils  df  misfertune 
never  traee  his  stef)s,  ttor  the  screecb-ciwl  of 
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aorrow  alarm  fab  dwelling!  May  eitjogrtnent 
tell  thy  hours,  and  pkasute  number  tby  days^ 
thou  friend  of  the  Boid !  Blessed  be  he  that 
blesstith  f  hee^  alid  cursed  be  he  that  cut seth  thee ! 


No.  309. 

To  M».  HERON,  of  Heron. 
liiu,  1^94,  or  1795. 

1  INCLOSE  you  some  o^ies  of  a  eou* 
pie  c£  political  balkds ;  <me  of  Which,  I  believe, 
you  have  never  Seen.  Would  to  Heaven  I  oould 
make  you  master  of  as  xAsny  votes  in  the  Btew- 
artry«    But-^ 

"  Whd  Ao&B  tiie  uttndst  that  he  can, 
"  Does  welli  sets  nobler,  an|;eb  ookkl  no  more." 

In  order  to  bring  my  humble  efforts  to  bew 
with  more  fe£fect  on  die  fbe,  I  have  privately 
printed  a  gdod  many  copies  of  both  baUads^  and 
have  sent  them  among  friends,  all  about  fh6 
Mmntry* 

To  piUory  on  Parnassus  the  I'ank  reprobation 
of  character,  the  nttef  det^liotion  of  all  princi^* 
pie,  in  a  profligate  jcmto,  which  has  not  only 
outraged  virtue^  but  violated  tommoh  decency ; 
trhkh,  spurning  even  hypocrisy  as  paltry  iniqui'. 
ty  below  tbeit  daring  ;*-4o  unmask  their  flagi- 
timisness  to  the  broadest  day— -to  deliver  such 
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over  to  their  merited  fate,  is  surely  not  merely 
innocent,  but  laudable;  is  not  only  propriety, 
but  virtue. — ^You  have  already,  as  your  auxiliary, 
the  sober  detestation  of  mankind  on  the  heads 
of  your  opponents;  and  1  swear  by  the  lyre  of 
Thalia  to  muster  on  your  side  all  the  votaries  of 
honest  laughter,  and  fair,  candid  ridicule ! 

I  am  extremely  obliged  to  you  for  your  kind 
mention  of  my  interests  in  ^  letter  which  Mr. 
Syme  shewed  me.     At  present,  my  situation 
in  life  must  be  in  a  great  measure  stationary,  at 
least  for  two  or  three  years.    The  statement  is 
this— I  am  on  the  supervisors'  list,  and  as  we 
come  on  there  by  precedency,  in  two  or  three 
years  I  shall  be  at  the  head  of  that  list,  and  be 
appointed,  ofctyiirse.    Then,  a  friend  might 
be  of  service  to  me  in  getting  me  into  a  place  of 
the  kingdom  which  1  would  like.    A  supervi-* 
sor's  income  varies  from  about  a  hundred  and 
twenty,  to  two  hundred  a  year ;  but  the  busi- 
ness is  an  incessant  drudgery,  and  would  be 
nearly  a  oompleat  bar  to  every  species  of  literary 
pursuit.       The  moment  I  am  appointed  su- 
pervisor, in  the  common  routine,  I  may  be  no- 
minated on  the  collector's  list ;  and  this  is  always 
a  business  purely  of  political  patronage.    A  col- 
lectorship  varies  much,  from  better  than   two 
hundred  a  year  to  near  a  thousand.    They  also 
come  forward  by  precedency  on  the  list ;  and 
have,  besides  a  handsome  income,  a  life  of  ccan- 
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plete  leisure.  A  life  of  literary  leisure,  with  a 
decent  competence,  is  the  summit  of  my  wishes. 
It  would  be  the  the  prudish  affectation  of  silly 
pride  in  me  to  say  that  1  do  not  need,  or  would 
not  be  indebted  to  a  political  friend;  at  the 
same  time.  Sir,  I  by  no  means  lay  my  affairs  be- 
fore you  thus,  to  hook  my  dependant  situation 
on  your  benevolence.  If,  in  my  progress  of 
life,  an  opening  should  occur  where  the  good 
offices  of  a  gentleman  of  your  public  character 
and  political  consequence  might  bring  me  for- 
ward, 1  shall  petition  your  goodness  with  the 
same  frankness  as  I  now  do  myself  the  honour 
to  subscribe  myself,  &c. 


No.  310. 

Address  of  the  Scots  Distillers, 

To  the  right  HON.  WILLIAM  PITT. 

SIR, 

W^HILE  pursy  burgesses  crowd  your  gate, 
sweating  under  the  weight  of  heavy  addresses, 
permit  us,  the  quondam  distillers  in  that  part 
of  Great  Britain  called  Scotland,  to  approach 
you,  not  with  venal  approbation,  but  with  frater- 
nal condolence ;  not  as  what  you  are  just  now, 
or  for  some  time  have  been ;  but  as  what,  in  all 
probability,  you  will  shortly  be. — We  shall  have 
the  merit  of  not  deserting  our  friends  in  the  day  of 
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their  ica)^inity,  and  you  Mri&  hair(e  the  6a(is£ieticHi 
of  peruflwg  at  least  cHie  honert  address.  ITou 
s  are  well  aoquainted  with  tJb^e  dissection  ^  ha- 
msax  nature ;  ner  do  ypi^  n^qd  th^  a^^ist^ai^ce  of 
a  feUow-cp«i^ne'^  bo$om  to  inform  you^  U^t 
B?aQ  is  always  a  iseMjsh,  often  a  pei^dju^fi  being. 
«^Xhifi  ^si^ioQ^  l^o^ever  t)ie  hast^  CQUi^uieioips 
fof  spperfieiial  observatk)n  niay  douHilt  of  «t,  Qr  the 
raw  inexperienee  r9f  yoitfh  iftay  deoy  it,  those 
wia^  ipaake  jtl^  fad^^l  /expepsm^t  we  haye  done, 
wHl  feel.*— You  me  a  statesman,  aniiOoaaGquent- 
ly  aire  not  igoorapt  of  the  tca^  of  theae  jconpa- 
IKmMtion  eompUments.-r^The  littiie  gneat  «uai 
who  drives  the  borough  to  market,  and  the  ¥€sy 
great  man  who  buys  the  borough  in  that  market, 
they  two  do  the  whole  business ;  and  you  well 
know,  they,  likewise,  havjeiflieir  price.  With  that 
sullen  disdain  which  you  can  so  well  assume,  rise, 
illustrious  Sir,  and  spurn  these  hireling  efforts 
of  venal  stupidity.  At  best  tiiey  are  the  cohq.- 
pliments  of  a  man's  friends  oh  the  morning  of 
his  execution :  They  take  a  decent  faiewell,  re- 
sign you  to  y.our  fete,  and  hurry  away  from 
your  approaching  hour. 

If  fame  say  true,  and  omens  be  not  very 
much  mistaken,  you  are  aboi^it  to  make  your 
exit  from  that  world  where  the  sun  of  gladness 
gilds  the  pa^ths  of  prosperous  men:  permit  us, 
^eat  Sir,  with  the  sympathy  of  feUow^feeliog 
to  hail  your  passage  to  the  realms  of  ruin. 
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Whether  the  sentiment  proceed  from  the  sel- 
fehness  or  cowardice  of  mankind  is  immaterial ; 
but  to  point  out  to  a  child  of  misfortune  those 
who  are  still  more  unhappy,  is  to  give  him  some 
degree  of  positive  enjoyment.     In  this  light.  Sir, 
our  downfall  may  be  again  useful  to  you: — 
Though  not  exactly  in  the  same  way,  it  is  not 
perhaps  tlie  first  time  it  has  gratified  your  feel- 
ings.    It  is  true,  the  triumph  of  your  evil  star, 
is  exceedingly  despiteful. — At    an  age    when 
others  are  the  votaries  of  pleasure,  or  underlings 
in  business,  you  had  attained  the  highest  wish 
of  a  British  Statesman;  and,  with  the  ordinary 
date  of  human  life,  what  a  prospect  was  before 
you !    Deeply  rooted  in   Royal  Favour^   you 
overshadowed  the  land.     The  birds  of  passage, 
which  follow  ministerial  sunshine  through  every 
clime  of  political  faith  and  manners,  flocked  to 
your  branches  ;  and  the  beasts  of  the  field,  (the 
lordly  possessors  of  hills  and  valleys)   crouded 
under  your  shade.     «  But  behold  a  watcher,  a 
holy   one  came  down  from  heaven,  and  cried 
aloud,  and  said  thus:  Hew  down  the  tree,  and 
cut  off  his  branches ;  shake  off  his  leaves,  and 
scatter  his  fruit ;  let  the  beasts  get  away  from 
under    it,  and   the  fowls  from   his  branches !" 
A  blow  from  an  unthought-of  quarter,  one  of 
those  ten-ible  accidents  whicli  peculiarly  mark 
iie  hand  of  Omnipotence,  overset  your  career, 
md  laid  all  your  fancied  honours  in  the  dust. 
*  20.  3  1 
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But  turn  your  eyes.  Sir,  to  the  tragic  scenes  of 
our  fate  — An  ancient  nation  that,  for  many  ages, 
had  gallantly  mamtained  the  unequal  struggle 
for  independence  with  her  much  mixe  powerfbl 
neighbour,  at  last  agrees  to  a  union  whidi  should 
ever  after  make  them  one  people.     In  consider- 
ation of  certain  circumstances,  it  was  covenanted 
that  the  former  should  enjoy  a  stipulated  allevia- 
tion in  her  share  of  the  public  burdens,  particu- 
larly in  that  branch  of  the  revenue  called  the  Exp 
cise.     Til  is  just  privilege  has  of  late  given  great 
umbrage  to  some  interested,  powerful  iHdividu- 
als,  of  the  more  potent  part  of  the  empire,  and 
they  have  spared  no  wicked  pains,  under  insidi- 
ous pretexts,  to  subvert  what  they  dared  not 
openly  to  attack,  from  the  dread  which  they  yet 
entertained  of  the  spirit  of  their  ancient  enemies. 
In  this  conspiracy  we  fell ;  nor  did  we  alone 
suffer,  our  country  was  deeply  wounded.    A 
number  of  (we  will  say)  respectable  individuab^ 
largely  engaged  in  trade,  where  we  vreie  not 
only  useful,  but  absolutely  necessary  to  omr  coun- 
try, in  her  dearest  interests ;  we,  with  all  that 
was  near  and  dear  to  us,  were  sacrificed  without 
remorse,,  to  the  infernal  deity  of  political  expe- 
diency !  We  fell  to  gratify  the  wishes  of  daik 
envy,  and  the  views  of  unprincipled  ambition! 
Your  foes,  Sir,  \Vere  avowed;,  were   too  brate 
to  take  an  ungenerous  advantage :  yofu  fdl  a 
the  face  of  day. — On  the  contrary,  our  enemies 
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to  complete  our  overthrow,  contrived  to  make 
their  guilt  appear  the  villainy  of  a  nation. — Your 
downfal  only  drags  with  you  your  private  friends 
and  partisans :  In  our  misery  are  more  or  less 
involved  the  most  numerous,  and  most  valuable 
part  of  the  community — all  those  who  immedi- 
ately depend  on  the  cultivation  of  the  soil,  from 
the  landlord  of  a  province,  down  to  his  lowest 
hind. 

Allow  us.  Sir,  yet  farther,  just  to  Irint  at  an- 
other rich  vein  of  comfort  in  the  dreary  regions 
of  adversity ; — the  gratulations  of  an  approving 
conscience.  In  a  certain  great  assembly,  of  which 
you  are  a  distinguished  member,  panegyrics  on 
your  private  virtues  have  so  often  wounded  your 
delicacy,  that  we  shall  not  distress  you  with  any 
thing  on  the  subject  There  is,  however,  one 
part  of  your  public  conduct  which  our  feelings 
will  not  permit  us  to  pass  in  silence ;  our  grati- 
tude must  trespass  on  your  modesty ;  we  mean, 
worthy  Sir,  your  whole  behaviour  to  the  Scots 
Distillers. — In  evil  hours,  when  obtrusive  recol- 
lection  presses  bitterly  on  the  sense,  let  that.  Sir, 
come  like  a  healing  angel,  and  speak*  the  peace 
to  your  soul  which  the  world  can  neither  give 
nor  take  away. 

We  have  the  iionour  to  be,  Sir, 
Your  sympathizing  fellow  aifferers, 
JSfid  grateful  humble  Servants, 
"• .     John  Barleycorx — PraBsos. 
^  3  I  2 
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No.  311. 

To  THE  HON.  THE  PROVOST,  BAILIES,  a>t> 
TOWN  COUNCIL,  of  Dumfmes. 

Gentlemen, 

i  HE  literary  taste  and  liberal  spirit  of 
your  good  town  has  so  ably  filled  the  Taricnis  de- 
partments of  your  schools,  as  to  make  it  a  very 
great  object  for  a  parent  to  have  his  children  edii« 
cated  in  them.  Still,  to  me,  a  stranger,  with  my 
large  family,  and  very  stinted  inoome,  to  give 
my  young  ones  that  education  I  wish,  at  the 
high  school-fees  which  a  stranger  pays,  wiU  bear 
hard  upon  me. 

Some  years  ago  your  good  town  did  me  the 
honour  of  making  me  an  honorary  Burgess- Will 
you  allcw  me  to  request  that  this  mark  of  ^ds- 
tinction  may  extend  so  far,  as  to  put  me  on  the 
footing  of  a  real  freeman  of  the  town,  in  the 

schools? 

«        «        •        « 

If  you  are  so  very  kind  as  to  grant  my  request,* 
it  will  certainly  be  a  constant  incentive  to  me  to 
strain  every  nerve  where  I  can  officially  serve 

*  TliiB  request  was  immediately  complied  with. 
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you ;  and  will,  if  possible,  increase  that  grateful 
respect  with  which  1  have  the  honour  to  be. 
Gentlemen, 
Your  devoted  humble  Servant. 


No.   312. 
To  Me.  JAMES  JOHNSON,  Edinburgh. 

Dumfries 9  July  4,  1796# 

rlOW  are  you,  my  dear  friend,  and  how 
comes  on  your  fifth  volume  ?  You  may  proba- 
bly think  that  for  some  time  past  1  have  neg- 
lected you  and  your  work ;  but,  alas !  the  hand 
of  pain,  and  sorrow,  and  care,  has  these  many 
months  lain  heavy  on  me !  Personal  and  domes- 
tic afBiction  have  almost  entirely  banished  that 
alacrity  and  life  with  which  1  used  to  woo  the 
rural  muse  of  Scotia. 

m  *  '  «  • 
You  are  a  good,  worthy,  honest  fellow,  and 
have  a  good  right  to  live  in  this  world — ^because 
you  deserve  it.  Many  a  merry  meeting  this 
publication  has  given  us,  and  possibly  it  may 
give  us  more,  though,  alas !  I  fear  it  This  pro- 
tracting, slow,  consuming  illness  which  hangs 
over  me,  will,  I  doubt  much,  my  ever  dear 
friend,  arrest  my  sun  before  he  has  well  reached 
his  middle  career,  and  will  turn  over  the  Poet 
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to  far  other  and  more  important  concerns  than 
studying  the  brilliancy  of  wit,  or  the  pathos  of 
sentiment !  However,  liope  is  the  cordial  of  the 
human  heart,  and  1  endeavour  to  cherish  it  as 
well  as  I  can. 

Let  me  hear  from  you  as  soon  as  convenient. — 
Your  work  is  a  great  one;  and  now  that  it  is 
near  finished,  I  see,  if  we  were  to  begin  again, 
two  or  three  things  tlmt  might  be  mended ;  yet 
I  will  venture  to  prophecy,  that  to  future  ages 
your  publication  will  be  the  text  book  and  stand- 
ard of  Scottish  song  and  music. 

1  am  ashamed  to  ask  another  favour  of  you, 
because  you  have  been  so  very  good  already; 
but  my  wife  has  a  very  particular  friend  of  hers, 
a  young  lady  who  sings  well,  to  whom  she  wish- 
es to  present  the  Scots  Musical  Museum.  If 
you  have  a  spare  copy,  will  you  be  so  obliging 
as  to  send  it  by  the  veiy  first  Fly^  as  I  am 
anxious  to  liave  it  soon.       Yours  ever, 

ROBERT  BUR^S. 
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ROBERT  BURNS^S 

COMMON  PLACE,    or  SCRAP  BOOK, 

BEGUN  IN  APRIL,    1783. 


Observations,  hints,  Songs,  Scraps 

of  Poetry,  &c.  by  Robert  Burns  ;  a  man  who 
had  little  art  in  making  money,  and  still  less  in 
keeping  it ;  but  was,  however,  a  man  of  some 
sense,  a  great  deal  of  honesty,  and  unbounded 
good- will  to  every  creature,  rational  and  irration- 
al.— As  he  was  but  little  indebted  to  scholastic 
education,  and  bred  at  a  plough-tail,  his  per- 
formances must  be  strongly  tinctured  with  his 
unpolished,  rustic  way  of  life ;  but  as  1  believe 
they  are  really  his  own,  it  may  be  some  enter- 
tainment to  a  curious  observer  of  human  nature 
to  see  how  a  plough-man  thinks,  and  feels,  un- 
der the  pressure  of  love,  ambition,  anxiety,  grie^ 
with  the  like  cares  and  passions,  which,  howe- 
ver diversified  by  the  modes,  and  mannei^s  of  life, 
operate  pretty  much  aUke,  1  believe,  on  all  the 
species. 

"  There  are  numbers  in  the  world  who  do  not 
want  sense  to  make  a  figure,  so  much  as  an  opi- 
nion of  their  own  abilities  to  put  them  upon  re- 
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cording  their  observations,  and  allowing  them 
the  same  importance  which  they  do  to  those 
which  appear  in  print.'*  Shenstone. 

**  Pleasingj  when  youth  is  long  expired,  to  traoe 
The  forms  our  pencil^  or  our  pen  designed ! 

Such  was  our  youthful  air,  and  shape,  and  face^ 
Such  the  soft  image  of  our  youthful  mind."       Ihid, 

April,  1783. 

Notwithstanding  all  that  has  been  said  against 
love,  respecting  the  folly  and  weakness  it  leads  a 
young  inexperienced  mind  into ;  still  I  think  it, 
in  a  great  measure,  deserves  tlie  highest  enco^ 
miums  that  have  been  passed  upon  it.  If  any 
thing  on  earth  deserves  the  name  of  rapture  or 
transport,  it  is  the  feelings  of  green  eighteen  in 
the  company  of  the  mistress  of  bis  heart,  when 
she  repays  him  with  an  equal  return  of  affection. 


August. 

There  is  certainly  some  connection  between 
love,  and  music,  and  poetry;  and  therefore,  I 
have  always  thought  it  a  fine  touch  of  nature, 
that  passage  in  a  modern  love  composition, 

**  As  towards  her  cot  he  jogg'd  along, 
Her  name  was  frequent  in  his  song." 

For  my  own  part,  I  never  had  the  least  thought 
or  inclination  of  turning  poet  till  I  got  otice 
heartily  in  love,  and  then  rhyme  and  song  were. 
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in  a  manner^  the  spontaneous  language  of  my 
heart.  The  following  composition  was  the  first 
of  my  performances,  and  done  at  an  early  pe- 
riod of  life,  when  my  heart  glowed  with  honest 
warm  simplicity ;  unacquainted,  and  uncorrupt- 
ed,  with  the  ways  of  a  wicked  worlds  The  per- 
formance is,  indeed,  very  puerile  and  silly ;  but 
I  am  always  pleased  with  it,  as  it  recalls  to  my 
mind  those  happy  days  when  my  heart  was  yet 
honest,  and  my  tongue  was  sincere.  The  sub- 
ject of  it  was  a  young  girl,  who  really  deserved 
all  the  praises  1  have  bestowed  on  her.  1  not 
only  had  this  opinion  of  her  then,  but  I  actu- 
ally think  so  still,  now  that  the  spell  is  long 
since  broken^  and  the  enchantment  at  an  end. 

Tune--^^  I  AM  A  MAN  UNMARRIED.' 

O  once  I  lov'd  a  bonnie  lass. 

Ay,  and  I  love  her  still. 
And  whilst  that  honour  warms  my  breast, 

rU  love  my  handsome  Nell. 

Fal  lal  de  ral,  S^c, 

As  bonnie  lasses  I  hae  seen. 

And  mony  full  as  braw. 
But  for  a  modest  gracefu*  mien 

The  like  I  never  saw. 

A  bonnie  lass,  I  will  confess. 

Is  pleasant  to  the  e'e ; 
But  without  some  better  qualities, 
She's  no  a  lass  for  me. 
«0.  3K  ' 
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But  Nelly's  looks  are  blythe  and  sweet, 

And^  what  is  best  o£  sl', 
Her  reputation  is  complete. 

And  fair  without  a  flaw. 

She  dresses  ay  sae  dean  and  neat^ 

Both  decent  and  genteel ; 
Anid  then,  there's  something  in  her  gait 

Gars  ony  dress  look  weel. 

A  gaudy  dress  and  gentle  air 

May  slightly  touch  die  heart. 
But  it's  innocence  and  modesty 

That  polishes  the  dart. 

'Tis  this  in  Nelly  pleases  me, 

'Tis  this  enchants  my  soul ; 
For  absolutely,  in  my  breast 

She  reigns  without  controL 

Fal  lal  de  ral,  ^. 

Criticism  on  the  foregoing  song. 

Lest  my  works  should  be  thought  below  criti- 
cism ;  or  meet  with  a  critic  who,  perhaps  will 
not  look  on  them  with  so  candid  and  favourable 
an  eye ;  I  am  determined  to  criticise  them  my- 
self.. 

The  first  distich  of  the  first  stanza  is  quite  too 
much  in  the  flimsy  strain  of  our  ordinary  street 
ballads ;  and,  on  the  other  hand,  the  second 
distich  is  too  much  in  the  other  extreme.  The 
expression  is  a  little  awkward,  and  the  senti- 
ment too  serious.  Stanza  the  second  I  am  well 
pleased  with ;  and  I  think  it  conveys  a  fine  idea 
of  that  amiable  part  of  the  sex—- the  agreeables ; 
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or  what,  in  our  Scotch  diaSect,  we  call  a  sxceet 
sonsy  lass.  The  third  stanza  has  a  little  of  the 
flimsy  turn  in  it ;  and  the  third  line  has  rather 
too  serious  a  cast.  The  foturth  stanza  is  a  verj 
indifferent  one ;  the  first  line  is,  indeed,  all  in 
the  strain  of  the  second  stanza,  but  the  rest  is 
mostly  expletive-  The  thoughts  in  the  fifth 
stanza  come  finely  up  to  my  favourite  idea — a 
sweet  sonsy  lass :  the  last  line,  however,  halts 
a  little.  The  same  sentiments  are  kept  up  with 
equal  spirit  and  tenderness  in  the  sixth  stanza ; 
but  the  seeondand  fourth  lines,  ending  with 
short  syllables,  hurt  the  whole.  The  seventh 
stanza  has  several  minute  faults ;  but  I  remem- 
ber  I  composed  it  in  a  wild  enthusiasm  of  pas* 
sion,  and  to  this  hour  I  never  recollect  it,  but 
my  heart  melts,  my  blood  sallies  at  the  remem- 
brance. 


September. 

I  entirely  agree  with  that  judicious  philoso- 
pher, Mr.  Smith,  in  his  excellent  Theory  of 
Moral  Sentiments,  that  remorse  is  the  most  pain- 
ful sentiment  that  can  embitter  the  human  bo- 
som. Any  ordinary  pitch  of  fortitude  may  bear 
up  tolerably  well  under  those  calamities,  in  the 
procurement  of  which  we  ourselves  have  had 
no  hand ;  but  when  our  own  follies,  or  crimes, 
have  made  us  miserable  and  wretched,  to  bear 
up  with  manly  firmness,  and,  at  the  same  time, 
3  K  2 
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have  a  proper  penitential  sense  of  our  misooa- 
duct,  is  a  glorious  effort  of  self-command. 

Of  all  the  numerous  ills  that  hurt  our  petce^ 

That  press  the  soul,  cr  wring  the  mind  with  angvidi^ 

Beyond  comparison  the  worst  are  those 

That  to  oiu:  folly  or  oiur  guilt  we  owe. 

In  every  other  circumstance^  the  mind 

Has  this  to  say — *'  It  was  no  deed  of  mine ;" 

But  when  to  all  the  evil  of  misfortune 

This  sting  is  added—''  Blame  thy  Ibolish  self!" 

Orworserfar,  the  pangs  of  keen  remorse; 

The  torturing,  gnawing  consdoosneas  of  guilt— ^ 

Of  guilt,  perhaps,  where  we've  involved  others  ; 

The  young,  the  innocent,  who  fondly  loVd  us^ 

Nay,  more,  that  very  love  their  cause  of  ruin ! 

O  burmng  hell!  in  all  thy  store  of  torments. 

There's  not  a  keener  lash  1 

Lives  there  a  ma:n  so  firm,  who,  while  his  heart 

Feels  all  the  bitter  hoirors  of  his  crime. 

Can  reason  down  its  agonizing  throbs ; 

And,  after  proper  purpose  of  amendment. 

Can  firmly  force  his  jarring  thoughts  to  peace  ? 

O,  happy  !  happy  !  enviable  man ! 

O  glorious  magnanimity  of  soul ! 


March^  1784. 

I  have  often  observed,  in  the  course  of  my 
experience  of  human  life,  that  every  man,  even 
the  worst,  has  something  good  about  liim; 
though  very  often  nothing  elae  than  a  happy 
temperament  of  constitution  indining  him  to 
this  or  that  virtue.    For  this  reason,  no  man 
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can  Mjr  in  what  degree  any  other  person,  be- 
sides himself,  can  be,  with  strict  justice,  called 
wicked.  Let  any  of  the  strictest  character  for 
regularity  of  conduct  among  us,  examine  im- 
partially  how  many  vices  he  has  never  been 
guilty  of,  not  from  any  care  or  vigilance,  but 
for  want  of  opportunity,  or  some  accidental 
circumstance  intervening ;  how  many  of  the 
weaknesses  of  mankind  he  has  escaped,  because 
he  was  out  of  the  line  of  such  temptation ;  and, 
what  often,  if  not  always,  weighs  more  than  all 
the  rest,  how  much  he  is  indebted  to  the  world*s 
good  opinion,  because  the  world  does  not  know 
all :  I  say,  any  man  who  can  thus  think,  will 
scan  the  failings,  nay,  the  faults  and  crimes,  of 
mankind  around  him,  with  a  brother's  eye. 

I  have  often  courted  the  acquaintance  of  that 
part  of  mankind,  commonly  known  by  the  ordi* 
nary  phrase  of  blackguards,  sometimes  farther 
than  was  consistent  with  the  safety  of  my  cha- 
racter ;  those  who,  by  thoughtless  prodigality  or 
headstrong  passions,  have  been  driven  to  ruin. 
Though  disgraced  by  follies,  nay,  sometimes 
•«  stained  with  guilt,  ****♦♦♦,» 
I  have  yet  found  among  them,  in  not  a  few  in- 
stances, some  of  the  noblest  virtues,  magnanimi- 
ty, generosity,  disinterested  friendship,  and  even 
modesty. 
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ApriL 

As  I  am  what  the  men  of  the  world,  if  they 
Knew  ^uch  a  man,  would  call  a  whimsical  mor- 
tal^  I  have  various  sources  of  pleasure  and  en- 
joyment»  which  are,  in  a  manner,  peculiar  to 
myself,  or  some  here  and  there  such  other 
out-of-the-way  person.  Such  is  the  peculiar 
pleasure  I  take  in  the  season  of  winter,  more 
than  the  rest  of  the  year.  This,  I  believe,  may 
be  partly  owing  to  my  misfortunes  ^ving  my 
mind  a  melancholy  cast :  but  there  is  somethu^ 
even  in  the 

''  Mighty  tempest^  and  the  hoaiy  ^aste. 

Abrupt  and  deep^  stretch'd  o'er  the  buried  eairih^''--* 

which  Mises  the  mind  to  a  serious  sublimity,  &i 
vourable  to  every  thing  great  and  noble.  There 
is  scarcely  any  earthly  object  gives  me  more-*I 
do  not  know  if  I  should  call  it  pleasure — but 
tomething  which  exalts  me,  something  which 
enraptures  me — than  to  walk  in  the  sheltered 
side  of  a  wood,  or  high  plantation,  in  a  cloudy 
winter-day,  and  hear  the  stormy  wind  howling 
among  the  trees,  and  raving  over  the  plain.  It 
is  my  best  season  for  devotiqn :  my  mind  is  wrapt 
up  in  a  kind  of  enthusiasm  to  Him,  who,  in  the 
pompous  language  of  the  Hebrew  bard,  *'  walks 
on  the  wings  of  the  wind.*'  In  one  of  these  sea- 
sons, just  after  a  train  of  misfortunes,  I  compos- 
ed the  following : 
"  The  wint'iy  west  extends  his  bkst**— iSiee  Poems,  p.  55fL 
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Shenstone  findy  observes,  that  love-verse% 
writ  without  any  real  passion,  are  the  most  nau- 
seous of  all  conceits;  and  1  have  often  thought 
that  no  man  can  be  a  proper  critic  of  love-colniJ 
position,  except  he  himself,  in  one  or  more  in- 
stances, have  been  a  warm  votary  of  this  passion. 
As  I  have  been  all  along  a  miserable  dupe  to 
love,  and  have  been  led  into  a  thousand  weak- 
nesses and  follies  by  it,  for  that  reason  I  put  the 
more  confidence  in  my  critical  skill,  in  distin- 
guishing foppery  and  conceit,  from  real  passion 
and  nature.  Whether  the  following  song  will 
stand  the  test,  I  will  not  pretend  to  say,  because 
it  is  my  own ;  only  I  can  say  it  was,  at  the  time, 
genuine  from  the  heart. 
*'  Behind  yon  hills  where  Lugar  flows."— /Sire  Poems^  p.  385. 

April. 

I  think  the  whole  species  of  young  men  may 
benaturally  enough  divided  into  two  grand  class- 
es, which  I  shall  call  the  grave  and  the  vierry ; 
though,  by  the  bye,  these  terms  do  not,  with  pro- 
priety enough,  express  my  ideas.  The  grave  I 
shall  cast  into  the  usual  division  of  those  who  are 
goaded  on  by  the  love  of  money,  and  those  whose 
darling  wish  is  to  make  a  figure  in  the  world. 
The  merry  are  the  men  of  pleasure  of  all  deno- 
minations ;  the  jovial  lads,  who  have  too  much 
fire  and  spirit  to  have  any  settled  rule  of  action, 
but,    without  much  deliberation,    follow  the 
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strong  impulses  of  nature;  the  thoughtlessj  tlie 
careless,  the  indolent — ^in  particular  he^  who, 
with  a  happy  sweetness  oi  natural  temper,  and 
a  chearful  vacancy  of  thought,  steals  through 
life^genorally,  indeed,  in  poverty  and  obscuri- 
ty ;  but  poverty  and  obscurity  are  only  evils  to 
him  who  can  sit  gravely  down,  and  make  a  re« 
pining  comparison  between  his  own  situation 
and  that  of  others ;  and  Icstly,  to  grace  the  quo- 
rum, such  are,  generally,  those  whose  heads  are 
capable  of  all  the  towerings  of  genius,  and  whose 
hearts  are  warmed  with  all  the  delicacy  of  &el- 
ing. 

August. 

The  foregoing  was  to  have  been  an  elaborate 
dissertation  on  the  various  species  of  men ;  but 
as  I  cannot  please  myself  in  the  arrangement  of 
my  ideas,  I  must  wait  till  further  experiepce, 
and  nicer  observation,  throw  more  light  on  the 

subject. In  the  mean  time  I  shall  set  down 

the  following  fragment,  which,  as  it  is  the  ge- 
nuine language,  of  my  heart,  will  enable  any  bo- 
dy to  determine  which  of  the  classes  I  belong  to. 
*'  Green  grow  the  rashes,  O." — See  Poems,  p.  387- 
As  the  grand  end  of  human  life  is  to  cultivate 
an  intercourse  with  that  being  to  whom  we  owe 
life,  with  every  enjoyment  that  renders  life  de- 
lightful ;  and  to  maintain  an  integritive  conduct 
towards  our  fellow  creatures;  that  so,  by  form- 
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ing  piety  and  virtue  into  habit,  we  may  be  fit 
members  for  that  society  of  the  pious   and  the 
good,  which  reason  and  revelation  teach  us  to 
expect  beyond  the  grave,  I  do  not  see  Ihat  the 
turn  of  mind,  and  pursuits  of  such  a  one  as 
the  above    verses  describe--one    who    spends 
the  hours  and  thoughts  which  the  vocations  of 
the  day  can  spare,  with  Ossian,  Shakespeare, 
Thomson,  Shenstone,  Sterne,  kc.  or  as  the  mag- 
got takes  him,  a  gun,  a  fiddle,  or  a  song  to  make 
or  mend ;  and  at  all  times  som,e  heart's-dear  bo- 
nie  lass  in  view — I  say  I  do  not  see  that  the 
turn  of  mind  and  pursuits  of  such  a  one  are  in 
the  least  more  inimical  to  the  sacred  interests  of 
piety  and  virtue,  than  the  even  lawful  bustling 
and  straining  after  the  world's  riches  and  ho- 
nours :  and  I  do  not  see  but  he  may  gain  heaven 
as  well,  which,  by  the  bye,  is  no  mean  considera- 
tion,  who  steals  through  the  vale  of  life,  amusing 
himself  with  every  little  flower  that  fortune 
throws  in  his  way,  as  he  who,  straining  straight 
forward,  and  perhaps  spattering  all  about  him, 
gains  some  of  life's  little  eminences,  where,  after 
ally  he  can  only  see  and  be  seen  a  little  n^ore 
conspicuously,    than  what,  in  the  pride  of  his 
hearty  he  is  apt  to  term  the  poor,  indolent  devil 
he  has  left  behind  him. 


20,  f{  T. 
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Kgotisms  from  my  own  Sensations. 

May. 

I  don*t  well  know  what  is  the  reason  of  it, 
but  some  how  or  other,  though  I  am,  when  I 
have  a  mind,  pretty  generally  beloved ;  yet,  I 
never  could  get  the  art  of  commanding  respect 
I  imagine  it  is  owing  to  my  being  deficient  in 
what  Sterne  calls  "  that  understrapping  virtue  of 
discretion/* — I  am  so  apt  to  a  Lapsus  LingtuB, 
that  I  sometimes  think  the  character  of  a  certain 
great  man,  I  have  read  of  somewhere,  is  very 
much  apj^opos  to  myself— that  he  was  a  com- 
pound of  great  talents  and  great  folly.  N.  B.  To 
try  if  I  can  discover  the  causes  of  this  wretched 
infirmity,  and,  if  possible,  to  mend  it. 


August 

However  I  am  pleased  with  the  works  of  our 
Scotch  Poets,  particularly  the  excellent  Hamsay, 
and  the  still  more  excellent  Fergusson,  yet  1  am 
hurt  to  see  other  places  of  Scotland,  their  towns, 
rivers,  woods,  haughs,  &c.  immortalized  in  such 
celebrated  performances,  while  my  dear  native 
country,  the  ancient  bailieries  rf  Carrick,  Kyfef 
and  Cunningham,  famous  both  in  andent  and 
modem  times  for  a  gallant  and  warlike  race  d 
inhabitants ;  a  country  where  civil,  and  particu- 
larly religious  liberty,  have  ever  found  their  first 
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^support,  and  their  last  asylum ;  a  country,  the 
birth-place  of  many  famous  philosophers,  soldiers, 
and  statesmen,  and  the  scene  of  many  important 
events  recorded  in  Scottish  history,  particularly 
a  great  many  of  the  actions  of  the  glorious 
Wallace*  the  Saviour  of  his  country ;  j^et, 
we  have  never  had  one  Scotch  Poet  of  any  emi- 
nence, to  make  the  fertile  banks  of  Irvine,  the 
romantic  woodlands  and  sequestered  scenes  on 
Aire,  and  the  healthy  mountainous  source,  and 
winding  sweep  ofDooN,  emulate  Tay,  Forth, 
Ettrick,  Tweed,  &c.  This  is  a  complaint  I 
would  gladl)i^emedy,  but  alas !  1  am  far  unequal 
to  the  task,  both  in  native  genius  and  education. 
Obscure  I  am,  and  obscure  I  must  be,  though 
no  young  poet,  nor  young  soldier's  heart,  evej 
beat  more  fondly  for  fame  than  mine — 

And  if  there  is  no  other  scene  of  being 
Where  my  insatiate  wish  may  have  its  fill ; — 
This  something  at  my  heart  that  heaves  for  room^ 
My  best,  my  dearest  part  was  made  in  vain. — 


Sept. 
There  is  a  great  irregularity  in  the  old  Scotch 
songs,  a  redundancy  of  syllables  with  respect  to 
that  exactness  of  accent  and  measure  that  the 
English  poetry  requires,  but  which  glides  in, 
most  melodiously,  with  the  respective  tunes  to 
i^hich  they  are  set.  For  instance,  tlie  fine  old 
song  of  The  Mill  Mill,  O,  to  give  it  a  plain  pror 
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saic  reading,  it  halts  prodigiously  outof  mea^ 
sure;  on  the  other  hand,  the  song  set  to  the 
same  tune  in  Bremner^s  collection  of  Scotch 
songs,  which  begins,  «  To  Fanny  fair  could  I 
impart,  (^c."  it  is  most  exact  measure :  and  yet, 
let  them  both  be  sung  before  a  real  critic,  one 
above  the  biasses  of  prejudice,  but  a  thorough 
judge  of  nature,  how  fiat  and    spiritless    wiU 
the  last  appear ;  how  trite,  and  lamely  methodi- 
cal, compared  with  the  wild-warbling  cadency 
the  heart-moving  melody  of  the  first — ^This  is 
particularly  the  case  with  all  those  airs  wbidi 
end  with  a  hypermetrical  syllable.    There  is  a 
degree  of  wild  irregularity  in  many  of  the  com- 
positions and  fi*agments  which  are  daily  sung  tq 
them  by  my  compeers,  the  common  people — a 
certain  happy  arrangement  of  old  Scotch  sylla- 
bles, and  yet,   very  frequently,   nothing,    not 
even  like  Rhyme,  or  sameness  of  jingle,  at  the 
ends  of  the  lines.    This  has  made  me  sometimes 
imagine  that,  perhaps,  it  might  be  posnble  f<Mr  a 
Scotch  Poet,  with  a  nice  judicious  ear,  to  set 
compositions  to  many  of  our  most  favourite  tdis, 
particularly  that  class  of  them  mentioned  above, 
independent  of  rhyme  altogether. 


There  is  a  noble  sublimity,  a  heart-melting 
tenderness,  in  some  of  our  ancient  ballads^  v^^hiek 
shew^^em  to  be  the  work  of  a  masterly  hand: 


Digitized  by 


Google 


(    629.  ) 

and  it  has  often  given  me  many  a  heart-ache  to 
reflect,  that  such  glorious  old  bards — ^bards  who 
very  probably  owed  all  their  talents  to  native 
genius,  yet  have  described  the  exploits  of  heroes, 
the  pangs  of  disappointment,  and  the  meltings 
of  love,  with  such  fine  strokes  of  nature — that 
their  very  names  (O  how  mortifying  to  a  bard's 
vanity !)  are  now  "  buried  among  the  wreck  of 
things  which  were/* 

O  ye  illustrious  names  unknown !  who  cquld 
feel  so  strongly,  and  describe  so  well !  the  last, 
the  meanest  of  the  muses  train — one  who, 
though  far  inferior  to  your  flights,  yet  eyes  your 
path,  and  with  trembling  wing  would  some- 
times soar  after  you — a  poor  rustic  bard  un- 
known, pays  this  sympathetic  pang  to  your  me- 
mory 1  Some  of  you  tell  us,  with  all  the  charms 
of  verse,  that  you  have  been  unfortunate  in  the 
world — unfortunate  in  love :  he  too  has  felt  the 
loss  of  his  little  fortune,  the  loss  of  friends,  and, 
worse  than  all,  the  loss  of  the  woman  he  adored. 
Like  you,  all  his  consolation  was  his  muse :  she 
taught  him  in  rustic  measures  to  complain. 
Happy  could  he  have  done  it  with  your  strength 
of  imagination  and  flow  of  verse !  May  the  turf 
lie  %htly  on  your  bones !  and  may  you  now  en- 
joy that  solace  and  rest  which  this  world  rarely 
gives  to  the  heart  tuned  to  all,  the  feelings  of 
poesy  and  love. 
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Sept. 

The  following  fragment  is  done*  something  in 
imitation  of  the  manner  of  a  noble  old  Scottish 
piece  called  McMillan's  Peggy,  and  sings  to  the 
tune  of  Galla  Water. — My  Montgomerie's  Peg- 
gy was  my  deity  for  six  or  eight  months.  She 
had  been  bred  (tho',  as  the  world  says,  without 
any  just  pretence  for  it)  in  a  style  of  life  rather 
elegant ;  but,  as  Vanburgh  says  in  one  of  Ins 
comedies.  My  "  d  d  star  fovmd  me  out"  there 
too ;  for  though  1  began  the  affair  merely  in  a 
gaietS  de  cceur,  or,  to  tell  the  truth,  which  will 
scarcely  be  believed,  a  vanity  of  shewing  my 
parts  in  courtship,  particularly  my  abilities  at  a 
JBiUet'doua:,  which  I  always  piqued  myself  upon, 
made  me  lay  siege  to  her ;  and  when,  as  I  always 
do  m  my  foolish  gallantries,  1  had  battered  my- 
self into  a  very  warm  affection  for  her,  she  toW 
me  one  day,  in  a  flag  of  truce,  that  her  fortress 
had  been  for  some  time  before  the  rightful  pro- 
perty of  another ;  but,  witR  the  greatest  friend- 
ship and  politeness,  she  ojflfered  me  every  alliance 
except  actual  possession.  I  found  out  afterwards 
that  what  she  told  me  of  a  pre-engagemerit  was 
really  true ;  but  it  cost  me  some  heart-aches  to 
get  rid  of  the  affair. 

I  have  even  tried  to  imitate,  in  this  extem- 
pore thing,  that  irregularity  in  the  rhyme  which, 

*  This  passage  explains  the  love  letters  to  Peggy. 
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when  judiciously  done,  has  such  a  fine  effect  on 
the  ear. — 

Fragment. — Tune,  Gallawater. 

Altho'  my  bed  were  in  yon  muir^ 

Amang  the  heather,  in  my  plaidie^ 
Yet  happy,  happy  would  I  be. 

Had  I  my  dear  Montgomerie's  Peggy. 

When  o'er  the  hill  beat  surly  storms. 
And  winter  nights  were  dark  and  rainy ; 

I'd  seek  some  dell,  and  in  my  arms 
I'd  shelter  dear  Montgomerie's  Peggy. 

Were  I  a  Baron  proud  and  high. 
And  horse  and  servants  waiting  ready) 

Then  a'  twad  gie  o'  joy  to  me, 

Tl;ie  sharin't  with  Montgomerie's  Peggy. 


March,  1784. 
There  was  a  certain  period  of  my  life  that  my 
spirit  was  broke  by  repeated  losses  and  disasters, 
which  threatened,  and,  indeed,  effected,  the 
utter  ruin  of  my  fortune.  My  body,  too,  was 
attacked  by  that  most  dreadful  distemper,  a  hy- 
pochondria, or  confirmed  melancholy :  In  this 
wretched  state,  the  recollection  of  which  makes 
me  yet  shudder,  1  hung  my  harp  on  the  willow 
trees,  except  in  some  lucid  intervals,  in  one  of 
which  I  composed  the  following — 

O  THOU  Great  Being  I  what  thou  art 

Surpasses  me  to  know  ; 
Yet  sore  I  am^  that  known  to  thee 

Are  all  thy  works  below. 
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Thy  crcfittore  here  before  thee  stands. 

All  wretched  and  distrest  ; 
Yet  sure  those  ills  that  wring  my  soul^, 

Obey  thy  high  behest. 

Sure  Thou,  Almighty,  canst  not  act 

From  cruelty  or  wrath ; 
O,  free  my  weary  eyes  from  tears. 

Or  close  them  fast  in  death ! 

But  if  I  must  afflicted  be. 
To  suit  some  wise  design  ; 

Then  man  ray  soul  with  firm  resolves 
To  bear,  and  not  repine. 


Sept. 

There  is  another  fragment,  in  imitation  of  an 
old  Scotch  song,  well  known  among  the  country 
ingle  sides.  I  cannot  tell  the  name,  neither  of 
the  s^ng  nor  the  tune,  but  they  are  in  fine  uni- 
son with  one  another. — By  the  way,  these  old 
Scottish  airs  are  so  nobly  sentimental,  that  when 
one  would  compose  to  them,  to  south  the  tunc^ 
as  our  Scotch  phrase  is,  over  and  over,  is  the 
readiest  w^ay  to  catch  the  inspiration,  and  rmse 
the  bard  into  that  glorious  enthusiasm  so  strong- 
ly characteristic  of  our  old  Scotch  poetry.  1 
shall  here  set  down  one  verse  of  the  piece  men- 
tioned above,  both  to  mark  the  song  and  tune  I 
mean,  and  likewise  as  a  debt  I  owe  to  the  au- 
thor, as  the  repeating  of  that  verse  has  lighted 
up  my  flame  a  thousand  times. — 
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'^  When  douda  in  skies  do  come  together. 
To  hide  the  brightness  of  the  sun, 
.   There  will  surely  be  some  pleasant  weather. 
When  a'  their  storms  are  past  and  gone."* 

Though  fickle  fortune  has  deceived  me. 
She  proaais'd  £iir,  and  perform'd  but  ill ; 

Of  mistress,  friends,  and  wealth  bereav'd  me. 
Yet  I  be^  a  heart  shall  support  me  still* 

111  act  with  prudence  as  far^s  l*ta  Me, 

But  if  .aoeocss  I  must  never  find. 
Then  come,  misfortune,  I  bid  thee  wdoovoe, 

I'll  meet  thee  with  an  undaunted  mind* 

The  above  was  an  extempore,  under  the  pres- 
sure of  a  heavy  train  of  misfortunes,  which,  in- 
deed, threatened  to  undo  me  altogether.  It  was 
just  at  the  dose  of  t&at  dreadful  period  mention- 
ed page  681 ;  and  though  the  weather  has  bright- 
ened up  a  little  with  me,  yet  there  has  always 
been  since  a  tempest  brewing  round  me  in  the 
grim  sky  of  futurity,  which  1  pifetty  plainly 
see  will,  some  timd  or  other,  perhaps  ere  long, 
overwhelm  me,  and  drive  me  into  some  doleful 
dell,  to  pine  in  solitary,  squalid  wretchedness. — 
However,  as  I  hope  my  poor  country  muse,  who, 
•all  rustic,  awkward,  and  unpolished  as  she  is, 
has  more  charms  for  me  than  any  other  of  the 
pleasures  of  life  beside — as  I  hope  she  will  not 


*     ^lludii\g  to  the  misfortunes  he  feelingly  laments  be- 
fore this  verse. 
20.  SM 
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Iheti  desert  me,  I  may  even  then  learn  to  be, 
if  not  happy,  at  least  easy,  and  south  a  sang  to 
sooth  my  misery. 


^lAGIC  FRAGMJENT. 

In  my  eaiiy  years  nothing  less  would  serve 
me  than  couiting  the  tragic  Muse.-— I  was,  I 
think,  about  eighteen  or  nineteen  when  I  sketdi- 
ed  the  outlines  of  a  tragedy  forsooth ;  but  the 
bursting  of  a  doud  of  family  misfortunes,  which 
had  for  some  time  threatened  us>  prevented  my 
&rther  progress.  In  those  days»  I  never  wrote 
down  any  thing ;  so»  except  a  speech  or  two,  the 
whole  lias  escaped  my  memory .> — ^The  fbUowing^ 
Which  I  most  distinctly  remember,  was  an  ex- 
clamation from  a  great  character — ^great  m  oc- 
casional instances  o£  generosity,  and  daring  at 
times  in  viU^ies.  He  is  supposed  to  meet  with 
a  child  of  misery,,  and.  exclaims  to  himself— 

''  All  devil  as  I  am^  a  damned  wretch, 
''  A  harden'd,  stubborn^,  unrepenting  villain, 
^  Still  my  heart  melts  at  human  wretchedness  ; 
^  And  with  sincere,  tho'  unavailing  sighs, 
*'  t  view  the  helpless  children  of  distress. 
**  Witli  tears  indignant  I  behold  th'  oppressor 
'^  Rejoicing  in  the  honest  man's  destniction, 
^  Whose  unsubmitting  heart  was  all  his  crime. 
*  Even  you,  ye  helpless-crew,  I  pity  you  ; 
,  •^  Ye,  whom  the  seeming  good  think  sin  to  pity : 
*'  Ye  poor,  despis'd,  abandoned  vagabonds. 
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*'  Whom  vice,  as  usual,  has  tum'd  o'er  to  ruhi. 

-^^  O,  bat  for  kind,  tho'  ill-requited  friends, 

^'  I  had  been  driven  forth  like  you  furlom, 

*•  The  most  detested,  worthless  wretch  among  you1" 


October,  1783. 

If  ever  any  young  man,  in  the  vestibule  of  the 
world,  chance  to  throw  Iiis  eye  over  these  pages, 
let  him  pay  a  warm  attention  to  the  following, 
observations ;  as  I  assure  him  they  are  the  fruit 
of  a  poor  devil's  dear  bought  experience. — I  have, 
literally,  like  that  great  poet,  and  great  gallant, 
and,  by  consequence,  that  great  fool,  Solomon^ 
**  turned  my  ey^s  to  behold  madness  and  fol- 
ly.**— ^Nay,  I  have,  with  all  the  ardour  of  a  lively, 
fanciful,  and  whimsicalimagination,  accompanied 
with  a  warm,  feeling,  poetic  heart,  shaken  hands 
with  their  intoxicating  friendship. 

In  the  first  place,  let  my  pupil,  as  he  tenders 
his  own  peace,  keep  up  a  regular,  warm  inter- 
<K)ur8e  with  the  deity.  ♦  *  •  ♦  • 
♦        ♦      [Here  the  MSSL  abruptly  close.] 
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TO  THE  PUBLIC. 


jL  he  following  Letters,  with  the  exception  of  one  onlj^ 
were  written  by  Robert  Burns,  before  his  marriage.  They 
are  printed  verbatim  from  the  originals,  and  where  any  of 
them  are  torn,  which  unfortunately  is  the  case  with  two  or 
three,  the  deficiencies  are  marked  by  asterisks. 

.  The  Lady  lo  whom  they  are  addressed  seems  to  have  en- 
couraged a  friendly  correspondence  with  the  Poet,  whose 
fascinating  powers  of  mind  must  necessarily  have  produced, 
on  her  part,  esteem  and  admiration* 

Yet,  although  he  was  fiirbiden  to  indulge  in  the  more  ten* 

cter  aflections  of  the  heart,  it  was  natural  to  expect,  from  the 

«troiig  sensibility  and  delicate  feeUngs  of  the  Bind,  that,  in 

^his  oanreflpandeiioe  with  a  young  and  amiable  woman,  Jgre 

must  be  a  principal  theme. 

We  are  happy  that,  from  the  condescension  of  the  Proprie« 
tar,  we  are  enabled  to  fiirour  the  Public  wi^  an  additional 
poitfanoftheinitingtofoMrfbiwuritePbet:  nor  is  this  con- 
^jeacenskm  the  eftot  ofvtOBtf,  as  fiom  the  letters  themsdves 
this  Lady  can  never  be  disooveved;  although,  like  Swift's 
Vanessa;  she  is,  under  a  fictiout  name,  ushmwd  into  immoro 
talitj^  by  an  author  equally  celebrated. 

As  these  letters,  on  perusal,  will  be  found  to  possess  every 
mark  of  the  strong  and  vigorous  mind  of  Bums,  they  will,  in 
no  degree,  dirainish  that  cdebrity  he  has  so  jusdy  merited  by 
Iria  J^pistobry  ooa|PositlaDS.  To  remove  the  doubca  of  any 
pecacm  who  might  su^ect  that  they  were  net  the  genuine  pro- 
ductioiis  of  the  Bard  to  whom  they  are  ascribed,  the  crigmals 
were  permitted  to  remain  with  the  Publisher  for  one  n^onth 
after  their  first  publication.  Their  authenticity,  however,  is 
now  so  wdl  established,  that  no  further  reference  to  the*arigi« 
nals  is  necessary. 
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LETTERS 

TO  CLARINDA. 


No.    1. 

I  CAN  say,  with  truth.  Madam,  that  I 
never  met  with  a  person  in  my  life  whom  I  more 
anxiously  wished  to  meet  again  than  yourseI£ 
To-night  I  was  to  have  had  that  very  j^eat  plea- 
sure, 1  was  intoxicated  with  the  idea,  but  an  un- 
lucky fall  from  a  coach  has  so  bruised  one  of  my 
knees,  that  I  can't  stir  my  leg ;  so  if  I  don*t  see 
you  again,  I  shall  not  rest  in  my  grave  for  cha- 
grin. I  was  vexed  to  the  soul  1  had  not  seen 
you  sooner;  1  determined  to  cultivate  your 
friendship  with  the  enthusiasm  of  religion ;  but 
thus  has  fortune  ever  served  me.  I  cannot  bear 
the  idea  of  leaving  Edinburgh  wiliiout  seeing 
you.  I  know  not  how  to  account  for  it— I  am 
strangely  taken  with  some  people ;  nor  am  I  of- 
ten mistaken.  You  are  a  stranger  to  me ;  bat  I 
am  an  odd  being :  some  yet  unnamed  ftdii^ 
things  not  prindples,  but  better  than  whims, 
carry  me  farther  than  boasted  reason  ever  did  a 
philsopher. 

Farewell !  every  happiness  be  yours ! 
Saturday  Evening.  ♦  •  ♦ 
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No.  % 

MADAM, 

I  HAD  set  no  small  store  by  my  tea- 
drinking  to-night,  and  have  not  often  been  so 
disappointed.  Saturday  evening  1  shall  em- 
brace the  opportunity  with  the  greatest  plea- 
sure. I  leave  this  town  this  day  se'ennight,  and, 
probably,  for  a  couple  of  twelvemonths;  but 
must  ever  regret  that  I  so  lately  got  an  acquaint- 
ance I  shall  ever  highly  esteem,  and  in  whose 
welfare  1  shall  ever  be  warmly  interested. 

Our  worthy  common  friend,  in  her  usual  plea- 
sant  way,  rallied  me  a  good  deal  on  my  new  ac- 
quaintance, and  in  the  humour  of  her  ideas  I 
wrote  some  lines,  which  1  inclose  you,  as  I  think 
they  have  a  good  deal  of  poetic  merit ;  and  Miss 
■  tells  me,  you  are  not  only  a  critic,  but  a 
poetess.  Fiction,  you  know,  is  the  native  region 
of  poetry ;  and  I  hope  you  will  pardon  my  vanity 
in  sending  you  the  bagatelle  as  a  tolerable  off- 
hand jeu  de^ sprit.  I  have  several  poetic  trifles 
which  I  shall  gladly  leave  with  Miss  — :-,  or 
you,  if  they  were  worth  house  room ;  as  there 
are  scarcely  two  people  on  earth  by  whom  it 
would  mortify  me  more  to  be  forgotten,  though 
at  the  distance  of  ninescore  miles.  I  am. 
Madam, 
With  the  highest  respect, 

Youf  very  humble  servant. 
Thursday  Evening.  «^  •  • 
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No.  3. 

I  BEG  your  pardon,  my  dear  •«  Clarin- 
da,"  for  the  fragment  scrawl  I  sent  you  yester- 
day,  1  really  do  not  know  what  rewrote.  A 
gentleman,  for  whose  character,  abilities,  and 
critical  knowledge,  I  have  the  highest  venera- 
lion,  called  in  just  as  I  had  begun  the  second 
sentence,  and  I  would  not  make  the  porter  wjdt. 
I  read  to  my.  much-respected  friend  several  of 
my  own  bagatelles,  and,  among  others,  your 
lines,  which  I  had  copied  out.  He  began  some 
criticisms  on  them  as  on  the  other  pieces,  when 
I  informed  him  they  were  the  work  of  a  young 
lady  in  this  town ;  which,  I  assure  you,  made 
him  stare.  My  learned  friend  seriously  protest- 
ed, that  he  did  not  believe  any  young  woman  in 
Edinburgh  was  capable  of  such  lines ;  and  if  you 
know  any  thing  of  Professor  Gregory,  you  wiU 
neither  doubt  of  his  abilities  nor  his  sincerity. 
I  do  love  you,  if  possible,  still  better  for  having 
so  fine  a  taste  and  turn  for  poesy,  I  have  again 
gone  wrong  in  my  usual  unguarded  way,  but 
you  may  erase  the  word,  and  put  esteem,  respect, 
or  any  other  tame  Dutch  expression  you  please 
in  its  place.  I  believe  tliere  is  no  holding  con- 
verse, or  carrying  on  correspondence,  with  an 
amiable  woman,  much  less  a  ghrioushj  amiable. 
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fine  xjoonnafh  without;  v^ae  wXxtox^  of  that  deli- 
cious psmfof^y  wbo$^  most  4^voted  slftve  I  have 
moK?  thap  9nce  had  the  honour  of  b|sing :  but 
why  bp  hwjb  or  f^ffeuded  on  that  aooount  ?  Can 
no  bmest  WP^  b^^^  ^  prepossessdon  for  a  fine 
wxHnwn»  1^1^  \^  inu9t  riu»  hu  h^ftd  agm«t  an  in- 
lariguie?  Tajce  a  Uttl^  (tf  thp  tender  witchcraft  of 
IpYi^^  and  «dd  it  to  tb?  g9N#rp»s,  the  hpnour- 
4ib]ie  tentiniw^  of  oianly  friendship ;  and  I  l^iow 
b«t  om  more  d^igbtful  mcMrsel,  Trbjicb  few;  few 
in  any  twis^  9V^  taate.  Stfcb  a  wwiVT^itiop  ig 
lilee  adding  cream  to  $trawberri^9 ;  it  npt  only 
gives  the  fruit  a  more  ek|fant  richnew,  but  has 
a  peeuli«r  deliciousness  of  its  own. 

I  inclose  you  a  few  lines  1  composed  on  a  late 

mfitm^oly  occasion.    I  will  not  giye  «bpye  five 

ox  six  GOjMes  of  it  at  all,  and  I  would  be  hurt  if 

.  any  friend  sliould  give  my  Cfi^M  without  my 

consent. 

You  cannot  ima^^e,  plariiida^  (I  like  the 
idea  of  Arcadian  namep  iQ  ^i  commerce  of  this 
kind)  how  mych  store  1  have  set  by  the  hopes 
of  your  futui:e  friendship*  I  do  not^know  if  yow 
have  a  just  idea  of  my  ch^iracter,  but  \  wiyh  ypu 
to  see  me  a#  /  a^^*  1  W)>  ^  most  people  qf 
my  trade  are,  a  str^sig^  wUl  o*  wisp  b^i^;  the 
yictiv^  too  fi^uwtly,  of  mu^h  imprvidejnQe  ao4 
many  follies..  My  great  oppstituf^nt  elements 
are  pride  and  pa99KW :  the  ^fft  1  have  i^udeavour- 
ed  to  lmmam;ieA{it9  ml^e^ty  f^^d  hofiqur;  %hp 
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fast  makes  me=  a  devotee  to  the  wannest  degree 
of  eirthiisiasiri,  in  love,  religion,  or  friendship; 
either  oi*  them,  or  aJl  together,  as  I  happen  to  be 
inspired,    'Tie  true,  1  never  saw  you  but  once; 
but  how  much  acquaintance  did  I  form  with  you 
m  that  once  I  Do  not  think  I  flatter  you,  or  have 
fi  design  upon  you,  Glarinda ;  I  have  too  much 
pride  for  the  one,  and  too  little  cold  contrivance 
for  the  other';,  but  of  all  God's  creatures  I  ever 
could  approach  in  the  beaten  way  of  acquaintance, 
you  struck  me  with  the  deepest,  the  strongest, 
the  most  permanent  impression.      I  say  the 
most^  pemmnent,  because  I  know'  myself  well, 
and  how  far  I  can  promise  either  on  my  prepos- 
sessions or  powers.     VV^hy  are  you  unhappy? 
And  why  are. so  many  of  our  fellow-creatures, 
unworthy  to  belong  to  the  same  species  with 
you,  blest  with  aU  tliey  can  wish?  You  have  a- 
liand  all  benevolent  to  give ;  why  were  you  de- 
nied the  pleasure  ?  You  have  a  heart  formed, 
gloriously  fbrmed,  for  all  the  most  refined  luxu- 
ries of  love;  why  was  that  heart  ever  wrung? 
O  ChtlitiB.  I  shall  we  not  meet  in  a  state,  some 
yet  (inknown  state  of  being,  where  the  lavbh 
Irand  of  Plenty  shall  minister  to  the  highest  wish 
of  Benevolence;  and  where  the  chill  north  wind 
•r>#  Prudence  sliall  never  blow  over  the  flavweiy 
fiiEfld»-of  Enjoyment?  If  we  do  not,  Man  was 
made  hi  vain !  1  deserved  most  of  the  unhappy 
4iours  thbt  liave  lingered  over  my  head;  tiiey 
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were  the  wages  of  my  labour ;  but  what  unpro- 
voked demon,  maligilant  as  hell,  stole  upoit  the 
confidence  of   unmistrusting  busy   Fate,   and 
dashed  your  cup  of  IWe  with  undeserved  sorrow  ? 
Let  me  know  how  long  your  stay  will  be  out 
of  town :  I  shall  count  the  hours  till  you  inform 
me  of  your  return.     Cursed  etiquette  forbids 
your  seeing  me  just  now ;  and  so  soon  as  1  ea^ 
walk,  1  must  bid  Edinburgh  adieu.     Lord,  why 
was  I  bom  to  see  misery,  which  I  cannot  relieve ; 
and  to  meet  with  friends,  whom  I  cswi't  eujoy  ?  I 
look  back  with  the  pang  of  unavailing  avarice 
on  my  loss  in  not  knowing  you  sooner :  till  last 
winter,  these  three  months  past,  what  luxury 
of  intercourse  have  I  not  lost !  Perhaps,  though, 
'twas  better  for  my  peace.    You  see  I  am  either 
above,   or  incapahle  of,  dissimulation.      I  be» 
lieve  it  is  want  of  that  particular  genius.     I  des- 
pise  design,  because  1  want  either  coolness,  or 
wisdom  to  be  capable  of  it.    I  am  interrupted. 
Adieu !  My  dear  Clarinda ! 
Friday  Evening.  Syi.taxder. 


No.  4, 

Monday  Evening,  11  x)' clock. 

W  HY  have  I  not  heard  from  you,  Cla- 
•rinda?  Toiday'^I  well  expected  it;  and  before 
supper,  when  a  letter  t0  me  was  announced,  my 
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heart  daticed  with  rapture:  but  behold,  'twas 
aome  fool,  who  had  taken  it  into  his  head  to  tum 
poet^  and  made  me  an  offering  of  the  first  finiits 
of  his  nonsense.  *^  It  is  not  poetry,  but  pitM 
run  mad."  Did  I  ever  repeat  to  you  an  epigram 
I  madeH>n  a  Mr.  Elphinstone,  Who  has  givefi  a 
translation  of  Martial,  a  famous  liatin  Poet? 
The  poetry  of  Elpbinstone  can  only  equal  his 
prose  notes.  I  was  sitting  in  a  mepchant's  shop 
of  my  acquaintance,  waiting  somebody :  he  pot 
Elphinatone  into  my  hand,  and  asked  my  opinioii 
of  it ;  I  begged  leave  to  write  it  in  a  Uank  led^ 
which  I  did,  as  you  shiJl  see  on  a  new  page. 

To  Mr.  Elphinstone. 

0  thouj  whom  poesy  abhon  I 
Wliom  prose  has  turned  out  of  doors ! 
Heardst  thou  yon  groan  >  proceed  no  further  I 
'Twas  laurel'd  Martial  calling  murther! 

1  am  determined  to  see  you,  if  at  all  possible, 
on  Saturday  evening.   Next  week*  I  must  sing— 

"  The  night  18  my  departing  night, 

''  The  mom's  the  day  I  maun  awa : 
*'  There's  neith^  friend  nor  foe  o'  mine 

**  But  wishes  that  I  were  awa ! 
,   ^  What  I  hae  done  for  Luk  o'  wit, 

"  I  never,  never  can  reca' ; 
«  I  hope  ye're  a*  my  lUeiids  as  yet, 

<'  GiMfe  wghi,  audjcjf  hew^youa^  P* 

If  I  could  see  you  sooner,  IWbaldbesoinud 
the  happier ;  but  1  would  not  purdiase  the  dear* 
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est  gratification  on  earth,  if  it  must  be  at  your 
expence  in  worldly  censure;  far  less,  inward 
pe«6e ! 

I  shall  certaiitily  be  aifaadied  of  thus  scrawling 
whote  sheets  cf  incohei^nce*  The  only  unity  (a 
sad  wolrd  with  poets  and  wftics!)  in  my  ideas,  is 
Ckkrinda.    There  ity  heart  «<rc^s  and  revds.^ 

f*  What  art  thou^  Love  ?  whence  are  those  charms, 

^  That  thus  thou  bear'at  an  miivergal  rule? 
"  For  thee  the  soldier  quits  his  arms, 

"  The  king  turns  shve,  the  wise  man  todL 
«'  In  tt^  we  chase  th^e  ftdtt  the  MJ, 

''  laA  wfth  tool  thoaghtavesist  llij  yoke  ; 
**  Next  tide  of  Uood,  alas!  weyieldj 

^  AaA  all  those  high  resolves  are  broke !" 

llshetoteve  quototibns  for  every  occanon. 
Thty  give  oM^s  ideftsi  to  pat,  imd  .«ve  one  the 
tvotdbte  <tf  indii^  Mpies^on  adequate  tx>  one's 
feelmgs.  I  think  it  isMe  4^%he  greatest  plea^ 
mrM  attending  A  poetic  jgsti^y  thift  we  can  give 
dor  wotey  «ai«s,  j<^s^  kweei^  ^sc.  an  embodied 
forttt  in  veMe^  which^  tdHMs  ^  ^ev«r  itnme^ate 
ease.    Goldsmith  says  finely  of  his  Muse-— 

«  Tl^u  fltnu^  of  all  Sy  t'li^  wA  all  tny  woe  ; 

*'  Who  foond'st  me  poor  at  fint»  and  kesp'st  meao.** 

MylimbhasbeensowdlllMiiiy^  thatlluNKe 
gone  up  and  down  stauni  often  without  my  staff 
To-monrow^  I  h(^  to  walk  <OBDe  i^gno  on  my 
own  legs  to  Gutter*  It  Am  mkf  nest  street 
-Adieu!  Syi^andeiu 
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Sumday  Night 
.  1  HE  impertinence  of  fools  has  joined 
Mrith  a  return  of  an  old  disposition,  to  make  me 
good  for  nothing  to-day.  The  paper  has  lain 
before  me  all  tins  evening,  to  write  to  my  dear 
Clarinda,  but 

'^  Fods  tusVd  on  fools^  as  waves  succeed  to  waves." 

I  cursed  them  in  my  soul :  they  sacrilegiously 
disturbed  my  meditations  on  her  who  holds  my 
heart.  What  a  creature  is  man !  A  litde  alarm 
last  night  and  to-day,  that  I  am  mortal,  has 
made  such  a  revolution  on  my  spirits !  There 
is  no  philosophy,  no  divinity,  comes  half  so 
home  to  the  mind.  I  have  no  idea  of  courage 
that  braves  heaven.  'Tis  the  wild  nvings  of  an 
imaginary  hero  in  bedlam. 

I  can  no  more,  Clarindfi ;  I  can  scarce  bold  up 
my  head :  but  I  am  happy  you  do  not  know  it, 
you  would  b^  so  uneasy.    .        Sylvandeb. 

Monday  Morning. 
I  am,  my  lovely  friend,  mudi  better  this 
morning,  on  the  whole;  but  I  have  a  horrid 
kmgour  on  my  spirits.  . 

•"  Sick  of  the  worlds  and  all  its  joy, 
''  .My  soul  in  pining  sadness  moams ; 

''  Daik  scenes  of  woe  my  mind  employ, 
^'  The  past  and  present  in  Aeir  tuns.'' 
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Have  ypu  evet  met  with  a  saying  of  the  great; 
and  likewise  good  Mr.  Locke,  author  of  the  fa- 
mous Essay  on*  the  JEIuman  Understanding? 
He  wrote  a  letter  to  a  friend,  directing  it,  "  not 
to  be  delivered  till  after  my  decease :"  it  ended 
thus — "  I  know  you  loved  me  when  living,  and 
will  preserve  my  memory,  now  I  am  dead.  All 
the  use  to  be  made  of  it  is,  that  this  Hfe  affords 
no  solid  satisfaction,  but  in  the  consciousness  o^ 
having  done  wellj  and  the  hopes  of  another  life. 
Adieu !  I  leave  my  best  wishes  with  you. 

J.  LOCKE.'^ 

Clarinda,  may  I  reckon  on  your  friendship 
for  life  ?  I  think  I  may.  Thou  Almighty  Pre- 
server  of  men !  Thy  friendship,  which  hitherto  I 
have  too  much  neglected,  to  secure  it  shall^  all 
the  future  days  aiid  nights  of  my  life,  be  my 
steady  care !   The  idea  of  my  Clarinda  follows-^ 

''  Hide  ity  my  h«art,  within  that  dose  dii^ise, 
"  Where,  mix'd  with  God's,  her  lor'd  idea  lies." 

But  I  fear  that  inconstancy,  the  consequent 
imperfection  of  human  weakness.  Shall  I  meet 
with  a  friendship  that  defies  years  of  absence, 
and  the  chances  and  changes  of  fortune  ?•  Per- 
haps "  such  things  are ;"  one  honest  man  I  have 
^eat  hopes  from,  that  way  :  but  who,  except  a 
romance  writer,  would  think  on  a  love  tliat 
could  promise  for  life,  in  spite  of  distance,  ab- 
sence, chance,  and  change ;  and  that  too,  with 
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cm  saf  to  myself^  in  both  reqiuuUitions,  ^<  TloHi 
art  the  man !"  I  dare^  in  cqol  resolve  I  4are» 
^becUre  myself  that  Fiiendj  and  tholt  lioyer.  If 
womankind  is  capaUe  of  such  things^  Cfotin^^ 
is.  I  trust  that  she  is ;  m^  feel  I  shall  be.  mise- 
rable, if  Ae  is  not  There  is  not  pne  viitoe 
whidi  gives  worth,  or  oup  sentiment  wJt^ch  ^io& 
lionour,  to  the  sex,  that  she  does  not  po^^ss  su- 
perior to  any  woman  I  ever  saw :  h^  exalted 
mind,  aided  a  little,  perhaps,  by  her  skoation,  is^ 
I  thiuk,'  capable  of  that  nobly-romantic  love- 
enthudas^m. 

May  I  see  you  on  Wednesday  evening,  ray 
dear  angel?  The  next  Wednesday  again  vriU,  I 
conjecture,  be  a  hated  day  to  us  both.  I  trem- 
ble for  censorious  remark,  for  your  sake ;  but  in 
extraordinary  cases,  may  not  usual  and  useful 
precaution  be  a  little  dispensed  with?  Three 
evenings,  three  swift-winged  evenii^  with  pi- 
nions of  down,  are  all  the  past ;  I  dare  not  calcu- 
!ait^  the  future.  I  shaU  call  at  Miss  -i — 's  to- 
morrow evening :  'twill  be  a  farewdl  eafl. 

I  have  wrote  out  my  last  sheet  of  paper,  su 
1  am  reduced  to  my  last  half-sheet.  What  a 
strange,  mysterious  &culty,  is  that  thing  caHed 
Imagination !  We  have  no  ideas  almost  at  Ji 
of  another  world ;  but  I  have  often  amused  n^- 
self  with  visionary  schemes  of  what  happtness 
might  be  enjoyed  by  small  altemtions-i-altaar 
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tions  that  we  can  fully  enter  to,  in  this  present 
state  of  existence.  For  instance,  suppose  you 
and  I  just  as  we  are  at  present ;  the  same  rea- 
soning powers,  sentiments,  and  even  desires ;  the 
same  fond  curiosity  for  knowledge  and  remark- 
ing observation  in  our  minds ;  and  imagine  our 
bodies  free  from  pain,  and  the  necessary  supplies 
for  the  wants  of  nature  at  all  times,  and  easily 
within  our  reach :  imagine  farther,  that  we  were 
set  free  from  the  laws  of  gravitation,  which  bind 
us  to  this  globe,  and  could  ^at  pleasure  fly,  with- 
out inconvenience,  througli  all  the  yet  uncon- 
jectured  bounds  of  creation,  what  a  life  of  bliss 
would  we  lead,  in  our  mutual  pursuit  of  virtue 
and  knowledge,  and  our  mutual  enjoyment  of 
friendship  and  love ! 

I  see  you  laughing  at  my  fairy  fancies,  and 
calling  me  a  voluptuous  Mahometan  ;  but  I  am 
certain  I  would  be  a  happy  creature,  beyond 
any  thing  we  call  bliss  here  below;  nay,  it 
would  be  a  paradise  congenial  to  you  too. 
Don't  you  see  us,  hand  in  hand,  or  rather,  my 
arm  about  your  lovely  wsust,  making  our  re- 
marks on  Sirius,  the  nearest  of  the  fixed  stars ; 
or  surveying  a  comet,  flaming  irmoxious  by  us, 
as  we  just  now  would  mark  the  passing  pomp 
of  a  travelling  monarch ;  or  in  a  shady  bower  of 
Mercury  or  Venus,  dedicating  the  hour  to  love, 
in  mutual  converse,  relying  honour,  and  revell- 
ing endearment,  whilst  the  most  exalted  ^trains 
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of  poesy  and  harmony  would  be  the  ready,  spon- 
taneous language  of  our  souls  ?  Devotion  is  the 
favourite  employment  of  your  heart ;  so  it  is  of 
mine :  what  incentives  then  to,  and  powers  for, 
reverence,  gratitude,  feitb,  and  hope,  in  all  the 
fervours  of  adoration  and  praise  to  that  Bdng, 
whose  imsearchable  wisdom,  power,  and  good^ 
ness,  so  pervaded,  so  inspired  every  sense  and 

feeling ! ^By  this  time,  I  dare  say,  you  will 

be  blessing  the  neglect  of  the  maid  that  leaves 
me  destitute  of  paper ! 

Sylvandeb- 


Na    6. 

1  CANIs^OT  go  out  to-day,  my  dearest 
Clarinda,  without  sending  you  half  a  line,  by 
way  of  a  sin-offering ;  but  believe  me,  'twas  the 
sin  of  ignorance.  Could  you  think  that!  intend- 
ed to  hurt  you  by  any  thing  I  said  yestermght  ? 
Nature  has  been  too  kind  to  you  for  your  hi^ 
piness,  your  delicacy,  your  s^isibUity. — O  why 
should  such  glorious  qualifications  be  the  fitiit- 
ful  source  of  woe  I  You  have  "  murdered  sleep" 
to  me  last  night.  I  went  to  bed,  impressed  with 
an  idea  that  you  were  unhappy ;  and  every  start 
1  closed  my  eyes,  but  fancy  painted  you  in  such 
scenes  of  romantic  misery,  that  I  would  almost 
be  persuaded  you  were  not  well  this  moming. 
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■■*'  If  I  unweeting  hove  offended, 
'^  Impate  it  not" 

■  »   "  *^  But  while  we  Uve^ 
'^  But  one  short  hour  perhaps,  between  us  two 
**  Let  there  be  peace/' 

If  Mary  be  not  gone  by  this  reaches  you,  give 
her  my  best  compliments.  She  is  a  charming 
girl,  and  highly  worthy  of  the  noblest  love. 

I  send  you  a  poem  to  read,  till  I  call  on  you 
this  night,  which  will  be  about  nine.  I  wish  I 
could  procure  some  potent  spell,  some  fairy 
charm^  that  would  protect  from  injury,  or  re- 
store to  rest,  that  bosom-chord,  **  trembling 
alive  all  o'er,"  on  which  hangs  ycrur  peace  of 
mind.  I  thought,  vainly^  I  fear,  thought,  that 
the  devotion  of  love — ^love  strong  as  even  you 
can  feel — ^love  guarded,  invulnerably  guarded 
by  all  the  purity  of  virtue,  and  all  the  pride  of 
honour ;  I  thought  such  a  love  might  make  you 
happy — ^will  I  be  mistaken  ?  I  can  no  more  for 
hurry    ♦♦♦♦•♦* 

Tuesday  Morning. 


No.  7. 
My  ever  dearest  Clarinda, 

1  MAKE  a  numerous  dinner  party  wait 
me  while  I  read  yours,  and  write  this.    Do  not 
require  that  I  should  cease  to  love  you,  to  adore 
S  O  8 
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you  in  ray  soul — ^"tis  to  me  impossible — your 
peace  and  happiness  are  to  me  dearer  than  my 
soul — ^name  the  terms  on  which  you  wish  to  see 
me>  to  correspond  with  me,  and  you  have  them 
—I  must  love,  pine,  moum,  and  adore  in  secret 
— this  you  mtist  ^ot  deily  me— you  wiH  ever  be 
to  me — 

'<  Dear  as  the  light  that  vi»t8  these  sad  eyes^ 

*'  Dear  as  the  ruddy  drops  that  warm  my  heart  !* 

I  have  not  patience  to  read  the  puritanic  scrawl 
— ^Vile  sophistry! — ^Ye  heavens!  thou  God  of 
nature  I  thou  Redeemer  of  mankind !  ye  look 
down  with  approving  eyes  on  a  passion  inspired 
by  the  purest  flatne,  and  guarded  by  truth,  de- 
licacy, and  honour :  but  the  half-inch  soul  of 
an  unfeeling,  cold-blooded,  pitiful  presbyterim 
bigot,  cannot  forgive  any  thing  above  bis  dun- 
geon bosom  and  foggy  head. 

Farewell !  Ill  be  with  you  to-morrow  even- 
ing — and  be  at  rest  in  your  mind— I  will  be 
yours  in  the  way  you  think  most  to  your  hap- 
piness !  I  dare  not  proceed 1  love,  ahd^wili 

love  you,  and  will  with  joyous  confidence  ap- 
proach the  throne  of  the  Almighty  Judge  of 
men,  with  your  dear  idea,  and  will  despise  the 
scum  of  sentiment,  and  the  mist  of  sophistry. 

Sylvandeb. 


No.    8. 

You  are  right,  my  dear  ClariBda:  a 
riendly  correspondence  goes  for  nothings  ex- 
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cept  one  write  their  undisguised  sentiments. 
Yours  please  me  for  their  intrinsic  merit,  as 
well  as  because  they  are  yaurSy  whidi,  I  assure 
you,  is  to  me  a  high  recommendation.  Your 
religious  sentiments.  Madam,  I  revere.  If  you 
have,  on  some  suspicious  evidence,  from  some 
lying  oracle,  leamt  that  1  despise  or  ridicule  so 
sacredly  important  a  matter,  as  real  religion,  you 
have,  my  Clarinda,  much  misconstrued  your 
friend. — *^  I  am  not  mad,  most  noUe  Festus !" 
Have  you  ever  met  a  perfect  character?  Do 
we  not  sometimes  rather  exchange  faults  than 
get  rid  of  them  ?  For  instance ;  I  am  perhaps 
tired  with,  and  shocked  at,  a  life  too  much  the 
prey  of  giddy  inconsistencies  and  thoughtless 
follies ;  by  degrees  I  grow  sober,  prudent,  and 
statedly  pious — I  say  statedly,  because  the  most 
unaffected  devotion  is  not  at  all  inconsistent  with 
my  first  character — ^I  join  the  world  in  congra- 
tulating myself  on  the  happy  change.  But  let 
me  pry  more  narrowly  into  this  afl&ir.  Have  I, 
at^  bottom,  any  thing  of  a  secret  pride  in  these 
endowments  and  emendations  ?  have  I  nothing 
of  a  presbyterian  sourness,  an  hypocritical  seve- 
rity, when  I  survey  my  less  regular  neighbours  ? 
in  a  word,  have  1  missed  all  those  nameless  and 
numberless  modifications  of  indistinct  selfishness, 
which  are  so  near  our  own  eyes,  that  we  can 
scarce  bring  them  within  the  sphere  of  our  vi- 
si<m,  and  which  the  known  spotless  cambric  of 
our  character  hides  fi*om  the  ordinary  observer  ? 
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My  definition  of  worth  is  short:  troth  and 
humanity  respecting  our  fellow-creatures ;  reve- 
rence and  humility  in  thepresenoe  of  that  Bemg, 
my  Creator  and  Preserver,  and  who,  I  have  every 
reason  to  believe,  will  one  day  be  my  Judge, 
mie  first  part  of  my  definition  is  the  creature  of 
unbiassed  instinct;  the  last  is  the  child  of  after 
reflection.  Where  I  found  these  two  essentials, 
I  would  gently  note,  and  slightly  mention,  any 
attendant  flaws — ^flaws,  the  marks,  the  conse- 
quences of  human  nature. 

I  can  easily  enter  into  the  sublime  pleasures 
that  your  strong  imagination  and  keen  sensibi- 
lity must  derive  from  religion,  particularly  if  a 
little  in  the  shade  of  misfortune ;  but  I  own  I 
cannot,  without  a  marked  grudge,  see  Heaven 
totally  engross  so  amiable,  so  charming  a  woman, 
as  tny  friend  Clarinda ;  and  should  be  very  well 
pleased  at  a  circumstance  that  would  put  itm 
the  power  of  somebody  (happy  somebody  /)  to  di- 
vide  her  attention,  with  all  the  delicacy  and 
tenderness  of  an  earthly  attachmait 

You  will  not  easily  persuade  me  that  you  have 

not  a  grammatical  knowledge  of  the  English 

4anguag%. — So  far  fcom  being  inaccurate,  you 

are  elegant  beyond  any  woman  of  my  acquaint^ 

ance,  except  one,  whom  I  wish  you  knew. 

Your  last  verses  to  me  have  so  delighted  me, 
that  I  have  got  an  excellent  old  Scots  air  that 
suits  the  measure^  and  you  shall  see  them  in  print 
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in  the  ^  Soots  Musical  Museum,^  a  work  publish- 
ing by  a  friend  of  mine  in  this  town.  I  want 
four  stanzas ;  you  gave  me  but  three,  and  one 
of  them  alluded  to  an  expression*  in  my  former 
letter;  so  I  have  taken  your  two  first  verses, 
with  a  slight  alteration  in  the  second,  and  have 
added  a  third ;  but  you  must  help  me  to  a  fourth. 
Here  they  are :  the  latter  half  of  the  first  stanza 
would  have  been  worthy  of  Sappho;  1  am  in 
raptures  with  it. 

Talk  not  of  love,  it  gives  me  pain. 

For  love  has  been  my  foe : 
He  bound  me  with  an  iron  chain. 

And  sunk  me  deep  in  woe. 

But  friendship's  pure  and  lastings  joys 

My  heart  was  form'd  to  prove : 
There,  welcome,  win  and  wear  the  prize^ 

But  never  talk  of  love. 

Your  friendship  much  can  make  me  blest, 
O,  why  that  bliss  destroy ! 
Conly^ 
Why  igrge  the  odious  one  request. 

You  know  I  must  deny. 

The  alteration  in  the  second  stanza  is  no  im- 
provement,  but  there  was  a  slight  inaccuracy  in 
your  rhyme  The  third  I  offer  only  to  yoiur 
choice,  and  have  left  two  words  for  your  deter- 
mination. The  air  is  •«  The  banks  of  Spey," 
and  is  most  beautiful. 
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To-morrow  evening  I  intend  taking  a  diair, 
and  paying  a  visit,  at  Park-Place,  to  a  mudi 
valued  old  friend.  If  I  dould  be  sure  of  finding 
you  at  home,  (and  I  will  send  one  of  the  chair- 
men to  call)  1  would  spend  from  five  to  six 
o^clock  with  you,  as  I  go  past.  I  cannot  do  more 
at  this  time,  as  I  have  something  on  my  band 
that  hurries  me  much.  I  propose  giving  you  the 
first  call,  my  old  friend  the  second,  and  Miss 
:  as  I  return  home.  Do  not  break  any  en- 
gagement for  me,  as  I  will  spend  another  even- 
ing with  you  at  any  rate  before  I  leave  town. 

Do  not  tell  me  that  you  are  pleased  when 
your  firiends  inform  you  of  your  faults.  I  am 
ignorant  what  they  are;  but  I  am  sure  they 
must  be  such  evanescent  trifles,  compared  with 
your  personal  and  mental  accomplishments,  that 
I  would  despise  the  imgenerous»  narrow  soul, 
who  would  notice  any  shadow  of  imperfections 
you  may  seem  to  have,  any  other  way  than  in 
the  most  delicate,  agreeable  raillery.  Coarse 
minds  are  not  aware  how  much  they  injure  the. 
keenly  feeling  tie  of  bosom-fiiendship,  when  in 
their  foolish  officiousness  they  mention  what  no- 
body cares  for  recollecting.  People  of  nice  sen- 
sibility, and  generous  minds,  have  a  certain  in- 
trinsic dignity,  that  fires  at  being  trifled  with,  or 
lowered,  or  even  too  nearly  approached. 

You  need  make  no  apology  for  long  letters : 
I  am  even  with  you.    Many  happy  new  years 
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to  you,  charming  ClarindA !  I  can't  dissenibW, 
were  it  to  shun  perdition.  He  who  sees  you  as 
1  hav6  done,  and  does  not  love  you,  deserves  to 
be  damn'd  for  his  stupidity !  He  who  loves  you, 
and  would  injure  you,  deserves  to  be  doubly 
damn*d  for  his  vUlany !    Adieu ! 

Sylvander. 

P.  S.  What  would  you  think  of  this  for  a 
fourth  stanza  ? 

Your  thought,  if  love  must  harbour  there. 

Conceal  it  in  that  thought,  - 
Nor  cause  me  from  my  bosom  tear 

The  very  friend  I  sought. 


No.  9. 

Some  days,  some  nights,  nay,  some 
hours,  like  the  "  ten  righteous  persons  in  Sodom," 
save  the  rest  of  the  vapid,  tiresome,  miseraUe 
months  and  years  of  life.  One  of  these  hours, 
iny  dear  Clarinda  blest  me  with  yesternight. 


-"  One  well  spent  hour. 


"  In  such  a  tender  circumstance  for  friends^ 
"  Is  better  than  an  age  of  common  time  V* 

Thomson. 

My  favourite  feature  in  Milton's  Satan  is  his 
manly  fortitude  in  supporting  what  cannot  be 
remedied — ^in  short,  the  wild  broken  fragments 
4?!.  3  P 
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i)f  a  noble,  exalted  noind  in  fuios.    I  meant  119 
more  by  saying  he  was  a  favourite  hero  of  mine. 

I  laentioned  to  you  my  letter  to  Dr  Moore^ 
giving  an  aooount  of  my  life :  it  is  truth,  eveiy 
word  of  it ;  and  wUl  give  you  the  just  idea  of  a 
man  whom  you  have  honoured  with  your  fii^iid- 
ship.  I  am  afraid  you  will  hardly  be  able  to  make 
sense  of  so  torn  a  piece. — ^Your  verses  I  shall 
muse  on,  deliciously,  as  I  gaze  on  your  image 
in  my  mind's  eye,  in  my  heart's  core :  they  will 
be  in  time  enough  for  a  week  to  come.  I  am 
truly  happy  your  head-ache  is  better. — O,  how 
can  pain  or  evil  be  so  daringly,  unfeelingly, 
cruelly  savage,  as  to  wound  so  noble  a  mind,  so 
lovely  a  ibrm  1 

My  little  fellow  is  all  my  name-sake. — Write 
me  soon.  ]My  every,  strongest  good  wishes 
attend  you,  Clarinda ! 

Saturday^  Nosn.  Sylvandjbb. 

1  know  not  what  I  have  written — I  am  pes- 
tered with  people  around  me. 


No.  10. 

Sunday  Mofming. 

1  IIAA'^E  just  been  before  the  throne  of 
my  God,  Clarinda ;  according  to  my  association 
of  ideas,  my  sentiments  of  love  and  friendshipr 
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I  nexi  devote  myself  to  you.  Yi^^rniglit  I 
was  happy — happiness  "  that  tlie  world  cannot 
give/' — I  kindle  at  the  recollection ;  but  it  i»  a^ 
flame  where  Innocence  k)ok»  smiHng  on,  and 
Honour  stands  by,  a  sacred  guard. — Your  heart,- 
ybur  fondest  wishes,  your  dearest  thoughts, 
these  are  yours  to  bestow :  your  person  h  un* 
approachable,  by  the  laws  of  your  country ;  and 
he  loves  not  as  I  do,  who  would  snake  you 
miserable. 

You  are  an  angel,  Clarindfi ;  you  are  surely  no 
mortal  that  "  the  earth  owns.* — To  kiss  your 
himd,  tolive<H>  your  smile,  is  tomefarmoi-e 
exquisite  Hiss,  than  the  dearest  favours  that  the 
fairest  of  the  sex,  yourself  excepted;,  can  bestow. 

Sunday  Mvening. 

You  are  the  constant  compank)n  of  my 
thoughts.  Hqw  wretched  is  the*  ecMidition  of 
one  who  is  haunted  with  conscious  guilt,  and 
trembling  under  the  idea  of  dreaded  vengeance ! 
and  what  a  placid  calm,  what  a  tsbarming  secret 
enjoyment  it  gives,  to  bosom  the  kind  feelings 
of  friendship,  and  the  fond  throes  of  love!  Out 
upon  the  tempest  of  Anger,  the  acrimonious 
gall  of  fretful  Impatience^  the  sullen  frost  of 
lowring  Resentment,  or  the  eorrodmg  poison  of 
withered  Envy !  They  eat  up  the  immortal  part 
of  man !  If  they  spent  their  fury  only  on  the  un- 
fortunate objects  of  them,  it  would  be  something 
8  P  2 
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in  their  favour;  but  these  miserable  passions, 
like  traitor  Iscariot,  betray  their  Lord  and 
Master. 

Thou  Almighty  Author  of  peace,  and  good- 
ness,  and  love !  Do  thou  give  me  the  social  heart 
that  kindly  tastes  of  every  man's  cup !  Is  it  a 
draught  of  joy — ^warm  and  open  my  heart  to 
share  it  with  cordial^  unenvying  rejoicing !  Is  it 
the  bitter  potion  of  sorrow-i— melt  my  heart  with 
sincerely  sympathetic  woe!  Above  all,  do  Thou 
give  me  the  manly  mind,  that  resolutely  exem- 
plifies, in  life  and  manners,  those  sentiments 
which  I  would  wish  to  be  thought  to  possess ! 
The  friend  of  my  soul-^there  may  1  never  devi- 
ate from  the  firmest  fidelity,  and  most  active 
kindness !  Clarinda,  the  dear  object  of  my  fond- 
est love ;  there,  may  the  most  sacred,  inviolate 
honour,  the  most  faithful,  kindling  constancy, 
ever  watch  and  animate  my  every  thought  and 
imagination ! 

Did  you  ever  meet  with  the  following  lines 
spoken  of  Religion,  your  darling  topic. 

*'  'Tis  this,  my  friend^  that  streaks  our  morning  bright ; 

"  'Tis  thii  that  gilds  the  horror  of  our  night ! 

*'  "When  wealth  forsakes  us,  and  when  friends  are  few, 

'*  When  ftiends  are  fidthless,  and  when  foes  pursue; 

''  'Tis  this  that  wards  the  blow,  or  stiQs  th«  smart, 

^^  Disarms  a£Biction,  or  repels  its  dart : 

''  Within  the  breast  bids  purest  rapture  rise» 

'<  Bid^  smiling  Conscience  spread  her  cloudless  skies/" 
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.  I  met  with  these  verses  very  early  in  life, 
and  was  so  delighted  with  them,  that  I  have 
them  by  me,  copied  at  school. 

Good    night,  and    sound  rest,  my  dearest 
Clarinda !  Sylvandeb. 


No.  11. 

I  AM  delighted,  charming  Clarinda,  with' 
your  honest  enthusiasm  for  Religion.  Those  of 
either  sex,  but  particularly  the  female,  who  are 
lukewarm  in  that  most  important  of  all  things, 
«  O  my  soul,  come  not  thou  into  their  secrets!'* 
—I  feel  myself  deeply  interested  in  your  good 
opinion,  and  will  lay  before  you  the  outlines  of 
my  belief.  He,  who  is  otur  Author  and  Preser- 
ver, and  will  one  day  be  our  Judge,  must  be 
(not  for  his  sake  in  the  way  of  duty,  but  f5rom 
the  naked  impulse  of  our  hearts)  the  object  of 
our  reverential  awe  and  grateful  adoration :  He 
is  almighty  and  all-bounteous,'  we  are  weak  and 
dependent;  hence,  prayer  and  every  other  sort 

of  devotion. '*  He  is  not  willing  that  any 

'<  should '  perish,  but  that  all  should  come  to 
*«  everlasting  life ;"  consequently,  it  must  be  in 
every  one's  power  to  embrace  His  offer  of  **  ever- 
« lasting  life  f  otherwise  He  could  not,  in  jus- 
tice, condemn  those  who  did  not.  A  mind  per- 
vaded, actuated,  and  governed  by  purity,  truth. 
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9tiA  clMritf,  thOH^  it  does  not  merit  heavea, 
yet  is  an  afasolutely  necessary  prenpequisifte,  with- 
out which  heaven  caen  neither  be  obtained  hot 
enjoyed ;  and,  by  Dlfine  promise,  soeh  a  mind 
diaD  never  &il  of  attaining  **  everlasting  fife  f* 
hence,  the  impure,  the  deceiving,  and  the  un- 
charitable, extrude  themselves  from  eternal  bliss, 
by  their  unfitness  for  enjoying  it.  The  Supreme 
Being  has  put  the  immediate  administration  of 
all  this,,  for  wise  and  good  ends,  known  to  him- 
self, into  the  hand»  of  Jesus  Christ,  a  great  Per- 
sonage, whose  relation  to  Hira  we  cannot  com- 
prehend^ but  whose  relation  to  us  is  a  Guide  and 
Saviour ;  and  who,  except  for  our  owu  obstinaey 
and  misconduct,  will  bring  us  aU,  thvough  vari- 
ous ways,  and  by  various  means,  to  bliss  at  last 

These  are  my  tenets,  my  lovely  fiirad;  and 
which,  I  think,  cannot  be  well  disputed.  My 
creed  is  pretty  nearly  expressed  in  the  last  dause 
of  Jamie  Dean's  grace,  an  honest  weavier  in  Ayr- 
s^e;  ''Lord,  grant  that  we  may  lead  a  gudeiySe! 
^  for  a  gude  life  maks  a  gude  end,  at  least  it 
**  he^s  weel  !** 

I  am  flattered  by  the  entertainment  you  tdi 
me  you  have  found  in  my  packet  You  see  me 
as  I  have  been,  you  know  me  as  I  am^  and  oiay 
guessatwbat  I  am  likely  to  be.  I  too  may  soy^ 
''  Talk  not  of  bve,  &&"  for  mdeed  he  has 
*'  plunged  me  deep  in  woe !''  Not  that  I  ever 
saw  a  woman  who  pleased  unexceptionahly,  as 
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my  Clarindadiegantljr  says,  '<  In  the  oompamon, 
the  friend,  and  the  mistress.''  One  indeed  I 
could  except— One,  before  pasoon  ihrew  its  mists 
over  my  discernment  I  knew  it,  tb^  first  ot  wo- 
men !  Her  name  is  indeliHy  writt^a  in  my  faeart's 
core — ^but  I  dare  not  look  in  on  it — a  degree  of 
agony  wotdd  he  the  consequence.  Oh!  thou 
perfidious,  cruel,  miscMef-making  demon,  who 
presidest  o*er  that  frantic  passion — thou  mayest, 
thou  dost  poison  my  peace,  but  jshalt  not  taint 
my  honour — I  would  not  for  a  sin^e  moment 
give  an  asylum  to  the  most  distant  imagination, 
that  would  shadow  the  faintest  outline  of  a  elf- 
ish gratification,  at  the  expence  of  her  whose 
happiness  is  twisted  with  the  threads  of  my  ex- 
istence.  May  she  he  happy  as  she  deserves ! 

And  ii^my  tenderest,  &ithfi)d  fri^MUbip  can  add 
to  her  bliss — 1  shall  at  least  have  one  soUd  mine 
of  enjoyment  in  my  %osom !  Don't  guess  at  these 
ravings  ! 

I  watched  at  our  front  window  to-day,  but  was 
disappointed.  It  *has  been  a  day  of  disappoint- 
ments. I  am  just  risen  from  a  two  liours'  bout 
after  supper,  with  silly  or  sordid  souls,  who  could 
i^elish  iiothing  in  common  with  me — ^but  the 

Port.     "One." ^•Tis  now  «  witching  time  of 

night ;"  and  whatever  is  out  of  joint  in  the  fore- 
going scrawl,  impute  it  to  endhantments  and 
spells ;  for  1  can*t  look  over  it,  tut  will  seal  it 
up  directly,  as  I  don't  care  for  to-morrow's  cri- 
ticisms on  it. 
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You  are  by  this  time  &st  asleep^  Clarinda ; 
may  good  angels  attend  and  guard  you  as  con- 
stantly and  faithfully  as  my  good  wishes  do. 

"  Beauty,  which,  whether  waking  or  asleep, 
"  Shot  forth  peculiar  graces/' 

John  Milton,  I  wish  thy  soul  better  rest  than 
I  expect  on  my  pillow  to-night !  O  for  a  little 
of  the  cart-horse  part  of  human  nature!  Good 
night,  my  dearest  Clarinda ! 

Tuesday  Night.  Sylvander. 


No.   12. 

Thursday  Morning. 

"  Unlavish  Wisdom  never  works  in  vain.*^ 

I  HAVE  -been  tasking  my  reaaoa,  Cla- 
rinda, why  a  woman,  who,  for  native  genius, 
poignant  wit,  strength  of  mind,  generous  sin- 
cerity of  soul,  and  the  sweetest  female  tender- 
ness, is  without  a  peer;  and  whose  personal 
charms  have  few,  very,  very  few  parallels,  among 
her  sex;  why,  or  how  she  should  fall  to 
the  blessed  lot  of  a  poor  hairum-scairum  Poet, 
whom  Fortune  had  kept  for  her  particular  use, 
to  wreak  her  temper  on,  whenever  she  was  in 
ill-humour.  One  time  1  conjectured,  that  as 
fortune  is  the  most  capricious  jade  ever  known; 
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she  may  have  taken,  not  a  fit  of  remorse,  but  a 
paroxism  of  whim,  to  raise  the  poor  devil  out  of 
the  mire,  where  he  had  so  often  and  so  conveni- 
ently  served  her  as  a  stepping-stone,  and  given 
him  the  most  glorious  boon  she  ever  had  in  her 
gift,  merely  for  the  maggot's  sake,  to  see  how 
his  fool  head  and  his  fool  heart  will  bear  it.  At 
other  times  I  was  vain  enough  to  think  that 
Nature,  who  has  a  great  deal  to  say  with  For- 
tune, had  given  the  coquettish  goddess  some 
such  hint  as,  "  Here  is  a  paragon  of  Female 
"  Excellence,  whose  equal,  in  all  my  former 
"  compositions,  I  never  was  lucky  enough  to  hit 
«  on,  and  despair  of  ever  doing  so  again  ;  you 
**  have  cast  her  rather  in  the  shades  of  life ;  there 
**  is  a  certain  Poet,  of  my  making ;  among  your 
"  frolicks,  it  would  not  be  amiss  to  attach  him 
«  to  this  master-piece  of  my  hand,  to  give  her 
•*  that  immortality  among  mankind  which  no 
«  woman,  of  any  age,  ever  more  deserved,  and 
**  which  few  Rhymsters  of  this  age  are  bettor 
"  able  to  confer." 

Evenings  9  o^alock. 

I  am  here,  absolutely  unfit  to  finish  my 
letter,  pretty  hearty  after  a  bowl,  which  has 
been  constantly  plied  since  dinner,  till  this  mo- 
ment    1  have  been  with  Mr.  Schetki,  the  musi- 
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cian,  and  he  has  set  it*  finely.— —I  have  no  dis- 
tinct ideas  of  any  thing,  but  that  I  have  drunk 
your  health  twice  to-night,  and  that  you  are  all 
my  soul  holds  dear  in  this  woAd.    Stlvandeb. 


No.    IS. 

1  WAS  on  the  way,  my  love,  to  meet  yon 
(I  never  do  things  by  halves)  when  1  got  your 

card.    M goes  out  of  town  to-morrow 

morning,  to  see  a  brother  of  his  who  is  newly 

arrived  from .    I  am  determined  that  he 

and  1  shall  call  on  you  together ;  so,  look  you, 
lest  I  should  never  see  to-morrow,  we  will  call 

*  Clarinda,  mistress  of  ray  sojsl. 
The  measur'd  time  is  run ! 
The  wretch  beneath  the  dreary  pole. 
So  marks  his  latest  sun. 

To  what  dark  cave  of  frozen  night 

Shall  poor  Sylvander  hie? 
Deprived  of  thee,  his  life  and  light. 

The  sun  of  all  his  joy* 

We  part-— but  by  these  precious  drop^ 

That  fill  thy  lovely  eyes ! 
No  other  light  shall  guide  my  steps. 

Till  thy  bright  beams  arise. 

She,  the  fair  sun  of  all  her  sex. 

Has  blest  my  glorious  day : 
And  shall  a  glimmering  planet  fix 

My  worship  to  its  ray  ? 
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on  you  to-night ;  and  you  may  put  off 

tea  ^1  about  seven ;  at  which  time,  in  the  Gal- 
loway phrase,  "  an*  the  beast  be  to  the  fore,  an* 
the  branks  bide  bale/'  expect  the  humblest  of 
your  humble  servants,  and  his  dearest  friend. 
We  propose  staying  only  half  an  hour,  **  for 
ought  we  ken."  I  could  suffer  the  lash  of  mi- 
sery eleven  months  in  the  year,  were  the  twelfth 
to  be  composed  of  hours  like  yesternight  You 
are  the  soul  of  my  enjoyment :  all  else  is  of  the 
istuff  of  stocks  and  stpnes.  S ylvandejeu 


No.  14. 

I  AM  certain  I  saw  you,  Clarinda;  but 
you  don't  look  to  the  proper  story  for  a  Poet's 
lodging— 

**  Where  speculation  roosted  near  the  sky/' 

I  could  almost  have  thrown  myself  over,  for 
very  vexation.  Why  didn't  you  look  higher  ? 
It  has  spoilt  my  peace  for  this  day.  To  be  so 
near  my  charming  Clarinda;  to  miss  her  look 
when  it  was  searching  for  me,  I  am  sure  the  soul 
is  capable  of  disease;,  for  mine  has  convulsed  it- 
self into  an  inflammatory  fever. 

You  have  converted  me,  Clarinda.    (I  shall 

love  that  name  while  1  live ;  there  is  heavenly 

music  in  it)    Booth  and  Amelia  I  know  well. 

Your  sentiments  on  that  subject,  as  they  are  on 
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every  subject,  are  just  and  noble.  *'  To  be  feel- 
ingly alive  to  kindness,  and  to  unkindness,"  is  a 
charming  female  character. 

What  I  said  in  my  last  letter,  the  powers  of 
fuddling  sociality  only  know  for  me.     By  yours, 
I  understand  my  good  star  has  been  partly  in 
my  horizon,  when  I  got  wild  in  my  reveries; 
Had  that  evil  planet,  which  has  alrao&t  all  my 
life  shed  its  baleful  rays  on  my  devoted  head, 
been,  as  usual,  in  my  zenith,  I  had  certainly 
blabbed  something  that  would  havfe  pointed  out 
to  you  the  dear  object  of  my  tenderest  friend- 
ship, and,  in  spite  of  me,  something  more.    Had 
that  fatal  information  escaped  me,  and  it  was 
merely  chance,  or  kind  stars,  that  it  did  not,  I 
had  been  undone !  You  never  would  have  writ- 
ten me,  except  perhaps  once  more !  O,  1  could 
curse  circumstances,  and  the  coarse  tie  of  hu- 
man laws,  which  keeps  fast  what  common  sense 
would  loose,  and  which  bars  that  happiness  itself 
cannot  give — happiness  which  otherwise  Love 
and  Honour  would  warrant !    But  hold,  I  shall 
make  no  more  *'  hair-breadth  'scapes." 

My  friendship,  Clarinda,  is  a  life-rent  busaness. 
My  likings  are  both  strong  and  eternal..  I  told 
you  I  had  but  one  male  friend :  I  have  but  two 
female.  I  should  have  a  thirds  but  she  is  sur- 
rounded by  the  blandishments  of  flattery  and 
courtship.  *  *  *  I  register  in  my  heart's  core 
— ^  *****    MissN can  teU  you  liow 
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divine  she  is.    She  is  worthy  of  a  place  in  the 
same  bosom  with  my  Clarinda.    That  is  the 
highest  compliment  1  can  pay  her* 
Farewell,  Clarinda!    Remember 
Thursday,  Noon.  Sylvander. 


No.  15- 

Tuesday  Evening. 

1  HAT  you  have  faults,  my  Clarinda,  1 
never  doubted ;  but  I  knew  not  where  they  ex- 
isted, and  Saturday  night  made  nle  more  in  the 
dark  than  ever.  O,  Clarinda,  why  will  you 
wound  my  soul  by  hinting,  that  last  night  must 
have  lessened  my  opinion  of  you  !  True ;  I  was 
**  behind  the  scenes  with  you ;"  but  what  did  I 
see?  A  bosom  glowing  with  honour  and  bene- 
volence ;  a  mind  ennobled  by  genius,  informed 
and  refined  by  education  and  reflection ;  and  ex- 
alted by  native  religion,  genuine  as  in  the  climes 
of  heaven ;  a  heart  formed  for  all  the  glorious 
meltings  of  friendship,  love,  and  pity.  These 
I  saw. — I  saw  the  noblest  immortal  apul  cr^a|ion 
ever  shewed  me. 

I  looked  long,  my  dear  Clarinda,  for  your  let- 
ter ;  and  am  vexed  that  you  are  complaining. 
I  have  not  caught  you  so  far  wrong  as  in  your 
idea,  that  the  commerce  you  have  with  one  friend 
hurts  you,  if  you  cannot  tell  every  tittle  of  it  to 
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another.  Why  have  so  injurious  opinion  of  a  good 
God,  Clarinda,  as  to  think,  that  Friendship  and 
Love,  on  the  sacred,  inviolate  principles  of  Truth, 
Honour,  and  Religion,  can  he  any  thing  else 
than  an  object  of  His  divine  approbation  ? 
I  have  mentioned,  in  some  of  my  former  scrawls, 
Saturday  evening  next.  Do  allow  me  to  wait 
on  you  that  evening.  Oh,  my  angel !  how  soon 
must  we  part !  and  when  can  we  meet  again ! 
I  look  forward  on  the  horrid  interval  with  tear- 
ful eyes !  What  have  I  lost  by  not  knowing  you 
sooner.  I  fear,  I  fear  my  acquaintance  with 
you  is  too  short,  to  make  that  lasting  impression 
on  your  heart  I  could  wish. 

Sylvandek. 


No.   16. 

Saturday  Morning. 

xOUR  thoughts  on  religion,  Clarinda, 
shall  be  welcome.  You  may  perhaps  distrust 
me  when  I  say  'tis  also  my  favourite  topic ;  but 
mine  is  the  religion  of  the  bosom.  I  hate  the 
very  idea  of  a  controvarsial  divinity ;  as  I  finnly 
believe,  that  every  honest,  upright  man,  of 
whatever  sect,  will  be  accepted  of  the  Deity. 
If  your  verses,  as  you  seem  to  hint,  contain  cen- 
sure, except  you  want  an  occasion  to  break  with 
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me,  don't  send  them.  I  have  a  little  infirmity 
in  my  disposition,  that  where  I  fondly  love  or 
highly  esteem,  I  cannot  bear  reproach. 

"  Reverence  thyself,"  is  a  sacred  maxim,  and 
1  wish  to  cherish  it.  I  think  I  told  you  Lord 
Bolingbroke's  saying  to  Swift — "  Adieu,  dear 
"  Swift !  with  all  thy  faults  1  love  thee  entirely ; 
«  make  an  effort  to  love  me  with  all  mine."  A 
glorious  sentiment,  and  without  which  there 
can  be  no  friendship !  I  do  highly,  very  highly 
esteem  you,  indeed,  Clarinda;  you  merit  it  aU! 
Perhaps  too,  I  scorn  dissimulation !  I  could  fond- 
ly love  you :  Judge  then  what  a  maddening 
sting  your  reproach  would  be.  "  O !  I  have  sins 
to  Heaven^  but  none  to  you  r — With  what  plea- 
sure would  I  meet  you  to-day,  but  I  cannot 
walk  to  meet  the  fly.  I  hope  to  be  able  to  see 
you,  onfootj  about  the  middle  of  next  week. 

1  am  interrupted — ^perhaps  you  are  not  sorry 
for  it,  you  will  tell  me — but  I  won't  antidpate 
blame.  O  Clarinda !  did  you  know  bow  dear  to 
me  is  your  look  of  kindness,  your  smile  of  ap- 
probation! you  would  not,  either  in  prose  or 
verse,  risk  a  censorious  remark. 

"  Curst  be  the  verse,  how  well  soe'er  it  flow, 
"  That  tends  to  make  one  worthy  man  my  foe!" 

Syi.vander. 
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No.  17. 

Saturday  Mofning. 

1  HERE  is  no  time,  my  Clarinda,  when 
the  conscious-thrilling  chords  of  Love  and 
Friendship  give  such  delight,  as  in  the  pensive 
hours  of  what  our  favourite  Thomson  calls, 
"  Philosophic  Melancholy.'*  The  sportive  insects, 
who  bask  in  the  sunshine  of  Prosperity  ;  or  the 
woirms  that  luxuriant  crawl  amid  their  ample 
wealth  of  earth,  they  need  no  Clarinda;  they 
would  despise  Sylvander — ^if  they  durst.  The 
family  of  Misfortune,  a  numerous  group  of 
brothers  and  sisters !  they  need  a  resting  place 
to  their  souls :  unnoticed,  often  condemned  by 
the  world ;  in  some  degree,  perhaps,  condemned 
by  themselves,  they  feel  the  fixll  enjoyment  of 
ardent  love,  delicate  tender  endearments,  mutual 
esteem,  and  mutual  reliance. 

In  this  light  I  have  often  admired  Reli^on. 
In  proportion  as  we  are  wrung  with  grief,  or 
distracted  with  anxiety,  the  ideas  of  a  compas- 
sionate Deity,  an  Almighty  Protector,  are 
doubly  dear. 

*'  'Tis  this,  my  friend,  that  streaks  our  morning  light ; 
'*  'Tis  this  that  gilds  the  horrors  of  our  night." 

I  have  been  this  morning  taking  a  peep 
through,  as  Young  finely  says,  "  the  dark  pos- 
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tera  of  time  \oo^  elaps'd;"  and,  you  will  eaoly 
goess,  'twas  a  rucfitl  {Hroepect.  What  a  tissue  of 
thoughtlessness^  weakness^  and  folly!  My  life 
rewknded  nie  of  aniified  temple ;  what  atvength^ 
what  pvoj^tiDii  in  some  parts !  what  unsightly 
gaps,  what  prostrate  ruins  in  others !  I  kneeled 
down  before  the  Father  of  mercies  and  said, 
«  Father,  1  have  sinned  against  Heaven,  and  in 
^  thy  sigkt,  and  am  no  more  worthy  to  be  called 
**  thy  Son  !**  I  rose,  eased  and  strengthened.  I 
despise  the  superstition  of  a  fiinatie,  but  1  love 
the  rdigkm  of  a  hmui.  ^'The  future^"*  said  1  to 
myself,  '^  is  still  before  me :"  th^e  let  me 

— — ''  On  reason  build  resolve, 

''  That  column  of  true  majesty  in  man  !*' 

''  I  have  difficulties  many  to  encounter^"  said 
I ;  "  but  they  are  not  absolutely  insuperable : 
"  and  where  is  firmness  of  mind  shown  but  in 
*'  exertion  ?  mere  declamation  is  bombast  rant." 
— "  Besides,  wherever  I  am,  of  in  whatevw  si- 
tuation I  may  be— 

**  *Ti3  nought  to  me : 

"  Since  God  is  ever  present,  ever  felt, 

'*  In  the  void  waste  as  in  the  city  full ; 

^'  And  where  He  vital  breathes,  there  must  be  joy !" 

Saturday  Night — half  after  Ten. 

What  hixuiy  of  blisa  I  was  enjoying  this  time 
yesternight!  My  ever-dearest  Clarinda,  you 
have  stobn^  away  vt^  soul :  but  you  have  refined, 

*  22.  3  R 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


(    684    ) 

you  have  exalted  it:  you  hare  ffven  it  s 
stronger  sense  of  virtue,  and  a  stronger  relish 
for  piety. — Clarinda,  first  of  your  sex,  if  ever  I 
am  the  veriest  wretch  on  earth  to  forget  you; 
if  ever  your  lovely  image  is  effaced  from  my  soul, 

"  May  I  be  lost,  no  ^e  to  weep  my  end; 

'^  And  find  no  earth  that's  base  enough  to  bury  uie  V 

What  trifling  silliness  is  the  childish  fondnen 
of  the  every-day  children  of  the  world !  *tis  the 
unmeaning  toying  of  the  younglings  of  the  fields 
and  forests:  but  where  Sentiment  and  Fancy 
unite  their  sweets ;  where  Taste  and  Delicacy 
refine ;  where  Wit  adds  the  flavour,  and  Good* 
sense  gives  strength  and  spirit  to  all,  what  a  de* 
lidous  draught  is  the  hour  of  tender  endearment ! 
— Beauty  and  Grace  in  the  arms  of  Truth  and 
Honour,  in  all  the  luxury  of  mutual  love! 

Clarinda,  have  you  ever  seen  the  picture  irea- 
lized  ?  Not  in  all  its  very  richest  colouring. 

Xjast  nighty  Clarinda,  but  for  one  slight  shades 
was  the  glorious  picture— 


-Innocence 


Look'd^  gBoly  smiling  on ;.  while  rosy  Pleamire 
Hid  young  Desire  amid  her  flowery  wreath^ 
And  pour'd  her  cup  luxuriant ;  mantling  high. 
The  sparkling  heavenTy  vintage^  Love  and  Bliss ! 

"  \  Clarinda,.  when  a  Poet  and  Poetess  of  Nature's 

making,  two  of  Nature's  noblest  producticms ! 
when  they  drink  together  of  the  same  cup  of 
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Love  and  Bliss-«^— attempt  not,  ye  coarser  stuff 
of  human  nature,  profanely  to  measure  enjoy- 
ment ye  never  can  know ! 
Good  nighty  my  dear  Clarinda ! 

Sylvander. 


No.  18, 

*^1  AM  distressed  for  thee,  my  brother 
Jonathan !"  I  have  suffered,  Clarinda,  from  your 
letter.  My  soul  was  in  arms  at  the  sad  perusal : 
I  dreaded  that  I  had  acted  wrong.  If  I  have 
robbed  you  of  a  friend,  God  forgive  me !  But, 
Clarinda,  be  comforted :  let  us  raise  the  tone  of 
our  feelings  a  little  higher  and  bolder.  A  fellow* 
*  creature  who  leaves  us,  who  spurns  us  without 
just  cause,  though  once  our  bosom  friend — up 
with  a  little  honest  pride — ^let  them  go !  How 
shall  I  comfort  you,  who  am  the  cause  of  the  in- 
jury? Can  I  wish  that  I  had  never  seen  you  ? 
that  we  had  never  met  ?  No :  I  never  will !  But 
have  I  thrown  you  friendless  ?  there  is  almost 
distraction  in  that  thought 

Father  of  mercies !  against  thee  often  have  I 
sinned ;  through  thy  grace  I  will  endeavour  to 
do  so  no  more !  She  who.  Thou  knowest,  is  dear- 
er to  me  than  myself,  pour  Thou  the  balm  of 
peace  into  her  past  wounds,  and  hedge  her  about 
with  Thy  peculiar  care,  aU  her  future  days  and 
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nights  1  ^trengtbei  her  t^iAer  noble  mind,  firm- 
ly  to  fiui^,  and  magmownoushf  to  bear !  Mak« 
me  worthy  of  that  fiiendfllhip  i^e  honours  »e 
with.  May  my  attacfameHt  to  tier  %e  pure  as 
Devation,  and  lasting  as  immortal,  life !  O  Al- 
mighty Goo^lness,  hear  me!  Be  to  her  at  aU 
times,  particularly  in  the  hour  of  distress  or  trial, 
a  Friend  and  Comforter/ a  Guide  and  Guard. 

'*  How  arc  Thy  servants  blest,  O  Lord, 

^  How  sure  is  dieir  defence ! 
'^  Etteud  Wisdem  is  their  guides 

'<  Their  hdp,  Chimi[KfleMe !" 


Forgive  me,  Qarinda,  the  injury  I  have  done 
you !  To-night  I  shalB  be  with  you ;  as  indeed 
I  shall  be  ill  at  ease  till  I  see  you- 

Syxvakdeiu        I 


No.  19. 

1  JUST  now  received  your  first  letter  of 
yesterday,  by  the  eardess  negligence  of  the 
penny  post.  Clarinda,  matters  are  grown  very 
serious  with  us:  then  seriously  liear  me,  and 
hear  me  Heaven — I  met  you,  ray  dear  •  ♦  •  ♦  • 
by  far  the  first  of  wonoan  kind,  at  least  to  me :  1 
Esteemed,  I  loved  you  at  first  sight ;  tbe  longer 
I  am  acquainted  with  you,  the  more  innate 
amiableness  and  worth  I  discover  in  you.— You 
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have  snffinred  a  loss,  I  confess,  for  my  sake :  but 
if  the  firmest,  steadiest,  wannest  friendship ;  if 
every  endeaTOur  to  be  worthy  of  jfot^  fii^dship ; 
if  t  love,  irtrong  ms  die  ties  of  Nature,  and  holy 
as  the  duties  of  Reltgion^^if  ail  these  osn  maioe 
any  thing  Mke  a  compefisation  for  the  evil  I  have 
ocoasionedyoii,  if  they  be  ^^^orth  your  acceptance, 
or  can  m  the  least  add  to  your  enjoyments-^—- 
So  lielp  Sylvander,  ye  Potfers  above,  in  this 
hour  of  need,  as  be  freely  gives  these  all  to 
Chrrinda! 

I  esteem  yoa,  1  love  you,  as  a  fiiend;  I  ad- 
mire yoii»  I  Ime  you,  as  a  Woman,  beyond  seny 
one  in  all  the  circle  df  Cieation ;  i  knoiv  I  shall 
oMEtinue  to  eateem  yon,  to  Icyve  you,  to  pray 
for  ycm,  nay,  to  prsy  ibr  mysdffbv  ymtr  sake. 

Expert  we  «t  eight  And  believe  me 

to  be  €fwr,  my  deamft  Madam,  yours  most 
entirely,  ^  Stlvakdeh. 


No.    20- 

W  HEN  matters,  ray  love,  are  desperate, 
t^e  must  put  on  a  desperate  fiux? 

— — "  On  reason  bufld  resolve, 

**  That  odumn  of  tnie  majesty  in  man." 

Or,  as  the  same  author  finely  says,  in  another 
place : 

■     "^  Let  thy  soul  spring  up, 
**  And  lay  strong  hold  for  help  on  him  that  made  thee." 
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I  am  yours,  Clarinda,  for  life.  Hever  be  dis- 
couraged at  all  this.  Look  forward ;  in  a  few 
weeks  I  shall  be  somewhere  or  other  out  of  the 
possibility  of  seeing  you :  till  then,  I  shall  write 
you  often,  but  visit  you  seldom.  Your  feme, 
your  welfare,  your  happiness,  are  dearer  to  me 
than  any  gratification  whatever.  Be  comforted, 
my  Love !  the  present  moment  is  the  worst ;  the 
lenient  hand  of  Time  is  daily  and  hourly  either 
lightening  the  burden,  or  making  us  insensible 
to  the  weight  None  of  these  friends,  I  mean 
Mr.  --— -  and  the  other  Gentleman^  can  hurt 
your  worldly  support;  and  for  their  fiiendship^ 
in  a  little  time  you  will  learn  to  be  easy,  and,  by 
and  by,  to  be  happy  without  it.  A  decent  means 
of  livelihood  in  the  world,  an  approving  God,  a 
peaceful  conscience,  and  one  firm  trusty  fiiend 
•—can  any  body,  that  has  these,  be  said  to  be 
unhappy?  These  are  yours. 

To-morrow  evening  I  shall  be  with  you  about 
eight ;  probably  for  the  last  time,  till  I  return 
to  E  In  the  mean  time,  should  any  of 

these  two  unhicky  fiiends  question  you  respect- 
ing me,  whether  I  am  the  Man ;  I  do  not  think 
they  are  entitled  to  any  information.  As  to  thw 
jealousy  and  spying,  1  despise  them. 

Adieu !  my  dearest  Madam ! 

Sylvandek. 
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No.  21. 

Glasgow,  Monday  Evening,  9  o'clock. 

1  HE  attraction  of  Love^  I  find,  is  in  an 
inverse  proportion  to  the  attraction  of  the  New- 
tonian Philosophy :  in  the  system  of  Sir  Isaac, 
the  nearer  objects  are  to  one  another,  the  strong- 
er is  the  attractive  force ;  in  my  system,  every 
mile-stone  that  marked  my  progress  from  Cla- 
rinda,  awaked  a  keener  pang  of  attachment  to 
her.  How  do  you  feel,  my  Love  ?  is  your  heart 
ill  at  ease  ?  1  fear  it — God  forbid,  that  these 
persecutors  should  harass  that  peace  which  is 
more  precious  to  me  than  my  own.  Be  assured, 
I  shall  ever  think  of  you,  muse  on  you,  and, 
in  my  moments  of  devotion,  pray  for  you.  The 
hour  that  you  are  not  in  all  my  thoughts—"  be 
<<  that  hour  darkness !  let  the  shadows  of  death 
"  cover  it !  let  it  not  be  numbered  in  the  hours 
*^  of  the  day  r 


'"  When  I  forget  the  darling  theme. 


''  Be  my  tongue  mute !  my  fancy  paint  no  more ! 
*'  And,  dead  to  joy,  forget  my  heart  to  heat  !** 

I  have  just  met  with  my  old  friend,  the  ship 
captain ;  guess  my  pleasure :  to  meet  you  could 
alone  have  given  me  more.  My  brother  Wil- 
liam, too,  the  young  saddler,  has  come  to  Glas- 
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gow  to  meet  me ;  and  here  are  we  three  spend- 
ing the  evening. 

I  arrived  here  too  late  to  write  by  post ;  but 
I'll  wrap  half  a  dozen  sheets  of  blank  paper  to- 
gether, and  send  it  by  the  Fly,  under  the  name 
of  a  parcel.  You  shall  hear  from  me  next  post 
town.  I  would  write  you  a  long  letter,  but  tcMr 
the  present  circumstance  of  my  friend. 

Adieu,  my  Clarinda  f  I  am  just  going  to  pro- 
pose  your  health,  by  way  of  grace-drinid 

Sylvandee. 


No.   22- 

Cumnock,  2d.  March,  1788. 
1  HOPE,  and  am  certain,  that  my  generous 
Clarinda  will  not  think  my  silence,  for  now  a 
long  week,  has  been  in  any  degree  owing  to  my 
fbrgetfulness.  I  Save  been  tost  about  through 
the  country  ever  since  I  wrote  you ;  and  am 
here  returning  from  Dumfries-shire,  at  an  inn, 
the  Post-offic^T>r  the  place,  with  just  so  long 
time  as  my  horse  eats  his  com,  to  write  you- 
I  have  been  hunied  with  business  and  dissipation 
almost  equal  to  the  insidious  degree  of  the  Per- 
sian Monarch's  mandate,  when  he  forbade  a^- 
ing  petiticoA  of  Giod  or  m»n  for  forty  days :  Imd 
the  venerable  Prophet  been  as  throng  as  I, 
he  had  not  broken  the  deo-ee;  at  letst»  not 
tlurice  a  day. 
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I  am  thinldng  my  fkrmkig  scheme  will  yet 
hold.  ^  Worthy  intelligent  farmer,  my  father's 
friend  and  ifiy  own,  has  been  with  me  on  the 
spot :  he  thinks  the  bargain  practicable.  I  am 
myself,  on  a  more  serious  review  of  the  lands, 
much  better  pleased  with  them.  I  won't  men- 
tion  this  in  writing  to  any  body  but  you  and 
.  Don't  accuse  me  of  being  fickle :  I 
have  the  two  plans  of  life  before  me,  and  1  wish 
to  adopt  the  one  most  likely  to  procure  me  in- 
dependence. I  shall  be  in  Edinburgh  next 
week.  I  long  to  see  you :  your  image  is  omni- 
present  to  me :  nay,  I  am  convinced  I  would 
soon  idolatrize  it  most  seriously ;  so  much  do 
absence  and  memory  improve  the  medium 
through  which  one  sees  the  much4ove4^ject 
To-night,  at  the  sacred  hour  of  eight,  1  expect 
to  meet  you — at  the  Throne  of  Grace.  I  hop^ 
as  I  go  home  to-night,  to  finA  a  letter  fi[H»m  you 
at  the  Post-office,  in  Mai^chline.  I  have  just 
once  seen  that  dear  hand  shioe  I  lefb  Edinburgh ; 
a  letter  indeed  which  much  afl^ted  me.  Tell 
me,  first  of. womankind!  will  my  warmest  at- 
tachment, my  smcerest  friendship,  my  corres* 
pondence,  will  they,  be  any  compensation  for 
the  sacrifices  you  make  for  my  sake  ?  If  they  will, 
they  are  yours.  If  I  settle  on  the  farm  I  propose, 
1  am  just  a  day  and  a  halTs  ride  from  Edinburgh. 
We  will  meet,  don't  you  say,  "  perhaps  too 
often !" 

32.  S  S 
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Farewell,  my  fair,  my  ohaarming  Poetess! 
May  all  good  tkings  ever  attend  you !  I  am  ever. 
My  dearest 'Madam,  yomrs, 

Sylvakdeb. 


';    No.   23. 

MosgieU  7th.  March,  1788. 

•   GLiARINDA,  1  have  been  sastmig  vnth 
your  reproach  for  imkindness,  a  sin  so  unlike 
me,  a  sin  1  detest  more  than  a  breach  of  the 
whole  Decalogi^^  <fifth,  si^cth,  seventh,  and  nkith 
ariicleft  excepted,  that  1  believe  I  shaQ  not  rest 
in  m^'^^Mtve  about  it,  if  I  ^e  before  I  see  you. 
You  hafve  of^  allowed  me  the  head  to  judge, 
and  the  heart  to  feel,  the  influence  of  female  ex- 
odilence :  was  it  not  blasphemy  then,  against 
your  own  charms^  and  against  my  feelings,  to 
suppose  that  Sr  short  fortniglit  could  abate  my 
passion !  You,  my  Love,  may  have  your  cares 
and  anxieties  to  disturb  you,  but  they  are  the 
usual  recurrences  of  life ;  your  future  views  are 
fixed,  and  your  mind  in  a  settled  routine.   Could 
not  you,  ray  ever  dearest  Madam,  make  a  litfle 
allowance  for  a  man,  after  long  absence^  paying 
a  short  visit  to  a  country  full*  of  friends,  rdations, 
and  early  intimates?   Cannot  you  guess,   my 
Clarinda,  what  thoughts,  what  cares,  what  aax- 
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iouf^ofrebodings,  hopes  and  %Ars,  must  erowd 
the  breast  of  the  man  of  keen  sensibility,  when 
no  less  is  on  the  tapis  than  hi$  aim;  his  employ- 
ment, his  vary  existence,  through  f&tme  life  ? 

Now  that,  not  my  apology,  but  my  defence 
is  made,  I /eel  my  soul  respire  more  easilj.  I 
know  you  will  go  along  with  me  in  my  justifiaa^ 
tion-~would  to  Heaven  you  could  in  my  adop* 
tion  too !  [  mean  an  adopti(m  beneath  the  stars--« 
an  adoption  where  I  might  revel  in  the  immedi- 
ate beams  of 

''  She,  the  bright  sun  of  all  her  sex.** 

I  would  not  have  you,  my  dear  Madam,  so 
much  hurt  at  Miss —«»-.'s  coldness.  Tisplacmg 
yourself  below  her,  an  honour  she  by  no  means 
deserves.  We  ought,  when  we  wish  to  be  econo- 
mists in  happiness ;  we  ought,  in  the  first  plac^ 
to  fix  the  standard  of  our  own  character ;  and 
when,  on  full  examination,  we  know  whero  we 
stand,  and  how  much  ground  we  occupy,  iet 
us  contend  for  it  as  property;  and  those  who 
seem  to  doubt,  or  deny  us  what  is  justly  ours^ 
let  us  either  pity  their  prejudices,  or  despise  their 
judgment.    I  know,  my  dear,  you  will  «ay  this 
is  sdf-coneeit ;  but  I  call  it  self-knowledge :  the 
one  is  the  overweening  opinion  of  a  fool,  who 
fancies  himself  to  be,  what  he  wishes  himself  to 
be  thought :  the  other  is  the  honest  justice  that 
a  man  of  sense,  who  has  thoroughly  examined 
3  S  » 
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the  sul^ect»  owes  to  himself.  VVithput  this  stt^d^ 
ard,  this  oolumn  in  our  own  mind,  we  are  per- 
petually at  the  mercy  of  the  petulance,  the  mis. 
takes,  the  prejudices,  nay,  the  very  weakne^ 
and  wickedness  of  our  feUow-creatures. 

I  VTge  this,  my  Dear,  both  to  confirm  my- 
self ia  the  doctrine^  which,  I  assure  you,  I  some* 
times  need ;  and  hecause  I  know  that  this  causes 
you  often  much  disquiet — To  return  to  Miss 
:  she  is  most  certainly  a  most  worthy 
soul,  and  equalled  by  very,  very  few,  in  good- 
ness of  heart.  But,  can  she  boast  more  good* 
ness  of  heart  than  Clarinda  ?  not  even  prejudice 
will  dare  to  say  so ;  for  penetration  and  discern- 
ment, Clarinda  sees  far  beyond  her:  to  witp 
Miss  ■  dare  make  no  pretence ;  to  Clarin- 
da's  wit,  Bcsocce  any  of  her  sex  dare  make  pre- 
tence :  personal  charms,  it  would  be  ridiculous 
to  run  the  parallel :  and  for  conduct  in  life. 
Miss  ^^---^ —  was  never  called  out,  dther  mudi 
to  do,  or  to  sufier;  Clarinda  has  been. both;  and 
has  performed  her  part,  where  Miss  ■ 
would  have  sunk  at  tlie  bare  idea. 

Away,  then,  with  these  disquietudes!  Let 
us  pny  with  the  honest  weaver  of  Kilbaicfaan, 
— ^*  Lordf  send  us  a  gudeconceitx)'.  oursel  j*^  Or 
in  the  wo<ds  of  the  auldsang : 

**  Who  does  me  disdain,  I  can  scorn  them  againj 
^'  And  111  never  ttiind  any  such  foes.** 
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There  is.an  error  in  die  oommeroe  of  intima* 

^y  «*♦♦♦«♦ 

way  of  exclaioige)  have  not  an  equivalent  togivae 
us ;  and  what  is  still  wovse,  have  no  idea  of  t^ 
value  of  our  goods.  Happy  is  oup  lot  indeed^ 
wh^  we  meet  with  an  honest  merGfaant,  who  is 
qualified  to  deal  with  us  <Hi  our  own  terms;  but 
that  lis  a  ranty:  with  almost  every  body  we 
must  pocket  our  pearls,  less  or  more ;  and  learn, 
in  the  old  Scotch  phrase — **  To  gie  sic  like  as  we 
"  get."  For  this  reason  one  should  try  to  erect 
a  kind  of  bank  or  store-house  in  one's  own  niind ; 
or,  as  the  Psalmist  says,  **  We  should  commune 
**  with  our  own  hearts,  and  be  stilL"  This  is 
exactly        •♦♦••♦# 


No.  «4. 


I  OWN  myself  guilty,  Ciarihda;  I  should 
have  Mrritten  you  last  week:  but  wfoenyoure* 
collect^  my  dearest  Madam,  thai  yeu»  of  tins 
nightV  post  is  only  the  third  I-  have  got  ftom 
you,  and  that  this  is  tile  fifth' or  siflth  I- have 
sent  to  yoU|  you  will  not  repvoaeb  me  witiia 
good  grace  for  unkindnessi  I  have  always  seme 
kind  of  idea,  not  to  sit  down  to  write  a  letter, 
exc^  I'have  time  and  possession  of  my  faculties 
so  as  to  do  some  justice  to  my  letter ;  which  at 
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present  is  rarely  my  situation.  For  instancy 
yesterday  I  dined  at  a  fiiend's  at  some  distance; 
the  savage  hospitality  of  this  country,  spent  me 
the  most  part  of  the  night  over  the  nauseous  po- 
tion in  the  bowl :  this  day  sick— head-ache— low 
spirits — ^miserable-— fiisting,  except  for  a  draught 
of  water  or  small  beer :  now  eight  o'dock  at 
night— only  able  to  crawl  ten  minutes'  walk  into 
M— —  to  wait  the  post,  in  the  pleasurable  hope 
of  hearing  from  the  mistress  of  my  souL 

But,  truce  with  all.  this !  When  I  sit  down  to 
write  to  you,  all  is  harmony  and  peace.  A  hun- 
dred times  a  day  do  1  figure  you^  before  your 
taper,  your  book  or  work  laid  aside^  as  1  get 
within  the  room.  How  happy  have  I  been! 
and  how  little  of  that  scantling  portion  of  time, 
called  the  life  of  man,  is  sacred  to  happiness ! 

I  could  moralize  to-night,  like  a  Death's  head. 

''  O,  what  is  life>  that  thoughtless  wish  of  all  1 
^'  A  drq>  of  honey  in  a  draught  of  galL" 

Nothing  astonishes  me  more,  when  a  little 
sickness  dogs  the  wheels  of  life,  than  the 
thoughtless  career  we  run,  in  the  hour  of  healA. 
^'  None  saith,  where  is  God,  my  Maker,  that 
^  giveth  songs  in  the  ni^t :  who  teacheih  us 
*^  more  knowledge  than  the  beasts  of  the  fidd, 
*<  and  more  understanding  than:  the  fowls  of  the 
"air.'*  . 

Give  m^  my  Maker,  to  remember  thee! 
Give  me  to  act  up  to  the  dignity  of  my  nature! 
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Give  me  to  feel  "another's  vroef  and  continue 
with  me  that  dear4ov'd  Friend  that  feels  with 
mine ! 

The  dignified  and  dignifying  consciousness 
of  an  honest  man,  and  the  well-grounded  trust 
in  approving  Heaven,  are  two  most  substantial 

*♦*  of  happiness. 

#  #  •  »        •       ♦,♦       ♦^♦r* 

SylvaKdeb. 


'   No.  25. 

Before  you  ^k  me  why  1  have  not 
written  to  you ;  first  let  me  be  informed  of  you, 
how  1  shall  write  you  ?  "  In  Friendship,'*  you 
say ;  and  I  have  many  a  time  taken  up  my  pen 
to  try  an  epistle  of  *♦  Friendship*  to  you ;  but 
it  will  not  do :  'tis  like  Jove  grasping  a  pop-gun, 
after  having  wielded  his  thunder.  When  I  take 
up  the  |)en.  Recollection  ruins  me.  Ah !  my 
ever  dearest  Clarinda !  Clarinda ! — What  an  host 
of  Memory's  tenderest  offspring  crowd  on  my 
fkncy  at  that  sound !  But  I  must  not  indulge 
that  subject :  you  have  forbid  it. 

I  am  extremely  happy  to  learn,  that  your 
precious  health  is  re-established,  and  that  you 
ar^  once  more  fit  to  enjoy  that  satisfaction  in  ex- 
istence, which  health  alone  can  give  us.  My 
old  fripd  has  indeed  been  kind  to  you.    Tell 
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jhim,  that  rl  envy  him  the  power  of  serving  you. 
I  had  a  letter  irolpa  him  a  while  ago,  but  it  was 
so  diy,  so  distant,  so  like  a  card  to  one  (^  his 
dients,  that  I  could  scdi^  bear  to  readit^  and 
have  not  yet  answered  it  -He  is  a  good,  hmtsk 
fellow ;  and  can  write  a  friendly  letter,  wbich 
would  do  equal  honour  to  his  head  afid  his  heart, 
as  a  whole  shes^  of  his  letters  1  have  by  me.will 
witness:  and  though  Fame  does  not  blow  her 
trumpet  at  my  approach  Tioro*  as  she  did  then^ 
when  he  first  honoured  me  with  his  friendship, 
yet  I  am  as  proud  as  ever ;  and  when  I  am  I^d 
in  my  grave,  I  wish  to  be  stretched  at  my  M 
length,  that  I  may  occupy  every  inch  of  ground 
which  I  have  a  right  to. . 

You  would  laugh,  were  you  to  see.me  wh« 
I  am  just  now :— would  to  Heaven  you  were 
here  to  laugh  with  me{  though  I  am  a^that 
crying  would  be  our  first  employment  Hck 
am  1  set,  a  solitary  hermit,  in  the  solitary  rom 
of  a  solitary  inn,  with  a  solitary  bottle  of  wine 
by  me — as  grave  and  as  stupid  as  an.owl-4»t» 
like  that  owl,  stUl  faithful  to  my  old  song;  m 
confirmation  of  which,  my  dear  Mrs.  Mack,  bere 
is  your  good  health !  may  the  hand-wal'd  ben- 
isons  o*  Heaven  bless  your  bonnie  fece;  and 
the  wratch  wha  skellies  at  your  weelfare,  may 
the  auld  tinkler  deil  get  him  to  clout  his  rotten 
heart !    Amen ! 

You  must  know,  my  dearest  MadaiUf  that 
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these  now  many  years,  wherever  I  am,  in  what- 
ever company,  when  a  married  lady  is  called  as 
a  toast,  I  constantly  give  you;  but,  as  your 
name  has  never  ^aa/sf^  my  lips,  even  to  my  moat 
intimate  friend,  I  g\ve  you  by  the  name  of  Mrs. 
Mack.  This  is  so  well  known  among  myac* 
quaintances,  that  when  my  married  lady  is  call* 
ed  for,  the  toast-master  will  say — **  O,  we  need 
not  ask  him  who  it  is — there's  Mrs.  Mack !"  I 
have  also,  among  my  convivial  friends,  set  on 
foot  a  round  of  toasts,  which  I  call  a  round  of 
Arcadian  Shepherdesses;  that  is,  a  round  of  fa- 
vourite Ladies,  under  female  names  celebrated 
in  ancient  song ;  and  then,  you  are  my  Clarinda  : 
so,  my  lovely  Clarinda,  I  devote  this  glass  of 
wine  to  a  most  ardent  wish  ^  your  happiness ! 


In  yain  would  Pnuknoe,  witli  deoonu»  i 
Point  out  a  oens'ring  world,  and  bid  me  four : 
Above  that  world  on  wings  of  love  I  rise, 
I  know  its  woTst^-and  can  that  worst  deqpise. 
*'  Wrong'd>  injitr'd,  shunn'd;  unpitied,  unredreft, 
•'  The  mock'd  quotaticm  of  the  soonrier's  jest." 
Jjet  Prudence'  direst  bodements  on  me  €a\\, 
Clarinda,  rich  reward !  o'erpays  diem  all ! 

T  have  been  rhyming  a  little  of  late,  but  I  do 
not  know  if  they  are  worth  poatage.J-^Tell  me 

4F  •*  *  .  •  ♦  •  * 

Sylvakher. 
2J2.  3  T 
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Ai  nhaiptriod  of  the  Correspondence  ifiefoUowhg  Poem  wu 
seni  is  uncerkm. 

"  I  Buiu>7^  I  bum,  as  when  thro'  ripen'd  com, 
'^  By  driving  winds  the  crackling  flames  are  borne!" 
Now  maddening,  wild,  I  curse  that  &tal  night; 

*•    Now  bless  the  hour  which  charm'd  my  guilty  sight 
In  vain-  the  laws  their  feeble  force  oppose ; 

.   Chained  at  hi»  £ee£  they  groan.  Love's  vanquish'd  feei: 
In  vfiin  Religion  meets  my  shrinking  eye ; 
I  dare  not  combat — but  1  tuni  and  fly : 
Copsciepee  in  vain  upbraids  the  unhallowed  fire;  i 

Love  grasps  his  scorpions — stifled  they  expire:  * 

Reason  dn^s  headlong  f-om  his  sacred  thi^me,  « 

Your  dear  idea  Kigns,  and  reigns  alone;  j 

Each  thought,  intoxicated,  homage  yields. 
And  riots  wanton  m  ^bidden  fields !  \ 

By  ALL  ON  HIGH  i|d9ring  mortals  know ! 

By  A^L  the  conscious  Tillain  fears  below  ! 

%r  vouR  DiAR-SBLF !  the  last,  great  oath  I  swiur; 

Nor  LiFE^  nor  soul,  were  ever  half  so  dear !  { 
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LETTER 
TO 

Mr.  M^W IE, 

Writer  in  Ayr. 

It  is  injuring  ^ofne  hearts,  thos^  hearts 
that  elegantly  bear  the  impressiori  of  the  good 
Creator,  to  say  to  them,  you  give  tliem  the 
trouble  of  obliging  a  frietid ;  for  this  reason,  t 
only  tell  you  that  I  gratify  my  own  feelings  in 
requesting  your  friendly  offices  with  respect  to 
the  inclosed,  because  I  know  it  will  gratify 
yours  to  assist  me  in  it  to  the  utmost  of  your 
power. 

I  have  sent  you  four  copies,  as  1  have  no  less 
than  eight  dozen  in  whole,  which  is  a  great 
deal  more  than  1  shall  ever  need. 

Be  sure  to  remember  a  poor  Poet  militant  in 
your  prayers.    He  looks  forward  with  fear  and 
trembling  to  that,  to  him,  important  moment 
.which  stamps  the  die  with — ^with — ^with,  per- 
haps, the  eternal  disgrace  of, 

My  dear  Sir,  your  humbled, 
afflicted,  tormented, 

R.  BURNS. 
'  Mosgiel,l7th.  April,  17S6. 
3  T  2 
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LETTER 
TO 

MISS  M-^ N. 

Here  have  I  sat,  my  dear  Madam,  in 
the  stony  attitude  of  perplexed  study  for  fifteen 
vexatious  minutes,  my  head  askew,  bending 
over  the  intended  card ;  my  fixed  eye  insensible 
tb  the  very  light  of  day  poured  around ;  my  poa- 
dulous  goose-feather,  loaded  with  ink,  hanging 
over  the  future  letter ;  all  for  the  important  pur- 
pose  of  writing  a  complimentary  card  to  accom- 
pany your  trinket 

CompUments  is  such  a  miserable  Greenland 
ebcpression;  lies  at  such  a  chilly  polar  distance 
from  the  torrid  zone  of  my  constitution,  that  I 
cannot,  for  the  very  soul  of  me,  use  it  to  any 
person  for  whom  I  have  the  twentieth  part  of 
the  esteem  every  one  must  have  for  you  wh# 
knows  you. 

As  I  leave  town  in  three  or  four  days,  I  can 
give  myself  the  pleasure  of  calling  for  you  only 
for  a  minute.  Tuesday  evening,  sometime 
about  seven,  or  after,  I  shall  wait  on  you»  &x 
your  farewdl  conamands. 

The  hinge  of  your  box,  I  put  into  the  hands 
of  the  proper  connoisseur ;  but  it  is,  like  Willy 
Gaw's   5kate»   past  redemption.— The  brokoi 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


glass,  likewise,  went  under  review ;  but  delibe- 
rative  wisdom  thought  it  would  too  much  en- 
danger the  whole  fabria    I  am,  Dear  Madam, 
With  all  sincerity  of  Enthusiasm, 
Your  very  humble  Servant, 

ROBERT  BURNS, 
Saturday  Noon^  No.  2, 
St  James  Sqr.  Newtown, 


.} 


LETTER 
TO 

Mil  M ^R.  KILMARNOCK. 

Mosgkl,  7th.  March,  1788. 

BEAR  SIR, 

I  HAVE  partly  changed  my  ideas,  my 
dear  Friend,  since  I  saw  you.  I  t(X)k  old  Glen- 
conner  with  me  to  Mr.  Miller's  farm,  and  he 
was  so  pleased  with  it,  that  1  have  written  an  oflFer 
te  Mr.  Miller,  which,  if  he  accepts,  I  shall  sit 
down  a  plain  farmer,  the  happiest  of  lives  when 
a  man  can  live  by  it  In  this  case  1  shall  not 
stay  in  Edinburgh  above  a  week.  I  set  out  on 
Monilay,  and  would  have  come  by  Kilmarnock^ 
but  there  are  several  smalt  sums  owing  me  for 
my  first  edition,  about  Galston  and  Newmills ; 
and  I  shall  set  off'  so  early  as  to  dispatch  my 
biisinesF,  and  reach  Glasgow  by  night.    "V^Tien 
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I  return,  t  shall  devote  a  forenoou  w  two  to 
make  some  kind  of  acknowledgment  for  dl  the 
kindness  1  owe  your  friendship.  Now  that  I 
hope  to  settle  with  some  credit  and  comfort  at 
home,  there  was  not  atiy  friendship  or  friendly 
correspondence,  that  promised  me  more  pleasm:e 
than  yours ;  I  hope  I  will  not  be  disappointed.  I 
trust  the  Spring  will  renew  your  shattered  frame, 
and  make  your  friends  happy.  You  and  I  have 
often  agreed  that  life  is  no  great  blessing  on  the 
whole.  The  dose  of  life,  indeed,  to  a  reasoning 
eye,  is, 

^'  Dark  as  was  chaos^  ere  the  infant  sun 

"  Was  roll'd  togeth^,  or  had  try'd  his  beams 

^  Athwart  the  gloom  profound"—— 

But  an  honest  man  has  nothing  to  fear.  If  we 
lie  down  in  the  grave,  the  whole  man  a  piece  of 
broken  machinery,  to  moulder  with  the  clods  of 
the  volley, — ^be  it  so ;  at  least,  tiiere  is  an  end 
of  pain,  carej  woes,  and  wants;  if  that  part  of 
us  called  Mind,  does  survive  the  apparent  de- 
struction of  the  man — away  .with  old-wife  pre- 
judices and  tales !  Every  age  and  eveyy  nation 
has  had  a  different  set  of  stories ;  and  as  the 
many  are  always  weak,  of  consequence  they  have 
often,  perhaps  always,  been  deceived:  a  man, 
conscious  of  having  acted  an  honest  part  among 
his  fellow  creatures ;  even  granting  that  he  may 
have  been  the  sport,  at  times,  of  passions  and  in- 
stincts; he  goes  to  a  great  unknown  Being, 
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who  could  have  no  other  end  in  giving  him 
existence  but  to  make  him  happy ;  who  gave 
him  those  passions  and  instincts,  and  well  knows 
their  force. 

These,  my  worthy  friend,  are  my  ideas !  and 
I  know  they  are  not  far  di£Perent  from  yours. 
*It  becomes  ^  man  of  sense  to  think  for  himself; 
particularly  in  a  case  where  all  men  are  equally 
interested,  and  where,  indeed,  all  men  are  equal- 
ly in  the  dark. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Sir !  God  send  us  a  cheer- 
ful meeting ! 

ROBERT  BURNS- 


FJNIS, 


MARSHALL^   PRINTER^   NEWCASTLE. 
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